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A  MARRIAGE  SETTLEMENT 


PREFACE 

IF  Balzac  had  been  acquainted  with  the  works  of  Chaucer 
(which  would  have  been  extremely  surprising)  he  might 
have  called  "Le  Contrat  de  Mariage"  "A  Legend  of  Bad 
Women."  He  has  not  been  exactly  sparing  of  studies  in 
that  particular  kind;  but  he  has  surpassed  himself  here. 
Mme.  de  Maufrigneuse  redeems  herself  by  her  character, 
however  imperfectly  supported,  of  grande  dame,  Beatrix  de 
Rochefide  by  a  certain  naturalness  and  weakness,  Flore 
Brazier  by  circumstances  and  education,  others  by  other 
things.  But  Madame  Evangelista  and  her  daughter  Natalie 
may  be  said  to  be  bad  all  through — thoroughly  poisonous 
persons  who,  much  more  than  the  actual  Milady  of  "Les 
Trois  Mousquetaires"  (there  was  some  charm  in  her),  de- 
served to  be  taken  and  "justified"  by  lynch  law.  If  "the 
Thirteen"  (who  were  rather  interested  in  the  matter)  had 
descended  upon  both  in  the  fashion  of  d'Artagnan  and  his 
friends,  I  do  not  know  that  any  one  would  have  had  much 
right  to  complain.  How  far  the  picture  is  exaggerated  must 
be  a  question  to  be  decided  partly  by  individual  experience, 
partly  by  other  arguments.  Although  I  am  not  always  dis- 
posed to  defend  Balzac  from  the  charge  of  exaggeration,  I 
think  he  is  fairly  free  from  it  here. 

Madame  Evangelista,  besides  the  usual  womanly  desire 
to  make  a  figure  in  the  capital,  has  (not  to  excuse,  but  to 
explain  her)  the  equally  natural  tendency  to  regard  every- 
body outside  her  own  family  as  an  at  least  possible  enemy 
to  be  "exploited"  pitilessly,  together  with  bad  blood  which, 
though  luckily  not  common,  is  by  no  means  impossible  nor 
even  extremely  rare.  Her  daughter,  as  Balzac  has  acutely 
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8  PREFACE 

suggested,  both  here  and  elsewhere,  is,  like  not  a  few 
women,  destitute  of  that  sense  of  abiding  gratitude  for 
pleasure  mutually  enjoyed  which  tempers  the  evil  tenden- 
cies of  the  male  sex  to  no  inconsiderable  extent.  She  has 
never  cared  for  her  husband ;  she  has  no  morals ;  and  (as  in 
another  book  and  subject,  her  letter  to  Felix  de  Vandenesse, 
well  deserved  as  it  is  in  the  particular  instance,  shows)  she 
has  the  fortunately  not  universal  but  excessively  danger- 
ous combination  of  utter  selfishness  with  very  clear-sighted 
common-sense. 

The  men  are  equally  true,  and  much  more  agreeable.  It 
is  noteworthy  that  here  only  does  Balzac's  pattern  Byronic 
dandy  Marsay  cut  a  distinctly  agreeable  figure.  He  is  still 
something  of  a  coxcomb,  but  he  is,  as  he  is  not  very  often, 
a  gentleman;  he  is,  as  he  is  scarcely  ever,  a  good  fellow; 
and  he  deserves  his  character  as  un  homme  tr&s  fort,  to  say 
the  least,  better  than  he  does  in  some  places.  The  two 
family  lawyers  are  excellent.  As  for  Paul  de  Manerville, 
the  unfortunate  fleur  des  pois  (the  title  for  some  time  of  the 
book)  himself,  he  is  one  of  the  profoundest  of  Balzac's  stud- 
ies, and  it  was  perhaps  rather  unkind  of  his  creator  to  call 
him  a  niais.  At  any  rate,  he  was  not  more  so  than  that  very 
creator  when  he  committed  slow  suicide  by  waiting  and 
working  till  a  woman,  who  cannot  have  been  worth  the 
trouble,  at  last  made  up  her  mind  to  "derogate"  a  little, 
and,  without  any  pecuniary  sacrifice,  to  exchange  the  posi- 
tion of  widow  of  a  member  of  a  second-rate  aristocracy  for 
that  of  wife  of  one  of  the  foremost  living  men  of  letters  in 
Europe,  who  was  himself  technically  a  gentleman,  Marsay's 
letters  to  Paul  only  put  pointedly  what  the  whole  story  puts 
suggestively,  the  great  truth  that  you  may  "see  life"  with- 
out knowing  it,  and  that  for  a  certain  kind  of  respectable 
person  the  sowing  of  wild  oats  is  a  far  more  dangerous  kind 
of  husbandry  than  for  the  wildest  profligate.  It  is  true  that 
Paul  has  exceedingly  bad  luck,  and  that  in  countries  other 
than  France  he  might  have  subsided  into  a  most  respectable 
and  comfortable  country  gentleman.  But  as  a  great  author- 
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ity,  whom  he  probably  knew,  Paul  de  Florae,  his  namesake 
and  contemporary,  remarked,  "Do  not  adopt  our  institutions 
d  demi,"  so  it  would  seem  to  be  a  maxim  that  the  two  kinds 
of  life  cannot  be  combined — at  least,  that  seems  to  be 
Balzac's  moral. 

The  second  story  in  the  volume,  a  very  slight  touch  of 
unnecessary  cruelty  excepted,  is  one  of  the  truest  and  most 
amusing  of  all  Balzac's  repertoire;  and  it  is  conducted  ac- 
cording to  the  orthodox  methods  of  poetical  justice.  It  is 
impossible  not  to  recognize  the  justice  of  the  portraiture 
of  the  luckless  Oscar  Husson,  and  the  exact  verisimilitude 
of  the  way  in  which  he  succumbs  to  the  temptations  and 
practical  jokes  (the  first  title  of  the  story  was  "Le  Danger 
des  Mystifications")  of  his  companions.  I  am  not  a  good 
authority  on  matters  dramatic ;  but  it  seems  to  me  that  the 
story  would  lend  itself  to  the  stage  in  the  right  hands  better 
than  almost  anything  that  Balzac  has  done.  Half  an  enfant 
terrible  and  half  a  Sir  Martin  Mar-all,  the  luckless  Oscar 
"puts  his  foot  into  it,"  and  emerges  in  deplorable  condition, 
with  a  sustained  success  which  would  do  credit  to  all  but  the 
very  best  writers  of  farcical  comedy,  and  would  not  disgrace 
the  very  best. 

In  such  pieces  the  characters  other  than  the  hero  have 
but  to  play  contributory  parts,  and  here  they  do  not  fail  to 
do  so.  M.  de  SeVizy,  whom  it  pleased  Balzac  to  keep  in  a 
dozen  books  as  his  stock  example  of  the  unfortunate  hus- 
band, plays  his  part  with  at  least  as  much  dignity  as  is 
easily  possible  to  such  a  personage.  Madame  Clapart  is 
not  too  absurd  as  the  fond  mother  of  the  cub;  and  Moreau, 
her  ancient  lover,  is  equally  commendable  in  the  not  very 
easy  part  of  a  "protector."  The  easy-going  ladies  who 
figure  in  Oscar's  second  collapse  display  well  enough  that 
rather  facile  generosity  and  good-nature  which  Balzac  is 
fond  of  attributing  to  them.  As  for  the  "Mystificators," 
Balzac,  as  usual,  is  decidedly  more  lenient  to  the  artist  folk 
than  he  is  elsewhere  to  men  of  letters.  Mistigris,  or  Le'on 
de  Lora,  is  always  a  pleasant  person,  and  Joseph  Bridau 
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always  a  respectable  one.  Georges  Marest  is  no  doubt  a 
bad  fellow,  but  he  gets  punished. 

Nor  ought  we  to  omit  notice  of  the  careful  study  of  the 
apprenticeship  of  a  lawyer's  clerk,  wherein,  as  elsewhere  no 
doubt,  Balzac  profited  by  his  own  novitiate.  Altogether  the 
story  is  a  pleasant  one,  and  we  acquiesce  in  the  tempering 
of  the  wind  to  Oscar  when  that  ordinary  person  is  consoled 
for  his  sufferings  with  the  paradise  of  the  French  bourgeois 
— a  respectable  place,  a  wife  with  no  dangerous  brilliancy, 
and  a  good  dot, 

"Une  Double  Famille,"  which  had  an  almost  unusually 
complicated  history  and  several  titles,  appears  here  (for  rea- 
sons of  practical  convenience)  out  of  its  old  place  in  conjunc- 
tion with  the  "Chat  qui  Pelote."  It  is  a  good  specimen  of 
Balzac's  average  work,  neither  much  above  nor  much  below 
the  run  of  its  fellows. 

The  first  titles  of  the  two  main  stories  have  been  given 
above.  "La  Fleur  des  pois,"  as  such,  appeared  in  no  news- 
paper, but  in  the  "Scenes  de  la  Vie  Privee"  of  1834-35.  It 
had  three  divisions,  which  disappeared  in  the  first  edition 
of  the  "Comedie,"  when  also  the  title  was  changed.  Its 
companion  was  printed  under  its  first  title,  and  with  fourteen 
chapter  divisions,  in  a  paper  called  "La  Legislature,"  be- 
tween July  and  September,  1842.  Balzac  at  first  meant 
to  call  it  "Les  Jeunes  Gens,"  but  changed  this  to  "Le  Dan- 
ger des  Mystifications,"  and  that  again  to  the  present  form, 
when  it  appeared  (with  "La  fausse  Maitresse")  as  a  book  in 
1844.  Next  year  it  was  classed  in  the  "Come'die,"  under- 
going the  usual  process  of  deletion  of  the  chapter  divisions 
and  headings. 


A   MARRIAGE    SETTLEMENT 

To  0.  Rossini 

TIA-ONSIEUR  DE  MANERVILLE  the  elder  was  a 
/*//  worthy  gentleman  of  Normandy,  well  known  to 
the  Mare'chal  de  Richelieu,  who  arranged  his  mar- 
riage with  one  of  the  richest  heiresses  of  Bordeaux  at  the 
time  when  the  old  Duke  held  court  in  that  city  as  Gover- 
nor of  Guienne.  The  Norman  gentleman  sold  the  lands 
he  owned  in  Bessin,  and  established  himself  as  a  Gascon, 
tempted  to  this  step  by  the  beauty  of  the  estate  of  Lanstrac, 
a  delightful  residence  belonging  to  his  wife.  Toward  the 
end  of  Louis  XV. 's  reign,  he  purchased  the  post  of  Major 
of  the  King's  bodyguard,  and  lived  till  1813,  having  happily 
survived  the  Revolution. 

This  was  how.  In  the  winter  of  1790  he  made  a  voyage 
to  Martinique,  where  his  wife  had  property,  leaving  the 
management  of  his  estates  in  Gascony  to  a  worthy  notary's 
clerk  named  Mathias,  who  had  some  taint  of  the  new  ideas. 
On  his  return,  the  Comte  de  Manerville  found  his  possessions 
safe  and  profitably  managed.  This  shrewdness  was  the  fruit 
of  a  graft  of  the  Gascon  on  the  Norman. 

Madame  de  Manerville  died  in  1810.  Her  husband,  hav- 
ing learned  by  the  dissipations  of  his  youth  the  importance 
of  money,  and,  like  many  old  men,  ascribing  to  it  a  greater 
power  in  life  than  it  possesses,  Monsieur  de  Manerville 
became  progressively  thrifty,  avaricious,  and  mean.  For- 
getting that  stingy  fathers  make  spendthrift  sons,  he  allowed 
scarcely  anything  to  his  son,  though  he  was  an  only  child. 

Paul  de  Manerville  came  home  from  college  at  Vendome 
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toward  the  end  of  1810,  and  for  three  years  lived  under  his 
father's  rule.  The  tyranny  exercised  by  the  old  man  of 
sixty-nine  over  his  sole  heir  could  not  fail  to  affect  a  heart 
and  character  as  yet  unformed.  Though  he  did  not  lack  the 
physical  courage  which  would  seem  to  be  in  the  air  of  Gas- 
cony,  Paul  dared  not  contend  with  his  father,  and  lost  the 
elasticity  of  resistance  that  gives  rise  to  moral  courage.  His 
suppressed  feelings  were  pent  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart, 
where  he  kept  them  long  in  reserve  without  daring  to  express 
them;  thus,  at  a  later  time,  when  he  felt  that  they  were  not 
in  accordance  with  the  maxims  of  the  world,  though  he  could 
think  rightly,  he  could  act  wrongly.  He  would  have  fought 
at  a  word,  while  he  quaked  at  the  thought  of  sending  away 
a  servant;  for  his  shyness  found  a  field  in  any  struggle  which 
demanded  persistent  determination.  Though  capable  of 
much  to  escape  persecution,  he  would  never  have  taken 
steps  to  hinder  it  by  systematic  antagonism,  nor  have  met 
it  by  a  steady  display  of  strength.  A  coward  in  mind, 
though  bold  in  action,  he  preserved  till  late  that  unconfessed 
innocence  which  makes  a  man  the  victim,  the  voluntary 
dupe,  of  things  against  which  such  natures  hesitate  to  rebel, 
preferring  to  suffer  rather  than  complain. 

He  was  a  prisoner  in  his  father's  old  house,  for  he  had 
not  money  enough  to  disport  himself  with  the  young  men  of 
the  town ;  he  envied  them,  their  amusements,  but  could  not 
share  them.  The  old  gentleman  took  him  out  every  even- 
ing in  an  antique  vehicle,  drawn  by  a  pair  of  shabbily-har- 
nessed horses,  attended  by  two  antique  and  shabbily-dressed 
menservants,  into  the  society  of  a  royalist  clique,  consisting 
of  the  waifs  of  the  nobility  of  the  old  Parlement  and  of  the 
sword.  These  two  bodies  of  magnates,  uniting  after  the 
Revolution  to  resist  Imperial  influence,  had  by  degrees  be- 
come an  aristocracy  of  landowners.  Overpowered  by  the 
wealth  and  the  shifting  fortunes  of  a  great  seaport,  this  Fau- 
bourg Saint-Germain  of  Bordeaux  responded  with  scorn  to 
the  magnificence  of  commerce  and  of  the  civil  and  military 
authorities. 
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Too  young  to  understand  social  distinctions  and  the  pov- 
erty hidden  under  the  conspicuous  vanity  to  which  they  give 
rise,  Paul  was  bored  to  death  among  these  antiques,  not 
knowing  that  these  associations  of  his  youth  would  secure 
to  him  the  aristocratic  pre-eminence  for  which  France  will 
always  have  a  weakness. 

He  found  some  little  compensation  for  the  dreariness  of 
these  evenings  in  certain  exercises  such  as  young  men  love, 
for  his  father  insisted  on  them.  In  the  old  aristocrat's  eyes, 
to  be  a  master  of  all  weapons,  to  ride  well,  to  play  tennis, 
and  have  fine  manners — in  short,  the  superficial  training  of 
the  gentleman  of  the  past — constituted  the  accomplished 
man.  So,  every  morning  Paul  fenced,  rode,  and  practiced 
with  pistols.  The  rest  of  his  time  he  spent  in  novel- 
reading,  for  his  father  would  not  hear  of  the  transcen- 
dental studies  which  put  a  finishing  touch  to  education 
in  these  days. 

So  monotonous  an  existence  might  have  killed  the  young 
man,  but  that  his  father's  death  delivered  him  from  this 
tyranny  at  the  time  when  it  was  becoming  unendurable. 
Paul  found  that  his  father's  avarice  had  accumulated  a  con- 
siderable fortune,  and  left  him  an  estate  in  the  most  splendid 
order  possible ;  but  he  had  a  horror  of  Bordeaux,  and  no  love 
for  Lanstrac,  where  his  father  had  always  spent  the  summer 
and  kept  him  out  shooting  from  morning  till  night. 

As  soon  as  the  legal  business  was  got  through,  the  young 
heir,  eager  for  pleasure,  invested  his  capital  in  securities, 
left  the  management  of  the  land  to  old  Mathias,  his  father's 
agent,  and  spent  six  years  away  from  Bordeaux.  Attache* 
at  first  to  the  Embassy  at  Naples,  he  subsequently  went  as 
secretary  to  Madrid  and  London,  thus  making  the  tour  of 
Europe.  After  gaining  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dissi- 
pating a  great  many  illusions,  after  spending  all  the  money 
his  father  had  saved,  a  moment  came  when  Paul,  to  continue 
this  dashing  existence,  had  to  draw  on  the  revenues  from  his 
estate  which  the  notary  had  saved  for  him.  So,  at  this,  crit- 
ical moment,  struck  by  one  of  those  impulses  which  are 
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regarded  as  wisdom,  he  resolved  to  leave  Paris,  to  return 
to  Bordeaux,  to  manage  his  own  affairs,  to  lead  the  life  of  a 
country  gentleman,  settling  at  Lanstrac  and  improving  his 
estate — to  marry,  and  one  day  to  be  elected  Deputy. 

Paul  was  a  Count;  titles  were  recovering  their  value  in 
the  matrimonial  market;  he  could,  and  ought  to  marry  well. 
Though  many  women  wish  to  marry  for  a  title,  a  great  many 
more  look  for  a  husband  who  has  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  life.  And  Paul — at  a  cost  of  seven  hundred  thousand 
francs,  consumed  in  six  years — had  acquired  this  official 
knowledge,  a  qualification  which  cannot  be  sold,  and  which 
is  worth  more  than  a  stockbroker's  license;  which,  indeed, 
demands  long  studies,  an  apprenticeship,  examinations,  ac- 
quaintances, friends,  and  enemies,  a  certain  elegance  of 
appearance,  good  manners,  and  a  handsome,  tripping  name; 
which  brings  with  it  success  with  women,  duels,  betting  at 
races,  many  disappointments,  dull  hours,  tiresome  tasks,  and 
indigestible  pleasures. 

In  spite  of  lavish  outlay,  he  had  never  been  the  fashion. 
In  the  burlesque  army  of  the  gay  world,  the  man  who  is  the 
fashion  is  the  Field  Marshal  of  the  forces,  the  merely  elegant 
man  is  the  Lieutenant-Greneral.  Still,  Paul  enjoyed  his  little 
reputation  for  elegance,  and  lived  up  to  it.  His  servants 
were  well  drilled,  his  carriages  were  approved,  his  suppers 
had  some  success,  and  his  bachelor's  den  was  one  of  the 
seven  or  eight  which  were  a  match  in  luxury  for  the  finest 
houses  in  Paris.  But  he  had  not  broken  a  woman's  heart; 
he  played  without  losing,  nor  had  he  extraordinarily  brilliant 
luck;  he  was  too  honest  to  be  false  to  any  one,  not  even  a 
girl  of  the  streets;  he  did  not  leave  his  love-letters  about, 
nor  keep  a  boxful  for  his  friends  to  dip  into  while  he  was 
shaving  or  putting  a  collar  on;  but,  not  wishing  to  damage 
his  estates  in  Guienne,  he  had  not  the  audacity  that  prompts 
a  young  man  into  startling  speculations,  and  attracts  all  eyes 
to  watch  him;  he  borrowed  of  no  one,  and  was  so  wrong- 
headed  as  to  loan  to  friends,  who  cut  him  and  never  men- 
tioned him  again,  either  for  good  or  evil.  He  seemed  to 
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have  worked  out  the  sum  of  his  extravagance.  The  secret 
of  his  character  lay  in  his  father's  tyranny,  which  had  made 
him  a  sort  of  social  hybrid. 

One  morning  Paul  de  Manerville  said  to  a  friend  of  his 
named  de  Marsay,  who  has  since  become  famous:  "My  dear 
fellow,  life  has  a  meaning." 

"You  must  be  seven-and-twenty  before  you  understand 
it,"  said  de  Marsay,  laughing  at  him. 

"Yes,  I  am  seven-and-twenty,  and  for  that  very  reason 
I  mean  to  go  to  live  at  Lanstrac  as  a  country  gentleman.  At 
Bordeaux  I  shall  have  my  father's  old  house,  whither  I  shall 
send  my  Paris  furniture,  and  I  shall  spend  three  months  of 
every  winter  here  in  my  rooms,  which  I  shall  not  give  up." 

"And  you  will  marry?" 

"I  shall  marry." 

"I  am  your  friend,  my  worthy  Paul,  as  you  know,"  said 
de  Marsay,  after  a  moment's  silence;  "well,  be  a  good  father 
and  a  good  husband — and  ridiculous  for  the  rest  of  your 
days.  If  you  could  be  happy  being  ridiculous,  the  matter 
would  deserve  consideration;  but  you  would  not  be  happy. 
You  have  not  a  strong  enough  hand  to  rule  a  household.  I 
do  you  every  justice:  you  are  a  perfect  horseman;  no  one 
holds  the  ribbons  better,  makes  a  horse  plunge,  or  keeps  his 
seat  more  immovably.  But,  my  dear  boy,  the  paces  of 
matrimony  are  quite  another  thing.  Why,  I  can  see  you 
led  at  a  round  pace  by  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Manerville, 
galloping,  more  often  than  not  much  against  your  will,  and 
presently  thrown — thrown  into  the  ditch,  and  left  there  with 
both  legs  broken  I 

"Listen  to  me.  You  have  still  forty  odd  thousand  francs 
a  year  in  land  in  the  Department  of  the  Gironde.  Take  your 
horses  and  your  servants,  and  furnish  your  house  in  Bor- 
deaux; you  will  be  King  in  Bordeaux,  you  will  promulgate 
there  the  decrees  we  pronounce  in  Paris,  you  will  be  the 
corresponding  agent  of  our  follies.  Well  and  good.  Com- 
mit follies  in  your  provincial  capital — nay,  even  absurdities. 
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So  much  the  better;  they  may  make  you  famous.     But — do 
not  marry. 

"Who  are  the  men  who  marry  nowadays?  Tradesmen, 
to  increase  their  capital  or  to  have  a  second  hand  at  the 
plow;  peasants,  who,  by  having  large  families,  manufacture 
their  own  laborers;  stockbrokers  or  notaries,  to  get  money 
to  pay  for  their  licenses ;  the  miserable  kings,  to  perpetuate 
their  miserable  dynasties.  We  alone  are  free  from  the  pack- 
saddle;  why  insist  on  loading  yourself?  In  short,  what  do 
you  marry  for  ?  You  must  account  for  such  a  step  to  your 
best  friend. 

"In  the  first  place,  if  you  should  find  an  heiress  as  rich 
as  yourself,  eighty  thousand  francs  a  year  for  two  are  not 
the  same  thing  as  forty  thousand  for  one,  because  you  very 
soon  are  three — and  four  if  you  have  a  child.  Do  you  really 
feel  any  affection  for  the  foolish  propagation  of  Manervilles, 
who  will  never  give  you  anything  but  trouble  ?  Do  you  not 
know  what  the  duties  are  of  a  father  and  mother  ?  Marriage, 
my  dear  Paul,  is  the  most  foolish  of  social  sacrifices;  our 
children  alone  profit  by  it,  and  even  they  do  not  know  its 
cost  till  their  horses  are  cropping  the  weeds  that  grow  over 
our  graves. 

"Do  you,  for  instance,  regret  your  father,  the  tyrant  who 
wrecked  your  young  life?  How  do  you  propose  to  make 
your  children  love  you?  Your  plans  for  their  education, 
your  care  for  their  advantage,  your  severity,  however  neo- 
essary,  will  alienate  their  affection.  Children  love  a  lavish 
or  weak  father,  but  later  they  will  despise  him.  You  are 
stranded  between  aversion  and  contempt.  You  cannot  be  a 
good  father  for  the  wishing. 

"Look  round  on  our  friends,  and  name  one  you  would 
like  for  a  son.  We  have  known  some  who  were  a  disgrace 
to  their  name.  Children,  my  dear  boy,  are  a  commodity  very 
difficult  to  keep  sweet. — Yours  will  be  angels  I  No  doubt! 

"But  have  you  ever  measured  the  gulf  that  parts  the  life 
of  a  single  man  from  that  of  a  married  one?  Listen. — As 
you  are,  you  can  say:  'I  will  never  be  ridiculous  beyond  a 
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certain  point;  the  public  shall  never  think  of  me  excepting 
as  I  choose  that  it  should  think.'  Married,  you  will  fall  into 
depths  of  the  ridiculous  I — Unmarried,  you  make  your  own 
happiness;  you  want  it  to-day,  you  do  without  to-morrow: 
married,  you  take  it  as  it  comes,  and  the  day  you  seek  it 
you  have  to  do  without  it.  Married,  you  are  an  ass;  you 
calculate  marriage  portions,  you  talk  about  public  and  re- 
ligious morality,  you  look  upon  young  men  as  immoral  and 
dangerous;  in  short,  you  are  socially  Academical.  I  have 
nothing  but  pity  for  you!  An  old  bachelor,  whose  relations 
are  waiting  for  his  money,  and  who  struggles  with  his  latest 
breath  to  make  an  old  nurse  give  him  something  to  drink,  is 
in  paradise  compared  with  a  married  man.  I  say  nothing  of 
all  the  annoying,  irritating,  provoking,  aggravating,  stultify- 
ing, worrying  things  that  may  come  to  hypnotize  and  para- 
lyze your  mind,  and  tyrannize  over  your  life,  in  the  course 
of  the  petty  warfare  of  two  human  beings  always  together, 
united  forever,  who  have  bound  themselves,  vainly  believ- 
ing that  they  will  agree;  no,  that  would  be  to  repeat  Boi- 
leau's  satire,  and  we  know  it  by  heart. 

"I  would  forgive  you  the  absurd  notion  if  you  would 
promise  to  marry  like  a  grandee,  to  settle  your  fortune  on 
your  eldest  son,  to  take  advantage  of  the  honeymoon  stage 
to  have  two  legitimate  children,  to  give  your  wife  a  com- 
pletely separate  establishment,  to  meet  her  only  in  society, 
and  never  come  home  from  a  journey  without  announcing 
your  return.  Two  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year  are 
enough  to  do  it  on,  and  your  antecedents  allow  of  your 
achieving  this  by  finding  some  rich  Englishwoman  hun- 
gering for  a  title.  That  aristocratic  way  of  life  is  the  only 
one  that  seems  to  me  truly  French ;  the  only  handsome  one, 
commanding  a  wife's  respect  and  regard;  the  only  life  that 
distinguishes  us  from  the  common  herd;  in  short,  the  only 
one  for  which  a  young  man  should  ever  give  up  his  single 
blessedness.  In  such  an  attitude  the  Comte  de  Manerville 
is  an  example  to  his  age,  he  is  superior  to  the  general,  and 
must  be  nothing  less  than  a  Minister  or  an  Ambassador.  He 
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can  never  be  ridiculous;  he  conquers  the  social  advantages  of 
a  married  man,  and  preserves  the  privileges  of  a  bachelor." 

"But,  my  good  friend,  I  am  not  a  de  Marsay;  I  am,  as 
you  yourself  do  me  the  honor  to  express  it,  Paul  de  Maner- 
ville,  neither  more  nor  less,  a  good  husband  and  father, 
Deputy  of  the  Centre,  and  perhaps  some  day  a  peer  of  the 
Upper  House — altogether  a  very  humble  destiny.  But  I 
am  diffident — and  resigned." 

"And  your  wife,"  said  the  merciless  de  Marsay,  "will 
she  be  resigned?" 

"My  wife,  my  dear  fellow,  will  do  what  I  wish." 

"Oh!  my  poor  friend,  have  you  not  got  beyond  that 
point? — Good-by,  Paul.  Henceforth  you  have  forfeited 
my  esteem.  Still,  one  word  more,  for  I  cannot  subscribe 
to  your  abdication  in  cold  blood.  Consider  what  is  the 
strength  of  our  position.  If  a  single  man  had  no  more 
than  six  thousand  francs  a  year,  if  his  whole  fortune  lay 
in  his  reputation  for  elegance  and  the  memory  of  his  suc- 
cesses, well,  even  this  fantastic  ghost  has  considerable 
value.  Life  still  affords  some  chances  for  the  bachelor 
'off  color.'  Yes,  he  may  still  aspire  to  anything.  But 
marriage!  Paul,  it  is  the  'Thus  far  and  no  further'  of 
social  existence.  Once  married,  you  can  never  more  be 
anything  but  what  you  are — unless  your  wife  condescends 
to  take  you  in  hand." 

"But  you  are  always  crushing  me  under  your  excep- 
tional theories!"  cried  Paul.  "I  am  tired  of  living  for 
the  benefit  of  others — of  keeping  horses  for  display,  of 
doing  everything  with  a  view  to  'what  people  will  say,' 
of  ruining  myself  for  fear  that  idiots  should  remark 
'Why,  Paul  has  the  same  old  carriage! — What  has  he 
done  with  his  money  ?  Does  he  squander  it  ?  Gamble 
on  the  Bourse? — Not  at  all;  he  is  a  millionnaire.  Ma- 
dame So-and-so  is  madly  in  love  with  him. — He  has  just 
had  a  team  of  horses  from  England,  the  handsomest  in 
Paris. — At  Longchamps,  every  one  remarked  the  four- 
horse  chaises  of  Monsieur  de  Marsay  and  Monsieur  de 
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Manerville;  the  cattle  were  magnificent.' — In  short,  the 
thousand  idiotic  remarks  by  which  the  mob  of  fools 
drives  us. 

"I  am  beginning  to  see  that  this  life,  in  which  we  are 
simply  rolled  along  by  others  instead  of  walking  on  our 
feet,  wears  us  out  and  makes  us  old.  Believe  me,  my  dear 
Henri,  I  admire  your  powers,  but  I  do  not  envy  you.  You 
are  capable  of  judging  everything;  you  can  act  and  think  as 
a  statesman,  you  stand  above  general  laws,  received  ideas, 
recognized  prejudices,  accepted  conventionalities;  in  fact, 
you  get  all  the  benefits  of  a  position  in  which  I,  for  my 
part,  should ,  find  nothing  but  disaster.  Your  cold  and 
systematic  deductions,  which  are  perhaps  quite  true,  are, 
in  the  eyes  of  the  vulgar,  appallingly  immoral.  I  belong 
to  the  vulgar. 

"I  must  play  the  game  by  the  rules  of  the  society  in 
which  I  am  compelled  to  live.  You  can  stand  on  the  sum- 
mit of  human  things,  on  ice  peaks,  and  still  have  feelings; 
I  should  freeze  there.  The  life  of  the  greatest  number,  of 
which  I  am  very  frankly  one,  is  made  up  of  emotions  such 
as  I  feel  at  present  in  need  of.  The  most  popular  lady's 
man  often  flirts  with  ten  women  at  once,  and  wins  the 
favor  of  none;  and  then,  whatever  his  gifts,  his  practice, 
his  knowledge  of  the  world,  a  crisis  may  arise  when  he 
finds  himself,  as  it  were,  jammed  between  two  doors.  For 
my  part,  I  like  the  quiet  and  faithful  intercourse  of  home; 
I  want  the  life  where  a  man  always  finds  a  woman  at  his 
side." 

"Marriage  is  a  little  free  and  easy!"  cried  de  Marsay. 

Paul  was  not  to  be  dashed,  and  went  on : 

"Laugh  if  you  please;  I  shall  be  the  happiest  man  in  the 
world  when  my  servant  comes  to  say,  'Madame  is  waiting 
breakfast' — when,  on  coming  home  in  the  afternoon,  I  may 
find  a  heart — " 

"You  are  still  too  frivolous,  Paul!  You  are  not  moral 
enough  yet  for  married  life!" 

"A  heart  to  which  I  may  confide  my  business  and  tell 
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my  secrets.  I  want  to  live  with  some  being  on  terms  of 
such  intimacy  that  our  affection  may  not  depend  on  a  Yes 
or  No,  or  on  situations  where  the  most  engaging  man  may 
disappoint  passion.  In  short,  I  am  bold  enough  to  become, 
as  you  say,  a  good  husband  and  a  good  father!  I  am  suited 
to  domestic  happiness,  and  prepared  to  submit  to  the  condi- 
tions insisted  on  by  society  to  set  up  a  wife,  a  family — " 

"You  suggest  the  idea  of  a  beehive. — Go  ahead,  then. 
You  will  be  a  dupe  all  your  days.  You  mean  to  marry,  to 
have  a  wife  to  yourself  ?  In  other  words,  you  want  to  solve, 
to  your  own  advantage,  the  most  difficult  social  problem 
presented  in  our  day  by  town  life  as  the  French  Revo- 
lution has  left  it,  so  you  begin  by  isolation!  And  do  you 
suppose  that  your  wife  will  be  content  to  forego  the  life 
you  contemn?  Will  she,  like  you,  be  disgusted  with  it? 
If  you  do  not  want  to  endure  the  conjugal  joys  described 
by  your  sincere  friend  de  Marsay,  listen  to  my  last  advice. 
Remain  unmarried  for  thirteen  years  longer,  and  enjoy 
yourself  to  the  top  of  your  bent;  then,  at  forty,  with  your 
first  fit  of  the  gout,  marry  a  widow  of  six-and-thirty;  thus 
you  may  be  happy.  If  you  take  a  maid  to  wife,  you  will 
die  a  madman!" 

"Indeed!  And  tell  me  why?"  cried  Paul,  somewhat 
nettled. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  replied  de  Marsay,  "Boileau's  Satire 
on  Women  is  no  more  than  a  series  of  commonplace  obser- 
vations in  verse.  Why  should  women  be  faultless?  Why 
deny  them  the  heritage  of  the  most  obvious  possession  of 
human  nature?  In  my  opinion,  the  problem  of  marriage 
no  longer  lies  in  the  form  in  which  that  critic  discerned  it. 
Do  you  really  suppose  that,  to  command  affection  in  mar- 
riage, as  in  love,  it  is  enough  for  a  husband  to  be  a  man  ? 
You  who  haunt  boudoirs,  have  you  none  but  fortunate 
experiences  ? 

"Everything  in  our  bachelor  existence  prepares  a  disas- 
trous mistake  for  the  man  who  marries  without  having  deeply 
studied  the  human  heart.  In  the  golden  days  of  youth,  by 
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a  singular  fact  in  our  manners,  a  man  always  bestows  pleas- 
ure, he  triumphs  over  fascinated  woman,  and  she  submits 
to  his  wishes.  The  obstacles  set  up  by  law  and  feeling, 
and  the  natural  coyness  of  woman,  give  rise  to  a  com- 
mon impulse  on  both  sides,  which  deludes  superficial  men 
as  to  their  future  position  in  the  married  state  where  there 
are  no  obstacles  to  be  overcome,  where  women  endure  rather 
than  allow  a  man's  advances,  and  repel  them  rather  than  in- 
vite them.  The  whole  aspect  of  life  is  altered  for  us.  The 
unmarried  man,  free  from  care  and  always  the  leader,  has 
nothing  to  fear  from  a  defeat.  In  married  life  a  repulse  is 
irreparable.  Though  a  lover  may  make  a  mistress  change 
her  mind  in  his  favor,  such  a  rout,  my  dear  boy,  is  Water- 
loo to  a  husband.  A  husband,  like  Napoleon,  is  bound  to 
gain  the  victory;  however  often  he  may  liave  won,  the  first 
defeat  is  his  overthrow.  The  woman  who  is  flattered  by 
a  lover's  persistency  and  proud  of  his  wrath  calls  them 
brutal  in  a  husband.  The  lover  may  choose  his  ground 
and  do  what  he  will,  the  master  has  no  such  license,  and 
his  battlefield  is  always  the  same. 

"Again,  the  struggle  is  the  other  way  about.  A  wife 
is  naturally  inclined  to  refuse  what  she  ought;  a  mistress 
is  ready  to  give  what  she  ought  not. 

"You  who  wish  to  marry  (and  who  will  do  it),  have  you 
ever  duly  meditated  on  the  Civil  Code?  I  have  never  soiled 
my  feet  in  that  cave  of  commentary,  that  cock-loft  of  gabble 
called  the  Law  Schools ;  I  never  looked  into  the  Code,  but  I 
see  how  it  works  in  the  living  organism  of  the  world.  I  am 
a  lawyer,  as  a  clinical  professor  is  a  doctor.  The  malady  is 
not  in  books,  it  is  in  the  patient. — The  Code,  my  friend, 
provides  women  with  guardians,  treats  them  as  minors,  as 
children.  And  how  do  we  manage  children  ?  By  fear. 
In  that  word,  my  dear  Paul,  you  have  the  bit  for  the 
steed. — Feel  your  pulse,  and  say:  Can  you  disguise  your- 
self as  a  tyrant;  you  who  are  so  gentle,  so  friendly,  so 
trusting;  you  whom  at  first  I  used  to  laugh  at,  and  whom 
I  now  love  well  enough  to  initiate  you  into  my  science. 
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Yes,  this  is  part  of  a  science  to  which  the  Germans  have 
already  given  the  name  of  Anthropology. 

"Ohl  if  I  had  not  solved  life  by  means  of  pleasure,  if  I 
had  not  an  excessive  antipathy  for  men  who  think  instead  of 
acting,  if  I  did  not  despise  the  idiots  who  are  so  stupid  as  to 
believe  that  a  bock  may  live,  when  the  sands  of  African  de- 
serts are  composed  of  the  ashes  of  I  know  not  how  many  un- 
known Londons,  Venices,  Parises,  and  Homes  now  in  dust, 
I  would  write  a  book  on  modern  marriages  and  the  influence 
of  the  Christian  system ;  I  would  erect  a  beacon  on  the  heap 
of  sharp  stones  on  which  the  votaries  lie  who  devote  them- 
selves to  the  social  multiplicamini.  And  yet — is  the  human 
race  worth  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  my  time  ?  Is  not  the  sole 
rational  use  of  pen  and  ink  to  insnare  hearts  by  writing  love- 
letters  ? 

"So  you  will  introduce  us  to  the  Comtesse  de  Manerville?" 

"Perhaps,"  said  Paul. 

"We  shall  still  be  friends,"  said  de  Marsay. 

"Sure?"  replied  Paul. 

"Be  quite  easy;  we  will  be  very  polite  to  you,  as  the 
Maison  Rouge  were  to  the  English  at  Fontenoy." 

Though  this  conversation  shook  him,  the  Comte  de  Ma- 
nerville set  to  work  to  carry  out  his  plans,  and  returned  to 
Bordeaux  for  the  winter  of  1821.  The  cost  at  which  he  re- 
stored and  furnished  his  house  did  credit  to  the  reputation 
for  elegance  that  had  preceded  him.  His  old  connections 
secured  him  an  introduction  to  the  Royalist  circle  of  Bor- 
deaux, to  which,  indeed,  he  belonged,  alike  by  opinion 
name,  and  fortune,  and  he  soon  became  the  leader  of  its 
fashion.  His  knowledge  of  life,  good  manners,  and  Pari- 
sian training  enchanted  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain  of 
Bordeaux.  An  old  marquise  applied  to  him  an  expres- 
sion formerly  current  at  Court  to  designate  the  flower  of 
handsome  youth,  of  the  dandies  of  a  past  day,  whose 
speech  and  style  were  law;  she  called  him  la  fleur  des 
pois — as  who  should  say  Pease-blossom.  The  Liberal 
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faction  took  up  the  nickname,  which  they  used  in  irony, 
and  the  Royalists  as  a  compliment 

Paul  de  Manerville  fulfilled  with  glory  the  requirements 
of  the  name.  He  was  in  the  position  of  many  a  second 
actor;  as  soon  as  the  public  vouchsafes  some  approval, 
they  become  almost  good.  Paul,  quite  at  his  ease,  dis- 
played the  qualities  of  his  defects.  His  banter  was  neither 
harsh  nor  bitter,  his  manners  were  not  haughty;  in  his  con- 
versation with  women,  he  expressed  the  respect  they  value 
without  too  much  deference  or  too  much  familiarity.  His 
dandyism  was  no  more  than  an  engaging  care  for  his  per- 
son; he  was  considerate  of  rank;  he  allowed  a  freedom  to 
younger  men  which  his  Paris  experience  kept  within  due 
limits;  though  a  master  with  the  sword  and  pistol,  he  was 
liked  for  his  feminine  gentleness. 

Then  his  medium  height,  and  a  figure  not  lean  but  not 
yet  rotund — two  obstacles  to  personal  elegance — did  not 
hinder  his  playing  the  part  of  a  Bordelais  Brummel.  A 
fair  skin,  with  a  healthy  color,  fine  hands,  neat  feet,  blue 
eyes  with  good  eyelashes,  black  hair,  an  easy  grace,  and  a 
chest-voice  always  pleasantly  modulated  and  full  of  feel- 
ing— all  combined  to  justify  his  nickname.  Paul  was  in  all 
things  the  delicate  flower  which  needs  careful  culture,  its 
best  qualities  unfolding  only  in  a  moist  and  propitious  soil, 
which  cannot  thrive  under  rough  treatment,  while  a  fierce 
sun  burns  it  and  a  frost  kills  it.  He  was  one  of  those  men 
who  are  made  to  accept  rather  than  give  happiness,  to  whom 
woman  is  a  great  factor  in  life,  who  need  understanding  and 
encouraging,  and  to  whom  a  wife's  love  should  play  the  part 
of  Providence. 

Though  such  a  character  as  this  gives  rise  to  trouble  in 
domestic  life,  it  is  charming  and  attractive  in  society.  Paul 
was  a  success  in  the  narrow  provincial  circle,  where  his 
character,  in  no  respect  strongly  marked,  was  better  appre- 
ciated than  in  Paris. 

The  decoration  of  his  town-house,  and  the  necessary  res- 
toration of  the  chateau  of  Lanstrac,  which  he  fitted  up  with 
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English  comfort  and  luxury,  absorbed  the  capital  his  agent 
had  saved  during  the  past  six  years.  Eeduced,  therefore, 
to  his  exact  income  of  forty  odd  thousand  francs  in  stockSi 
he  thought  it  wise  to  arrange  his  housekeeping  so  as  to 
spend  no  more  than  this.  By  the  time  he  had  duly  dis- 
played his  carriages  and  horses,  and  entertained  the  young 
men  of  position  in  the  town,  he  perceived  that  provincial  life 
necessitated  marriage.  Still  too  young  to  devote  himself  to 
the  avaricious  cares  or  speculative  improvements  in  which 
provincial  folk  ultimately  find  employment,  as  required  by 
the  need  for  providing  for  their  children,  he  ere  long  felt 
the  want  of  the  various  amusements  which  become  the  vital 
habit  of  a  Parisian. 

At  the  same  time,  it  was  not  a  name  to  be  perpetuated, 
an  heir  to  whom  to  transmit  his  possessions,  the  position  to 
be  gained  by  having  a  house  where  the  principal  families  of 
the  neighborhood  might  meet,  nor  weariness  of  illicit  con- 
nections, that  proved  to  be  the  determining  cause.  He  bad 
on  arriving  fallen  in  love  with  the  queen  of  Bordeaux  soci- 
ety, the  much-talked-of  Mademoiselle  Evangelista. 

Early  in  the  century  a  rich  Spaniard  named  Evangelista 
had  settled  at  Bordeaux,  where  good  introductions,  added  to 
a  fine  fortune,  had  won  him  a  footing  in  the  drawing-rooms 
of  the  nobility.  His  wife  had  done  much  to  preserve  him 
in  good  odor  amid  this  aristocracy,  which  would  not,  per- 
haps, have  been  so  ready  to  receive  him  but  that  it  could 
thus  annoy  the  society  next  below  it.  Madame  Evange- 
lista, descended  from  the  illustrious  house  of  Casa  Eeal,  con- 
nected with  the  Spanish  monarchs,  was  a  Creole,  and,  like 
all  women  accustomed  to  be  served  by  slaves,  she  was  a  very 
fine  lady,  knew  nothing  of  the  value  of  money,  and  indulged 
even  her  most  extravagant  fancies,  finding  them  always  sup- 
plied by  a  husband  who  was  in  love  with  her,  and  who  was 
so  generous  as  to  conceal  from  her  all  the  machinery  of 
money-making.  The  Spaniard,  delighted  to  find  that  she 
could  be  happy  at  Bordeaux,  where  his  business  required 
him  to  reside,  bought  a  fine  house,  kept  it  in  good  style, 
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entertained  splendidly,  and  snowed  excellent  taste  in  every 
respect.  So,  from  1800  till  1812,  no  one  was  talked  of  in 
Bordeaux  but  Monsieur  and  Madame  Evangelista. 

The  Spaniard  died  in  1818,  leaving  a  widow  of  two-and- 
thirty  with  an  enormous  fortune  and  the  prettiest  little 
daughter  in  the  world,  at  that  time  eleven  years  old,  prom- 
ising to  become,  as  indeed  she  became,  a  very  accomplished 
person.  Clever  as  Madame  Evangelista  might  be,  the  Res- 
toration altered  her  position ;  the  Royalist  party  sifted  itself, 
and  several  families  left  Bordeaux.  Still,  though  her  hus- 
band's head  and  hand  were  lacking  to  the  management  of 
the  business,  for  which  she  showed  the  inaptitude  of  a 
woman  of  fashion  and  the  indifference  of  the  Creole,  she 
made  no  change  in  her  mode  of  living. 

By  the  time  when  Paul  de  Manerville  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  return  to  his  native  place,  Mademoiselle  Natalie 
Evangelista  was  a  remarkably  beautiful  girl,  and  apparently 
the  richest  match  in  Bordeaux,  where  no  one  knew  of  the 
gradual  diminution  of  her  mother's  wealth;  for,  to  prolong 
her  reign,  Madame  Evangelista  had  spent  vast  sums  of 
money.  Splendid  entertainments  and  almost  royal  display 
had  kept  up  the  public  belief  in  the  wealth  of  the  house. 

Natalie  was  nearly  nineteen,  no  offer  of  marriage  had  aa 
yet  come  to  her  mother's  ear.  Accustomed  to  indulge  all 
her  girlish  fancies,  Mademoiselle  Evangelista  had  Indian 
shawls  and  jewels,  and  lived  amid  such  luxury  as  frightened 
the  speculative,  in  a  land  and  at  a  time  when  the  young  are 
as  calculating  as  their  parents.  The  fatal  verdict,  "Only  a 
prince  could  afford  to  marry  Mademoiselle  Evangelista," 
was  a  watchword  in  every  drawing-room  and  boudoir. 
Mothers  of  families,  dowagers  with  granddaughters  to 
marry,  and  damsels  jealous  of  the  fair  Natalie,  whose  un- 
failing elegance  and  tyrannous  beauty  were  an  annoyance 
to  them,  took  care  to  add  venom  to  this  opinion  by  per- 
fidious insinuations.  When  an  eligible  youth  was  heard 
to  exclaim  with  rapturous  admiration  on  Natalie's  arrival 
at  a  ball — "Good  heavens,  what  a  beautiful  creature!"— 
Vol.  0.  BALZAC— B 
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"Yes,"  the  mammas  would  reply,  "but  very  expensive!" 
If  some  new-comer  spoke  of  Mademoiselle  Evangelista  as 
charming,  and  opined  that  a  man  wanting  a  wife  could  not 
make  a  better  choice — "Who  would  be  bold  enough,"  some 
one  would  ask,  "to  marry  a  girl  to  whom  her  mother  allows 
a  thousand  francs  a  month  for  dress,  who  keeps  horses  and 
a  lady's  maid,  and  wears  lace?  She  has  Mechlin  lace  on 
her  dressing-gowns.  What  she  pays  for  washing  would 
keep  a  clerk  in  comfort.  She  has  morning  capes  that  cost 
six  francs  apiece  to  clean  1" 

Such  speeches  as  these,  constantly  repeated  by  way  of 
eulogium,  extinguished  the  keenest  desire  a  youth  might 
feel  to  wed  Mademoiselle  Evangelista.  The  queen  of  every 
ball,  surfeited  wtih  flattery,  sure  of  smiles  and  admiration 
wherever  she  went,  Natalie  knew  nothing  of  life.  She  lived 
as  birds  fly,  as  flowers  bloom,  finding  every  one  about  her 
ready  to  fulfil  her  least  wish.  She  knew  nothing  of  the 
price  of  things,  nor  of  how  money  is  acquired  or  kept.  She 
very  likely  supposed  that  every  house  was  furnished  with 
cooks  and  coachmen,  maids  and  menservants,  just  as  a  field 
produces  fodder  and  trees  yield  fruit.  To  her  the  beggar, 
the  pauper,  the  fallen  tree,  and  the  barren  field  were  all  the 
same  thing.  Cherished  like  a  hope  by  her  mother,  fatigue 
never  marred  her  pleasure;  she  pranced  through  the  world 
like  a  courser  on  the  Steppe,  a  courser  without  either  bridle 
or  shoes. 

Six  months  after  Paul's  arrival  the  upper  circles  of  the 
town  had  brought  about  a  meeting  between  "Pease -blossom" 
and  the  queen  of  the  ballroom.  The  two  flowers  looked  at 
each  other  with  apparent  coldness,  and  thought  each  other 
charming.  Madame  Evangelista,  as  being  interested  in  this 
not  unforeseen  meeting,  read  Paul's  sentiments  in  his  eyes, 
and  said  to  herself,  "He  will  be  my  son-in-law";  while  Paul 
said  to  himself,  as  he  looked  at  Natalie,  "She  will  be  my 
wife!"  The  wealth  of  the  Evangelistas,  proverbial  in  Bor- 
deaux, remained  in  Paul's  memory  as  a  tradition  of  his  boy- 
hood, the  most  indelible  of  all  such  impressions.  And  so 
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pecuniary  suitability  was  a  foregone  conclusion,  without  all 
the  discussion  and  inquiry,  which  are  as  horrible  to  shy  as 
to  proud  natures. 

When  some  persons  tried  to  express  to  Paul  the  praise 
which  it  was  impossible  to  refuse  to  Natalie's  manner  and 
beauty  and  wit,  always  ending  with  some  of  the  bitterly 
mercenary  reflections  as  to  the  future  to  which  the  expensive 
style  of  the  household  naturally  gave  rise,  Pease-blossom 
replied  with  the  disdain  that  such  provincialism  deserves. 
And  this  way  of  treating  the  matter,  which  soon  became 
known,  silenced  these  remarks;  for  it  was  Paul  who  set  the 
ton  in  ideas  and  speech  as  much  as  in  manners  and  appear- 
ance. He  had  imported  the  French  development  of  the 
British  stamp  and  its  ice-bound  barriers,  its  Byronic  irony, 
discontent  with  life,  contempt  for  sacred  bonds,  English 
plate  and  English  wit,  the  scorn  of  old  provincial  customs 
and  old  property;  cigars,  patent  leather,  the  pony,  lemon-, 
colored  gloves,  and  the  canter.  So  that  befell  Paul  which 
had  happened  to  no  one  before — no  old  dowager  or  young 
maid  tried  to  discourage  him. 

Madame  Evangelista  began  by  inviting  him  to  several 
grand  dinners.  Could  Pease-blossom  remain  absent  from 
the  entertainments  to  which  the  most  fashionable  young 
men  of  the  town  were  bidden  ?  In  spite  of  Paul's  affected 
coldness,  which  did  not  deceive  either  the  mother  or  the 
daughter,  he  found  himself  taking  the  first  steps  on  the 
road  to  marriage.  When  Manervillo  passed  in  his  tilbury, 
or  riding  a  good  horse,  other  young  men  would  stop  to 
watch  him,  and  he  could  hear  their  comments:  "There  is  a 
lucky  fellow;  he  is  rich,  he  is  handsome,  and  they  say  he 
is  to  marry  Mademoiselle  Evangelista.  There  are  some 
people  for  whom  the  world  seems  to  have  been  made!" 
If  he  happened  to  meet  Madame  Evangelista's  carriage,  he 
was  proud  of  the  peculiar  graciousness  with  which  the 
mother  and  daughter  bowed  to  him. 

Even  if  Paul  had  not  been  in  love  with  Mademoiselle 
Natalie,  the  world  would  have  married  them  whether  or  no. 
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The  world,  which  is  the  cause  of  no  good  thing,  is  impli- 
cated in  many  disasters;  then,  when  it  sees  the  evil  hatch- 
ing out  that  it  has  so  maternally  brooded,  it  denies  it  and 
avenges  it.  The  upper  society  of  Bordeaux,  supposing  Mad- 
emoiselle Evangelista  to  have  a  fortune  of  a  million  francs, 
handed  her  over  to  Paul  without  awaiting  the  consent  of  the 
parties  concerned — as  it  often  does.  Their  fortunes,  like 
themselves,  were  admirably  matched.  Paul  was  accustomed 
to  the  luxury  and  elegance  in  which  Natalie  lived.  He  had 
arranged  and  decorated  his  house  as  no  one  else  could  have 
arranged  a  home  for  Natalie.  None  but  a  man  accustomed 
to  the  expenses  of  Paris  life  and  the  caprices  of  Paris  women 
could  escape  the  pecuniary  difficulties  which  might  result 
from  marrying  a  girl  who  was  already  quite  as  much  a  Cre- 
ole and  a  fine  lady  as  her  mother.  Where  a  Bordelais  in 
love  with  Mademoiselle  Evangelista  would  be  ruined,  the 
Comte  de  Manerville,  said  the  world,  would  steer  clear 
of  disaster. 

So  the  affair  was  settled;  the  magnates  of  the  tiptop 
royalist  circle,  when  the  marriage  was  mentioned  in  their 
presence,  made  such  civil  speeches  to  Paul  as  flattered  his 
vanity. 

"Every  one  says  you  are  to  marry  Mademoiselle  Evan- 
gelista. You  will  do  well  to  marry  her;  you  will  not  find 
BO  handsome  a  wife  anywhere,  not  even  in  Paris;  she  is 
elegant,  pleasing,  and  allied  through  her  mother  with  the 
Casa-Eeals.  You  will  be  the  most  charming  couple;  you 
have  the  same  tastes,  the  same  views  of  life,  and  will  keep 
the  most  agreeable  house  in  Bordeaux.  Your  wife  will 
only  have  to  pack  up  her  clothes  and  move  in.  In  a  case 
like  yours  a  house  ready  to  live  in  is  as  good  as  a  settle- 
ment. And  you  are  lucky  to  meet  with  a  mother-in-law 
like  Madame  Evangelista.  She  is  a  clever  woman,  very 
attractive,  and  will  be  an  important  aid  to  you  in  the  polit- 
ical career  you  ought  now  to  aspire  to.  And  she  has  sacri- 
ficed everything  for  her  daughter,  whom  she  worships, 
and  Natalie  will  no  doubt  be  a  good  wife,  for  she  is  lov- 
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ing  to  her  mother. — And  then,  everything  must  have  an 
end-" 

"That  is  all  very  fine,"  was  Paul's  reply;  for,  in  love 
though  he  was,  he  wished  to  be  free  to  choose,  "but  it  must 
have  a  happy  end." 

Paul  soon  became  a  frequent  visitor  to  Madame  Evange- 
lista,  led  there  by  the  need  to  find  employment  for  his  idle 
hours,  which  he,  more  than  other  men,  found  it  difficult  to 
fill.  There  only  in  the  town  did  he  find  the  magnificence 
ami  luxury  to  which  he  had  accustomed  himself. 

Madame  Evangelista,  at  the  age  of  forty,  was  handsome 
still,  with  the  beauty  of  a  grand  sunset,  which  in  summer 
crowns  the  close  of  a  cloudless  day.  Her  blameless  repu- 
tation was  an  endless  subject  of  discussion  in  the  "sets"  of 
Bordeaux  society,  and  the  curiosity  of  women  was  all  the 
more  alert,  because  the  widow's  appearance  suggested  the 
sort  of  temperament  which  makes  Spanish  and  Creole  women 
notorious.  She  had  black  eyes  and  hair,  the  foot  and  figure 
of  a  Spaniard — the  slender  serpentine  figure  for  which  the 
Spaniards  have  a  name.  Her  face,  still  beautiful,  had  the 
fascinating  Creole  complexion,  which  can  only  be  described 
by  comparing  it  with  white  muslin  over  warm  blood-color, 
so  equably  tinted  is  its  fairness.  Her  form  was  round, 
and  attractive  for  the  grace  which  combines  the  ease  of 
indolence  with  vivacity,  strength  with  extreme  freedom. 
She  was  attractive,  but  imposing;  she  fascinated,  but  made 
no  promises.  Being  tall,  she  could  at  will  assume  the  port 
and  dignity  of  a  queen. 

Men  were  insnared  by  her  conversation,  as  birds  are  by 
bird-lime,  for  she  had  by  nature  the  spirit  which  necessity 
bestows  on  intriguers;  she  would  go  on  from  concession  to 
concession,  arming  herself  with  what  she  gained  to  ask  for 
something  more,  but  always  able  to  withdraw  a  thousand 
yards  at  a  bound  if  she  were  asked  for  anything  in  return. 
She  was  ignorant  of  facts,  but  she  had  known  the  Courts  of 
Spain  and  of  Naples,  the  most  famous  persons  of  the  two 
Americas,  and  various  illustrious  families  of  England  and 
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of  the  Continent,  which  gave  her  an  amount  of  information 
superficially  so  wide  that  it  seemed  immense.  She  enter- 
tained with  the  taste  and  dignit}7'  that  cannot  be  learned, 
though  to  certain  refined  minds  they  become  a  second 
nature,  assimilating  the  best  of  everything  wherever  they 
find  it.  Though  her  reputation  for  virtue  remained  unex- 
plained, it  served  the  purpose  of  giving  weight  to  her 
actions,  speech,  and  character. 

The  mother  and  daughter  were  truly  friends,  apart  from 
filial  and  maternal  feeling.  They  suited  each  other,  and 
their  perpetual  contact  had  never  resulted  in  a  jar.  Thus 
many  persons  accounted  for  Madame  Bvangelista's  self-sacri^ 
fice  by  her  love  for  her  daughter.  However,  though  Natalie 
may  have  consoled  her  mother  for  her  unalleviated  widow- 
hood, she  was  not  perhaps  its  only  motive.  Madame  Evan- 
gelista  was  said  to  have  fallen  in  love  with  a  man  whom  the 
second  Restoration  had  reinstated  in  his  title  and  peerage. 
This  man,  who  would  willingly  have  married  her  in  1814, 
had  very  decently  thrown  her  over  in  1816. 

Now  Madame  Evangelista,  apparently  the  best-hearted 
creature  living,  had  in  her  nature  one  terrible  quality  which 
can  be  best  expressed  in  Catherine  de'  Medici's  motto,  Odiate 
e  aspettate — Hate  and  wait.  Used  always  to  be  first,  always 
to  be  obeyed,  she  resembled  royal  personages  in  being  ami- 
able, gentle,  perfectly  sweet  and  easy-going  in  daily  life ;  but 
terrible,  implacable,  when  offended  in  her  pride  as  a  woman, 
a  Spaniard,  and  a  Casa-Real.  She  never  forgave.  This 
woman  believed  in  the  power  of  her  own  hatred ;  she  re- 
garded it  as  an  evil  spell  which  hung  over  her  enemies. 
This  fateful  influence  she  had  cast  over  the  man  who  had 
been  false  to  her.  Events  which  seemed  to  prove  the  effi- 
cacy of  her  jettatura  confirmed  her  in  her  superstitious  be- 
lief in  it.  Though  he  was  a  Minister  and  a  member  of  the 
Upper  Chamber  ruin  stole  upon  him,  and  he  was  utterly 
undone.  His  estate,  his  political  and  personal  position — all 
was  lost.  One  day  Madame  Evangelista  was  able  to  drive 
past  him  in  her  handsome  carriage  while  he  stood  in  the 
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Champs  Elyse'es,  and  to  blight  him  with  a  look  sparkling 
with  the  fires  of  triumph. 

This  misadventure,  occupying  her  mind  for  two  years, 
had  hindered  her  marrying  again ;  and  afterward  her  pride 
constantly  suggested  comparisons  between  those  who  offered 
themselves  and  the  husband  who  liad  loved  her  so  truly  and 
generously.  And  thus,  from  disappointment  to  hesitancy, 
from  hope  to  disenchantment,  she  had  come  to  an  age  when 
women  have  no  part  to  fill  in  life  but  that  of  a  mother,  devot- 
ing themselves  to  their  daughters,  and  transferring  all  their 
interests  from  themselves  to  the  members  of  another  house- 
hold, the  last  investment  of  human  affection. 

Madame  Evangelista  quickly  read  Paul's  character  and 
concealed  her  own.  He  was  the  very  man  she  hoped  for  as 
a  son-in-law,  as  the  responsible  editor  of  her  influence  and 
authority.  He  was  related  through  his  mother  to  the  Mau- 
lincours;  and  the  old  Baronne  de  Maulincour,  the  friend  of 
the  "Vidame  de  Pamiers,  lived  in  the  heart  of  the  Faubourg 
Saint-Germain.  The  grandson  of  the  Baronne,  Auguste  de 
Maulincour,  had  a  brilliant  position  in  society.  Thus  Paul 
would  advantageously  introduce  the  Evangelistas  to  the 
World  of  Paris.  The  widow  had  at  rare  intervals  visited 
Paris  under  the  Empire;  she  longed  to  shine  in  Paris  under 
the  Restoration.  There  only  were  the  elements  to  be  found 
of  political  success,  the  only  form  of  fortune-making  in  which 
a  woman  of  fashion  can  allow  herself  to  co-operate. 

Madame  Evangelista,  obliged  by  her  husband's  business 
to  live  in  Bordeaux,  had  never  liked  it;  she  had  a  house 
there,  and  every  one  knows  how  many  obligations  fetter 
a  woman's  life  under  such  circumstances;  but  she  was  tired 
of  Bordeaux,  she  had  exhausted  its  resources.  She  wished 
for  a  wider  stage,  as  gamblers  go  where  the  play  is  highest. 
So,  for  her  own  benefit,  she  dreamed  of  high  destinies  for 
Paul.  She  intended  to  use  her  own  cleverness  and  knowl- 
edge of  life  for  her  son-in-law's  advancement,  so  as  to  enjoy 
the  pleasures  of  power  in  his  name.  Many  men  are  thus  the 
screen  of  covert  feminine  ambitions.  And,  indeed,  Madame 
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Evangelista  had  more  than  one  motive  for  wishing  to  govern 
her  daughter's  husband. 

Paul  was,  of  course,  captivated  by  the  lady,  all  the  more 
certainly  because  she  seemed  not  to  wish  to  influence  him  in 
any  way.  She  used  her  ascendency  to  magnify  herself, 
to  magnify  her  daughter,  and  to  give  enhanced  value  to 
everything  about  her,  so  as  to  have  the  upper  hand  from 
the  first  -vith  the  man  in  whom  she  saw  the  means  of  con- 
tinuing her  aristocratic  connection. 

And  Paul  valued  himself  the  more  highly  for  this  appre- 
ciation of  the  mother  and  daughter.  He  fancied  himself 
wittier  than  he  was,  when  he  found  that  his  remarks  and  his 
slightest  jests  were  responded  to  by  Mademoiselle  Evange- 
lista, who  smiled  or  looked  up  intelligently,  and  by  her 
mother,  whose  flattery  always  seemed  to  be  involuntary. 
The  two  women  were  so  frankly  kind,  he  felt  so  sure  of 
pleasing  them,  they  drove  him  so  cleverly  by  the  guiding 
thread  of  his  conceit,  that,  before  long,  he  spent  most  of 
his  time  at  their  house. 

Within  a  year  of  his  arrival  Count  Paul,  without  having 
declared  his  intentions,  was  so  attentive  to  Natalie  that  he 
was  universally  understood  to  be  courting  her.  Neither 
mother  nor  daughter  seemed  to  think  of  marriage.  Madem- 
oiselle Evangelista  did  not  depart  from  the  reserve  of  a  fine 
lady  who  knows  how  to  be  charming  and  converse  agreeably 
without  allowing  the  slightest  advance  toward  intimacy. 
This  self-respect,  rare  among  provincial  folk,  attracted  Paul 
greatly.  Shy  men  are  often  touchy,  unexpected  suggestions 
alarm  them.  They  flee  even  from  happiness  if  it  comes  with 
much  display,  and  are  ready  to  accept  unhappiness  if  it  comes 
in  a  modest  form,  surrounded  by  gentle  shades.  Hence  Paul, 
seeing  that  Madame  Evangelista  made  no  effort  to  entrap 
him,  insnared  himself.  The  Spanish  lady  captivated  him 
finally  one  evening  by  saying  that  at  a  certain  age  a  superior 
woman,  like  a  man,  found  that  ambition  took  the  place  of 
the  feelings  of  earlier  years. 

"That  woman,"  thought  Paul,  as  he  went  away,  "would 
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be  capable  of  getting  me  some  good  embassy  before  I  could 
even  be  elected  deputy." 

The  man  who,  under  any  circumstances,  fails  to  look  at 
everything  or  at  every  idea  from  all  sides,  to  examine  them 
under  all  aspects,  is  inefficient  and  weak,  and  consequently 
in  danger.  Paul  at  this  moment  was  an  optimist;  he  saw 
advantages  in  every  contingency,  and  never  remembered 
that  an  ambitious  mother-in-law  may  become  a  tyrant.  So 
every  evening  as  he  went  home  he  pictured  himself  as  mar- 
ried, he  bewitched  himself,  and  unconsciously  shod  himself 
with  the  slippers  of  matrimony.  He  had  enjoyed  his  liberty 
too  long  to  regret  it;  he  was  tired  of  single  life,  which  could 
show  him  nothing  new,  and  of  which  he  now  saw  only  the 
discomforts;  whereas,  though  the  difficulties  of  marriage 
sometimes  occurred  to  him,  he  far  more  often  contemplated 
its  pleasures ;  the  prospect  was  new  to  him. 

"Married  life,"  said  he  to  himself,  "is  hard  only  on  the 
poorer  classes.  Half  its  troubles  vanish  before  wealth." 

So  every  day  some  hopeful  suggestion  added  to  the  list 
of  advantages  which  he  saw  in  this  union. 

"However  high  I  may  rise  in  life,  Natalie  will  always  be 
equal  to  her  position,"  he  would  say  to  himself,  "and  that 
is  no  small  merit  in  a  wife.  How  many  men  of  the  Empire 
have  I  seen  suffering  torment  from  their  wives !  Is  it  not  an 
important  element  of  happiness  never  to  feel  one's  pride 
or  vanity  rubbed  the  wrong  way  by  the  companion  one  has 
chosen  ?  A  man  can  never  be  utterly  wretched  with  a  well- 
bred  woman;  she  never  makes  him  contemptible,  and  she 
may  be  of  use.  Natalie  will  be  a  perfect  mistress  of  a 
drawing-room." 

Then  he  fell  back  on  his  recollections  of  the  most  distin 
guished  women  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain,  to  convince 
himself  that  Natalie  could  at  least  meet  them  on  a  footing 
of  perfect  equality,  if  not  eclipse  them.  Every  comparison 
was  to  Natalie's  advantage.  The  terms  of  the  comparisons 
indeed,  derived  from  his  imagination,  yielded  to  his  wishes. 
In  Paris  some  new  figure  would  each  day  have  crossed  his 
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path,  girls  of  different  styles  of  beauty,  and  the  variety  of 
such  impressions  would  have  given  balance  to  his  mind;  but 
at  Bordeaux  Natalie  had  no  rival,  she  was  the  single  flower, 
and  had  blossomed  very  cleverly  at  the  juncture  when  Paul 
was  under  the  tyranny  of  an  idea  to  which  most  men  fall 
victims.  These  conditions  of  propinquity,  added  to  the 
reasoning  of  his  vanity  and  a  genuine  affection,  which  could 
find  no  issue  but  in  marriage,  led  Paul  on  to  an  increasing 
passion,  of  -which  he  was  wise  enough  to  keep  the  secret  to 
himself,  construing  it  as  a  wish  simply  to  get  married. 

He  even  endeavored  to  study  Mademoiselle  Evangelista 
in  a  way  that  would  not  compromise  his  ultimate  decision  in 
his  own  eyes,  for  his  friend  de  Marsay's  terrible  speech  rang 
in  his  ears  now  and  again.  But,  in  the  first  place,  those  who 
are  accustomed  to  luxury  have  a  tone  of  simplicity  that  is 
very  deceptive.  They  scorn  it,  they  use  it  habitually,  it 
is  the  means  and  not  the  object  of  their  lives.  Paul,  as 
he  saw  that  these  ladies'  lives  were  so  similar  to  his  own, 
never  for  an  instant  imagined  that  they  concealed  any  con- 
ceivable source  of  ruin.  And  then,  though  there  are  a  few 
general  rules  for  mitigating  the  worries  of  married  life,  there 
are  none  to  enable  us  to  guess  or  foresee  them. 

When  troubles  arise  between  two  beings  who  have  under- 
taken to  make  life  happy  and  easy  each  for  the  other,  they 
are  based  on  the  friction  produced  by  an  incessant  intimacy 
which  does  not  arise  between  two  persons  before  marriage, 
and  never  can  arise  till  the  laws  and  habits  of  French  life 
are  changed.  Two  beings  on  the  eve  of  joining  their  lives 
always  deceive  each  other;  but  the  deception  is  innocent  and 
involuntary.  Each,  of  course,  stands  in  the  best  light;  they 
are  rivals  as  to  which  makes  the  most  promising  show,  and 
at  that  time  form  a  favorable  idea  of  themselves  which  they 
cannot  afterward  come  up  to.  Real  life,  like  a  changeable 
day,  consists  more  often  of  the  gray,  dull  hours  when  Nature 
is  overcast  than  of  the  brilliant  intervals  when  the  sun  gives 
glory  and  joy  to  the  fields.  Young  people  look  only  at  the 
fine  days.  Subsequently  they  ascribe  the  inevitable  troubles 
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of  life  to  matrimony,  for  there  is  in  man  a  tendency  to  seek 
the  cause  of  his  griefs  in  things  or  persons  immediately  at 
hand. 

To  discover  in  Mademoiselle  Evangelista's  demeanor  or 
countenance,  in  her  words  or  her  gestures,  any  indication 
that  might  reveal  the  quota  of  imperfection  inherent  in  her 
character,  Paul  would  have  needed  not  merely  the  science 
of  Lavater  and  of  Gall,  but  another  kind  of  knowledge  for 
which  no  code  of  formulas  exists,  the  personal  intuition  of 
the  observer,  which  requires  almost  universal  knowledge. 
Like  all  girls,  Natalie's  countenance  was  impenetrable.  The 
deep,  serene  peace  given  by  sculptors  to  the  virgin  heads 
intended  to  personify  Justice,  Innocence,  all  the  divinities 
who  dwell  above  earthly  agitations — this  perfect  calm  is  the 
greatest  charm  of  a  girlish  face,  it  is  the  sign- manual  of  her 
purity;  nothing  has  stirred  her,  no  repressed  passion,  no 
betrayed  affection  has  cast  a  shade  on  the  placidity  of  her 
features;  and  if  it  is  assumed,  the  girl  has  ceased  to  exist. 
Living  always  inseparable  from  her  mother,  Natalie,  like 
every  Spanish  woman,  had  had  none  but  religious  teaching, 
and  some  few  lessons  of  a  mother  to  her  daughter  which 
might  be  useful  for  her  part  in  life.  Hence  her  calm  expres- 
sion was  natural ;  but  it  was  a  veil,  in  which  the  woman  was 
shrouded  as  a  butterfly  is  in  the  chrysalis. 

At  the  same  time,  a  man  skilled  in  the  use  of  the  scalpel 
of  analysis  might  have  discerned  in  Natalie  some  revelation 
of  the  difficulties  her  character  might  present  in  the  conflict 
of  married  or  social  life.  Her  really  wonderful  beauty  was 
marked  by  excessive  regularity  of  features,  in  perfect  har- 
mony with  the  proportions  of  her  head  and  figure.  Such 
perfection  does  not  promise  well  for  the  intellect,  and  there 
are  few  exceptions  to  this  rule.  Superior  qualities  show  in 
some  slight  imperfections  of  form  which  become  exquisitely 
attractive,  points  of  light  where  antagonistic  feelings  sparkle 
and  rivet  the  eye.  Perfect  harmony  indicates  the  coldness 
of  a  compound  nature. 

Natalie  had  a  round  figure,  a  sign  of  strength,  but  also 
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an  infallible  evidence  of  self-will  often  reaching  the  pitch  of 
obstinacy  in  women  whose  mind  is  neither  keen  nor  broad. 
Her  hands,  like  those  of  a  Greek  statue,  confirmed  the  fore- 
cast of  her  face  and  form  by  showing  a  love  of  unreasoning 
dominion — Will  for  will's  sake.  Her  brows  met  in  the  mid- 
dle, which,  according  to  observers,  indicates  a  disposition 
to  jealousy.  The  jealousy  of  noble  souls  becomes  emulation 
and  leads  to  great  things ;  that  of  mean  minds  turns  to  hatred. 
Her  mother's  motto,  Odiate  e  aspettate,  was  hers  in  all  its 
strength.  Her  eyes  looked  black,  but  were  in  fact  dark 
hazel-brown,  and  contrasted  with  her  hair  of  that  russet  hue 
so  highly  prized  by  the  .Romans,  and  known  in  English  as 
auburn,  the  usual  color  of  the  hair  in  the  children  of  two 
black-haired  parents  like  Monsieur  and  Madame  Evangelista. 
Her  delicately  white  skin  added  infinitely  to  the  charm  of 
this  contrast  of  colors  in  her  hair  and  eyes,  but  this  refine- 
ment was  purely  superficial ;  for  whenever  the  lines  of  a  face 
have  not  a  peculiar  soft  roundness,  whatever  the  refinement 
and  delicacy  of  the  details,  do  not  look  for  any  especial 
charms  of  mind.  These  flowers  of  delusive  youth  presently 
fade,  and  you  are  surprised  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  years  to 
detect  hardness,  sternness,  where  you  once  admired  the 
elegance  of  lofty  qualities. 

There  was  something  august  in  Natalie's  features;  still, 
her  chin  was  rather  heavy — a  painter  would  have  said  thick 
in  impasto,  an  expression  descriptive  of  a  type  that  shows 
pre-existing  sentiments  of  which  the  violence  does  not  de- 
clare itself  till  middle  life.  Her  mouth,  a  little  sunk  in  her 
face,  showed  the  arrogance  no  less  expressed  in  her  hand, 
her  chin,  her  eyebrows,  and  her  stately  shape.  Finally,  a 
last  sign  which  alone  might  have  warned  the  judgment  of 
a  connoisseur,  Natalie's  pure  and  fascinating  voice  had  a 
metallic  ring.  However  gently  the  brazen  instrument  was 
handled,  however  tenderly  the  vibrations  were  sent  through 
the  curves  of  the  horn,  that  voice  proclaimed  a  nature  like 
that  of  the  Duke  of  Alva,  from  whom  the  Casa-Reals  were 
collaterally  descended.  All  these  indications  pointed  to 
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passions,  violent  but  not  tender,  to  sudden  infatuations, 
irreconcilable  hatred,  a  certain  wit  without  intellect,  and 
the  craving  to  rule,  inherent  in  persons  who  feel  them- 
selves below  their  pretensions. 

These  faults,  the  outcome  of  race  and  constitution,  some- 
times compensated  for  by  the  impulsions  of  generous  blood, 
were  hidden  in  Natalie  as  ore  is  hidden  in  the  mine,  and 
would  only  be  brought  to  the  surface  by  the  rough  treat- 
ment and  shocks  to  which  character  is  subjected  in  the 
world.  At  present  the  sweetness  and  freshness  of  youth, 
the  elegance  of  her  manners,  her  saintly  ignorance,  and  the 
grace  of  girlhood,  tinged  her  features  with  the  delicate  veneer 
that  always  must  deceive  superficial  observers.  Then  her 
mother  had  given  her  the  habit  of  agreeable  talk  which 
lends  a  tone  of  superiority,  replies  to  argument  by  banter, 
and  has  a  fascinating  flow  under  which  a  woman  hides  the 
tufa  of  a  shallow  mind,  as  nature  hides  a  barren  soil  under 
a  luxuriant  growth  of  ephemeral  plants.  And  Natalie  had 
the  charm  of  spoiled  children  who  have  known  no  griefs; 
her  frankness  was  seductive,  she  had  not  the  prim  manners 
which  mothers  impress  on  their  daughters  by  laying  down 
a  code  of  absurd  reserve  and  speech  when  they  wish  to  get 
them  married.  She  was  sincere  and  gay,  as  a  girl  is,  who, 
knowing  nothing  of  marriage,  expects  happiness  only,  fore- 
sees no  disaster,  and  believes  that  as  a  wife  she  will  acquire 
the  right  of  always  having  her  own  way. 

How  should  Paul,  who  loved  as  a  man  does  when  love  is 
seconded  by  desire,  foresee  in  a  girl  of  this  temper,  whose 
beauty  dazzled  him,  the  woman  as  she  would  be  at  thirty, 
when  shrewder  observers  might  have  been  deceived  by  ap- 
pearances? If  happiness  were  difficult  to  find  in  married 
life,  with  this  girl  it  would  not  be  impossible.  Some  fine 
qualities  shone  through  her  defects.  In  the  hand  of  a  skil- 
ful master  any  good  quality  may  be  made  to  stifle  faults, 
especially  in  a  girl  who  can  love. 

But  to  make  so  stern  a  metal  ductile,  the  iron  fist  of 
which  de  Marsay  had  spoken  was  needed.  The  Paris 
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dandy  was  right.  Fear,  inspired  by  love,  is  an  infallible 
tool  for  dealing  with  a  woman's  spirit.  Those  who  fear, 
love;  and  fear  is  more  nearly  akin  to  love  than  to  hatred. 
— "Would  Paul  have  the  coolness,  the  judgment,  the  firmness 
needed  in  the  contest  of  which  no  wife  should  be  allowed  to 
have  a  suspicion?  And  again,  did  Natalie  love  Paul? 

Natalie,  like  most  girls,  mistook  for  love  the  first  im- 
pulses of  instinct  and  liking  that  Paul's  appearance  stirred 
in  her,  knowing  nothing  of  the  meaning  of  marriage  or  of 
housewifery.  To  her  the  Comte  de  Manerville,  who  had 
seen  diplomatic  service  at  every  court  in  Europe,  one  of 
the  most  fashionable  men  of  Paris,  could  not  be  an  ordi- 
nary man  devoid  of  moral  strength,  with  a  mixture  of 
bravery  and  shyness,  energetic  perhaps  in  adversity,  but 
defenceless  against  the  foes  that  poison  happiness.  Would 
she  develop  tact  enough  to  discern  Paul's  good  qualities 
among  his  superficial  defects?  Would  she  not  magnify 
these  and  forget  those,  after  the  manner  of  young  wives 
who  know  nothing  of  life  ? 

At  a  certain  age  a  woman  will  overlook  vice  in  the  man 
who  spares  her  petty  annoyances,  while  she  regards  such 
annoyances  as  misfortunes.  What  conciliatory  influence 
and  what  experience  would  cement  and  enlighten  this 
young  couple?  Would  not  Paul  and  his  wife  imagine 
that  love  was  all  in  all,  when  they  were  only  at  the  stage 
of  affectionate  grimacing  in  which  young  wives  indulge  at 
the  beginning  of  their  life,  and  of  the  compliments  a  hus- 
band pays  on  their  return  from  a  ball  while  he  still  has  the 
courtesy  of  admiration  ? 

In  such  a  situation  would  not  Paul  succumb  to  his  wife's 
tyranny  instead  of  asserting  his  authority  ?  Would  he  be 
able  to  say  "No"?  All  was  danger  for  a  weak  man  in 
circumstances  where  a  strong  one  might  perhaps  have  run 
some  risk. 

The  subject  of  this  study  is  not  the  transition  of  an  un- 
married to  a  married  man — a  picture  which,  broadly  treated, 
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would  not  lack  the  interest  which  the  inmost  storm  of  our  feel- 
ings must  lend  to  the  commonest  facts  of  life.  The  events  and 
ideas  which  culminated  in  Paul's  marriage  to  Mademoiselle 
Evangelista  are  an  introduction  to  the  work,  and  only  in- 
tended as  a  study  to  the  great  comedy  which  is  the  pro- 
logue to  every  married  life.  Hitherto  this  passage  has 
been  neglected  by  dramatic  writers,  though  it  offers  fresh 
resources  to  their  wit. 

This  prologue,  which  decided  Paul's  future  life,  and  to 
which  Madame  Evangelista  looked  forward  with  terror,  was 
the  discussion  to  which  the  marriage  settlements  give  rise  in 
every  family,  whether  of  the  nobility  or  of  the  middle  class; 
for  human  passions  are  quite  as  strongly  agitated  by  small 
interests  as  by  great  ones.  These  dramas,  played  out  in  the 
presence  of  the  notary,  are  all  more  or  less  like  this  one,  and 
its  real  interest  will  be  less  in  these  pages  than  in  the  mem- 
ory of  most  married  people. 

Early  in  the  winter  of  1822  Paul  de  Manerville,  through 
the  intervention  of  his  grandaunt,  Madame  la  Baronne  de 
Maulincour,  asked  the  hand  of  Mademoiselle  Evangelista. 
Though  the  Baroness  usually  spent  no  more  than  two 
months  in  Me"doc,  she  remained  on  this  occasion  till  the 
end  of  October,  to  be  of  use  to  her  grandnephew  in  this 
matter,  and  play  the  part  of  a  mother.  After  laying  the 
overtures  before  Madame  Evangelista,  the  experienced  old 
lady  came  to  report  to  Paul  on  the  results  of  this  step. 

"My  boy,"  said  she,  "I  have  settled  the  matter.  In 
discussing  money  matters  I  discovered  that  Madame  Evan- 
gelista gives  her  daugther  nothing.  Mademoiselle  Natalie 
marries  with  but  her  barest  rights. — Marry,  my  dear;  men 
who  have  a  name  and  estates  to  transmit  must  sooner  or 
later  end  by  marriage.  I  should  like  to  see  my  dear  Au- 
guste  do  the  same. 

"You  can  get  married  without  me,  I  have  nothing  to 
bestow  on  you  but  my  blessing,  and  old  women  of  my  age 
have  no  business  at  weddings.  I  shall  return  to  Paris  to- 
morrow. When  you  introduce  your  wife  to  society,  I  shall 
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see  her  much  more  comfortably  than  I  can  here. — If  you  had 
not  your  house  in  Paris,  you  would  have  found  a  home  with 
me.  I  should  have  been  delighted  to  arrange  my  second- 
floor  rooms  to  suit  you." 

"Dear  aunt,"  said  Paul,  "thank  you  very  warmly.  .  .  . 
But  what  do  you  mean  by  saying  her  mother  gives  her  noth- 
ing, and  that  she  marries  only  with  her  bare  rights?" 

"Her  mother,  my  dear  boy,  is  a  very  knowing  hand,  who 
is  taking  advantage  of  the  girl's  beauty  to  make  terms  and 
give  you  no  more  than  what  she  cannot  keep  back — the 
father's  fortune.  We  old  folks,  you  know,  think  a  great 
deal  of  'How  much  has  he?  How  much  has  she?'  I  ad- 
vise you  to  give  strict  instructions  to  your  notary.  The 
marriage  contract,  my  child,  is  a  sacred  duty.  If  your 
father  and  mother  had  not  made  their  bed  well,  you  might 
now  be  without  sheets. — You  will  have  children — they  are 
the  usual  result  of  marriage — so  you  are  bound  to  think  of 
this.  Call  in  Mattre  Mathias,  our  old  notary." 

Madame  de  Maulincour  left  Paul  plunged  in  perplexity. 
— His  mother-in-law  was  a  knowing  hand!  He  must  discuss 
and  defend  his  interests  in  the  marriage  contract! — Who,  then, 
proposed  to  attack  them  ?  So  he  took  his  aunt's  advice  and 
intrusted  the  matter  of  settlements  to  Maitre  Mathias. 

Still,  he  could  not  help  thinking  of  the  anticipated  dis- 
cussion. And  it  was  not  without  much  trepidation  that  he 
went  to  see  Madame  Evangelista  with  a  view  to  announcing 
his  intentions.  Like  all  timid  people,  he  was  afraid  lest  he 
should  betray  the  distrust  suggested  by  his  aunt,  which 
he  thought  nothing  less  than  insulting.  To  avoid  the 
slightest  friction  with  so  imposing  a  personage  as  his  fu- 
ture mother-in-law  seemed  to  him,  he  fell  back  on  the 
circumlocutions  natural  to  those  who  dare  not  face  a 
difficulty. 

"Madame,  you  know  what  an  old  family  notary  is  like," 
said  he,  when  Natalie  was  absent  for  a  minute.  "Mine  is  a 
worthy  old  man,  who  would  be  deeply  aggrieved  if  I  did  not 
place  my  marriage  contract  in  his  hands — " 
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"But,  ray  dear  fellow,"  said  Madame  Evangelista,  in- 
terrupting him,  "are  not  marriage  contracts  always  settled 
through  the  notaries  on  each  side?" 

During  the  interval  while  Paul  sat  pondering,  not  daring 
to  open  the  matter,  Madame  Evangelista  had  been  wonder- 
ing, "What  is  he  thinking  about?"  for  women  have  a  great 
power  of  reading  thought  from  the  play  of  feature.  And  she 
could  guess  at  the  great-aunt's  hints  from  the  embarrassed 
gaze  and  agitated  tone  which  betrayed  Paul's  mental  dis- 
turbance. 

"At  last,"  thought  she,  "the  decisive  moment  has  come; 
the  crisis  is  at  hand ;  what  will  be  the  end  of  it  ? — My  no- 
tary," she  went  on,  after  a  pause,  "is  Maitre  Solonet,  and 
yours  is  Maitre  Mathias;  I  will  ask  them  both  to  dinner 
to-morrow,  and  they  can  settle  the  matter  between  them. 
Is  it  not  their  business  to  conciliate  our  interests  without 
our  meddling,  as  it  is  that  of  the  cook  to  feed  us  well?" 

"Why,  of  course,"  said  he,  with  a  little  sigh  of  relief. 

By  a  strange  inversion  of  parts,  Paul,  who  was  blameless, 
quaked,  while  Madame  Evangelista,  though  dreadfully  anx- 
ious,  appeared  calm.  The  widow  owed  her  daughter  the 
third  of  the  fortune  left  by  Monsieur  Evangelista,  twelve 
hundred  thousand  francs,  and  was  quite  unable  to  pay  it, 
even  if  she  stripped  herself  of  all  her  possessions.  She 
would  be  at  her  son-in-law's  mercy.  Though  she  might 
override  Paul  alone,  would  Paul,  enlightened  by  his  law- 
yer, agree  to  any  compromise  as  to  the  account  of  her 
stewardship?  If  he  withdrew,  all  Bordeaux  would  know 
the  reason,  and  it  would  be  impossible  for  Natalie  to 
marry.  The  mother  who  wished  to  secure  her  daughter's 
happiness,  the  woman  who  from  the  hour  of  her  birth  had 
lived  in  honor,  foresaw  the  day  when  she  must  be  dis- 
honest. 

Like  those  great  generals  who  would  fain  wipe  out  of 
their  lives  the  moment  when  they  were  cowards  at  heart, 
she  wished  she  could  score  out  that  day  from  the  days  of 
her  life.  And  certainly  some  of  her  hairs  turned  white  in 


42  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

the  course  of  the  night  when,  face  to  face  with  this  diffi- 
culty, she  bitterly  blamed  herself  for  her  want  of  care. 

In  the  first  place,  she  was  obliged  to  confide  in  her  law- 
yer, whom  she  sent  for  to  attend  her  as  soon  as  she  was  up. 
She  had  to  confess  a  secret  vexation  which  she  had  never 
admitted  even  to  herself,  for  she  had  walked  on  to  the  verge 
of  the  precipice,  trusting  to  one  of  those  chances  that  never 
happen.  And  a  feeling  was  born  in  her  soul,  a  little  animus 
against  Paul  that  was  not  yet  hatred,  nor  aversion,  nor  in 
any  way  evil — but  was  not  he  the  antagonistic  party  in  this 
family  suit  ?  Was  he  not,  unwittingly,  an  innocent  enemy 
who  must  be  defeated  ?  And  who  could  ever  love  any  one 
he  had  duped  ? 

Compelled  to  deceive,  the  Spanish  woman  resolved,  like 
any  woman,  to  show  her  superiority  in  a  contest  of  which 
the  entire  success  could  alone  wipe  out  the  discredit.  In 
the  silence  of  the  night  she  excused  herself  by  a  line  of 
argument,  in  which  her  pride  had  the  upper  hand.  Had 
not  Natalie  benefited  by  her  lavishness  ?  Had  her  conduct 
ever  been  actuated  by  one  of  the  base  and  ignoble  motives 
that  degrade  the  soul  ?  She  could  not  keep  accounts — well, 
was  that  a  sin,  a  crime  ?  Was  not  a  man  only  too  lucky  to 
win  such  a  wife  as  Natalie  ?  Was  not  the  treasure  she  had 
preserved  for  him  worth  a  discharge  in  fuil  ?  Did  not  many 
a  man  pay  for  the  woman  he  loved  by  making  great  sacri- 
fices? And  why  should  he  do  more  for  a  courtesan  than 
for  a  wife? — Besides,  Paul  was  a  commonplace,  incapable 
being;  she  would  support  him  by  the  resources  of  her  own 
cleverness;  she  would  help  him  to  make  his  way  in  the 
world;  he  would  owe  his  position  to  her;  would  not  this 
amply  pay  the  debt?  He  would  be  a  fool  to  hesitate! 
And  for  a  few  thousand  francs  more  or  less?  It  would 
be  disgraceful! 

"If  I  am  not  at  once  successful,"  said  she  to  herself,  "I 
leave  Bordeaux.  I  can  still  secure  a  good  match  for  Natalie 
by  realizing  all  that  is  left — the  house,  my  diamonds,  and  the 
furniture,  giving  her  all  but  an  annuity  for  myself." 
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When  a  strongly -tempered  spirit  plans  a  retreat,  as  Riche- 
lieu did  at  Brouage,  and  schemes  for  a  splendid  finale,  this 
alternative  becomes  a  fulcrum  which  helps  the  schemer  to 
triumph.  This  escape,  in  case  of  failure,  reassured  Madame 
Evangelista,  who  went  to  sleep  indeed,  full  of  confidence  in 
her  second  in  this  duel.  She  trusted  greatly  to  the  aid  of  the 
cleverest  notary  in  Bordeaux,  Maitre  Solonet,  a  young  man 
of  seven-and-twenty,  a  member  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  as  the 
reward  of  having  contributed  actively  to  the  restoration  of 
the  Bourbons.  Proud  and  delighted  to  be  admitted  to  an 
acquaintance  with  Madame  Evangelista,  less  as  a  lawyer  than 
as  belonging  to  the  Royalist  party  in  Bordeaux,  Solonet 
cherished  for  her  sunset  beauty  one  of  those  passions  which 
such  women  as  Madame  Evangelista  ignore  while  they  are 
flattered  by  them,  and  which  even  the  prudish  allow  to  float 
in  their  wake.  Solonet  lived  in  an  attitude  of  vanity  full  of 
respect  and  seemly  attentions.  This  young  man  arrived  next 
morning  with  the  zeal  of  a  slave,  and  was  admitted  to  the 
widow's  bedroom,  where  he  found  her  coquettishiy  iJressed 
in  a  becoming  wrapper. 

"Now,"  said  she,  "can  I  trust  to  your  reticence  and  entire 
devotion  in  the  discussion  which  is  to  take  place  this  even- 
ing ?  Of  course,  you  can  guess  that  my  daughter's  marriage 
contract  is  in  question." 

The  young  lawyer  was  profuse  in  protestations. 

"For  the  facts,  then,"  said  she. 

"I  am  all  attention,"  he  replied,  with  a  look  of  concen- 
tration. 

Madame  Evangelista  stated  the  case  without  any  finessing. 

"My  dear  madame,  all  this  matters  not,"  said  Maitro 
Solonet,  assuming  an  important  air  when  his  client  had  laid 
the  exact  figures  before  him.  "How  have  you  dealt  with 
Monsieur  de  Manerville  ?  The  moral  attitude  is  of  greater 
consequence  than  any  questions  of  law  or  finance." 

Madame  Evangelista  robed  herself  in  dignity;  the  young 
notary  was  delighted  to  learn  that  to  this  day  his  client,  in 
her  treatment  of  Paul,  had  preserved  the  strictest  distance; 
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half  out  of  real  pride,  and  half  out  of  unconscious  self-inter- 
est, she  had  always  behaved  to  the  Comte  de  Manerville  as 
though  he  were  her  inferior,  and  it  would  be  an  honor  for 
him  to  marry  Mademoiselle  Evangelista.  Neither  she  nor 
her  daughter  could  be  suspected  of  interested  motives;  their 
feelings  were  evidently  free  from  meanness;  if  Paul  should 
raise  the  least  difficulty  on  the  money  question,  they  had 
every  right  to  withdraw  to  an  immeasurable  distance — in 
fact,  she  had  a  complete  ascendency  over  her  would-be 
son-in-law. 

"This  being  the  case,"  said  Solonet,  "what  is  the  utmost 
concession  you  are  inclined  to  make?" 

uThe  least  possible,"  said  she,  laughing. 

"A  woman's  answer!"  replied  Solonet.  " Madame,  do 
you  really  wish  to  see  Mademoiselle  Natalie  married?" 

"Yes." 

"And  you  want  a  discharge  for  the  eleven  hundred  and 
fifty-six  thousand  francs  you  will  owe  her  in  accordance  with 
the  account  rendered  of  your  guardianship?" 

"Exactlyl" 

"How  much  do  you  wish  to  reserve?" 

"At  least  thirty  thousand  francs  a  year." 

"So  we  must  conquer  or  perish?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  I  will  consider  the  ways  and  means  of  achieving 
that  end,  for  we  must  be  very  dexterous,  and  husband  our 
resources.  I  will  give  you  a  few  hints  on  arriving;  act  on 
them  exactly,  -and  I  can  confidently  predict  complete  suc- 
cess.— Is  Count  Paul  in  love  with  Mademoiselle  Natalie?" 
he  asked  as  he  rose. 

"He  worships  her." 

"That  is  not  enough.  Is  he  so  anxious  to  have  her  as  his 
wife  that  he  will  pass  over  any  little  pecuniary  difficulties ?'' 

"Yes." 

"That  is  what  I  call  having  personal  property  in  a  daugh- 
ter!" exclaimed  the  notary.  "Make  her  look  her  best  this 
evening,"  he  added,  with  a  cunning  twinkle 
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"We  have  a  perfect  dress  for  her." 

"The  dress  for  the  Contract,  in  my  opinion,  is  half  the 
settlements,"  said  Solonet. 

This  last  argument  struck  Madame  Evangelista  as  so 
cogent  that  she  insisted  on  helping  her  daughter  to  dress, 
partly  to  superintend  the  toilet,  but  also  to  secure  her  as  an 
innocent  accomplice  in  her  financial  plot.  And  her  daugh- 
ter, with  her  coiffure  a  la  Se'vigne',  and  a  white  cashmere 
dress  with  rose-colored  bows,  seemed  to  her  handsome 
enough  to  assure  the  victory. 

When  the  maid  had  left  them,  and  Madame  Evangelista 
was  sure  that  nobody  was  within  hearing,  she  arranged  her 
daughter's  curls  as  a  preliminary. 

"My  dear  child,  are  you  sincerely  attached  to  Monsieur 
de  Manerville?"  said  she  in  a  steady  voice. 

The  mother  and  daughter  exchanged  a  strangely  meaning 
glance. 

"Why,  my  little  mother,  should  you  ask  to-day  rather 
than  yesterday  ?  Why  have  you  allowed  me  to  imagine  a 
doubt?" 

"  If  it  were  to  part  you  from  me  forever,  would  you  marry 
him  all  the  same?" 

"I-  could  give  him  up  without  dying  of  grief." 

"Then  you  do  not  love  him,  my  dear,"  said  the  mother, 
kissing  her  daughter's  forehead. 

"But  why,  iny  dear  mamma,  are  you  playing  the  grand 
inquisitor?" 

"I  wanted  to  see  if  you  cared  to  be  married  without  being 
madly  in  love  with  your  husband." 

"I  like  him." 

"You  are  right;  he  is  a  Count,  and,  between  us,  he  shall 
be  made  peer  of  France.  But  there  will  be  difficulties." 

"Difficulties  between  people  who  care  for  each  other? — 
No!  Pease-blossom,  my  dear  mother,  is  too  well  planted 
there,"  and  she  pointed  to  her  heart  with  a  pretty  gesture, 
"to  make  the  smallest  objection;  I  am  sure  of  that." 

"But  if  it  were  not  so  ?" 
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"I  should  utterly  forget  him." 

"Well  said!  You  are  a  Casa-Keal. — But  though  he  is 
madly  in  love  with  you,  if  certain  matters  were  discussed 
which  do  not  immediately  concern  him,  but  which  he  would 
have  to  make  the  best  of  for  your  sake  and  mine,  Natalie, 
heh  ?  If,  without  proceeding  in  the  least  too  far,  a  little 
graciousness  of  manner  might  turn  the  scale? — A  mere  noth- 
ing, you  know,  a  word  ?  Men  are  like  that — they  can  resist 
sound  argument  and  yield  to  a  glance." 

"I  understand !  A  little  touch  just  to  make  Favorite  leap 
the  gate,"  said  Natalie,  with  a  flourish  as  if  she  were  whip- 
ping a  horse. 

"My  darling,  1  do  not  wish  you  to  do  anything  approach- 
ing to  invitation.  We  have  traditions  of  old  CastiJian  pride 
which  will  never  allow  us  to  go  too  far.  The  Count  will  be 
informed  of  my  situation." 

"What  situation?" 

"You  would  not  understand  if  I  told  you. — Well,  if  after 
seeing  you  in  all  your  beauty  his  eye  should  betray  the  slight- 
est hesitancy — and  I  shall  watch  him — at  that  instant  I  should 
break  the  whole  thing  off;  I  should  turn  everything  into 
money,  leave  Bordeaux,  and  go  to  Douai,  to  the  Claes,  who, 
after  all,  are  related  to  us  through  the  Temnincks.  Then  I 
would  find  a  French  peer  for  your  husband,  even  if  I  had 
to  take  refuge  in  a  convent  and  give  you  my  whole  fortune." 

"My  dear  mother,  what  can  I  do  to  hinder  such  misfor- 
tunes?" said  Natalie. 

"I  never  saw  you  lovelier,  my  child!  Be  a  little  pur- 
posely attractive,  and  all  will  be  well." 

Madame  Evangelista  left  Natalie  pensive,  and  went  to 
achieve  a  toilet  which  allowed  her  to  stand  a  comparison 
with  her  daughter.  If  Natalie  was  to  fascinate  Paul,  must 
not  she  herself  fire  the  enthusiasm  of.  her  champion  Solonet  ? 

The  mother  and  daughter  were  armed  for  conquest  when 
Paul  arrived  with  the  bouquet  which  for  some  months  past 
had  been  his  daily  offering  to  Natalie.  Then  they  sat  chat- 
ting while  awaiting  the  lawyers. 
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This  day  was  to  Paul  the  first  skirmish  in  the  long  and 
weary  warfare  of  married  life.  It  is  necessary,  therefore, 
to  review  the  forces  on  either  side,  to  place  the  belligerents, 
and  to  define  the  field  on  which  they  are  to  do  battle. 

To  second  him  in  a  struggle  of  which  he  did  not  in  the 
least  appreciate  the  consequences,  Paul  had  nobody  but  his 
old  lawyer  Mathias.  They  were  each  to  be  surprised  un- 
armed by  an  unexpected  manoeuvre,  driven  by  an  enemy 
whose  plans  were  laid,  and  compelled  to  act  without  having 
time  for  reflection.  What  man  but  would  have  failed  even 
with  Cujas  and  Barthole  to  back  him  ?  How  should  he  fear 
perfidy  when  everything  seemed  so  simple  and  natural  ? 

What  could  Mathias  do  single-handed  against  Madame 
Evangelista,  Solonet,  and  Natalie,  especially  when  his  client 
was  a  lover  who  would  go  over  to  the  enemy  as  soon  as  his 
happiness  should  seem  to  be  imperilled  ?  Paul  was  already 
entangling  himself  by  making  the  pretty  speeches  customary 
with  lovers,  to  which  his  passion  gave  an  emphasis  of  im- 
mense value  in  the  eyes  of  Madame  Evangelista,  who  was 
leading  him  on  to  commit  himself. 

The  matrimonial  condottieri,  who  were  about  to  do  battle 
for  their  clients,  and  whose  personal  prowess  would  prove 
decisive  in  this  solemn  contest — the  two  notaries — represented 
the  old  and  the  new  schools,  the  old  and  the  new  style  of 
notary. 

Maitre  Mathias  was  a  worthy  old  man  of  sixty- nine,  proud 
of  twenty  years'  practice  in  his  office.  His  broad,  gouty  feet 
were  shod  in  shoes  with  silver  buckles,  and  were  an  absurd 
finish  to  legs  so  thin,  with  such  prominent  knee-bones  that 
when  he  crossed  his  feet  they  looked  like  the  cross-bones  on 
a  tombstone.  His  lean  thighs,  lost  in  baggy  black  knee- 
breeches  with  silver  buckles,  seemed  to  bend  under  the 
weight  of  a  burly  stomach  and  the  round  shoulders  char- 
acteristic of  men  who  live  in  an  office;  a  huge  ba21,  always 
clothed  in  a  green  coat  with  square-cut  skirts,  which  no  one 
remembered  ever  to  have  seen  new.  His  hair,  tightly  combed 
back  and  powdered,  was  tied  in  a  rat's  tail  that  always  tucked 
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itself  away  between  the  collar  of  his  coat  and  that  of  his  flow- 
ered white  waistcoat.  With  his  bullet  head,  his  face  as  red 
as  a  vine-leaf,  his  blue  eyes,  trumpet-nose,  thick  lips,  and 
double  .chin,  the  dear  little  man,  wherever  'he  went,  aroused 
the  laughter  so  liberally  bestowed  by  the  French  on  the  gro- 
tesque creations  which  Nature  sometimes  allows  herself  and 
Art  thinks  it  funny  to  exaggerate,  calling  them  caricatures. 

But  in  Maitre  Mathias  the  mind  had  triumphed  over  the 
body,  the  qualities  of  the  soul  had  vanquished  the  eccen- 
tricity of  his  appearance.  Most  of  the  townsfolk  treated  him 
with  friendly  respect  and  deference  full  of  esteem.  The 
notary's  voice  won  all  hearts  by  the  eloquent  ring  of  honesty. 
His  only  cunning  consisted  in  going  straight  to  the  point, 
oversetting  every  evil  thought  by  the  directness  of  his  ques- 
tions. His  sharply  observant  eye,  and  his  long  experience 
of  business,  gave  him  that  spirit  of  divination  which  allowed 
him  to  read  consciences  and  discern  the  most  secret  thoughts. 
Though  grave  and  quiet  in  business,  this  patriarch  had  the 
cheerfulness  of  our  ancestors.  He  might,  one  felt,  risk  a 
song  at  table,  accept  and  keep  up  family  customs,  celebrate 
anniversaries  and  birthdays,  whether  of  grandparents  or  chil- 
dren, and  bury  the  Christmas  log  with  due  ceremony;  he 
loved  to  give  New  Year's  gifts,  to  invent  surprises,  and 
bring  out  Easter  eggs;  he  believed,  no  doubt,  in  the  duties 
of  a  godfather,  and  would  never  neglect  any  old-time  custom 
that  gave  color  to  life  of  yore. 

Maitre  Mathias  was  a  noble  and  respectable  survival  of 
the  notaries,  obscure  men  of  honor,  of  whom  no  receipt  was 
asked  for  millions,  and  who  returned  them  in  the  same  bags, 
tied  with  the  same  string;  who  fulfilled  every  trust  to  the 
letter,  drew  up  inventories  for  probate  with  decent  feeling, 
took  a  paternal  interest  in  their  clients'  affairs,  put  a  bar 
sometimes  in  the  way  of  a  spendthrift,  and  were  the  deposi- 
taries of  family  secrets;  in  short,  one  of  those  notaries  who 
considered  themselves  responsible  for  blunders  in  their  deeds, 
and  who  gave  time  and  thought  to  them.  Never,  in  the 
whole  of  his  career  as  a  notary,  had  one  of  his  clients  to  com- 
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plain  of  a  bad  investment,  of  a  mortgage  ill  chosen  or  care- 
lessly managed.  His  wealth,  slowly  but  honestly  acquired, 
had  been  accumulated  through  thirty  years  of  industry  and 
economy.  He  had  found  places  for  fourteen  clerks.  Relig- 
ious and  generous  in  secret,  Mathias  was  always  to  be  found 
where  good  was  to  be  done  without  reward.  He  was  an  act- 
ing member  of  the  Board  of  Asylums  and  the  Charitable 
Committee,  and  the  largest  subscriber  to  the  voluntary  rates 
for  the  relief  of  unexpected  disaster,  or  the  establishment  of 
some  useful  institution.  Thus,  neither  he  nor  his  wife  had 
a  carriage;  his  word  was  sacred;  he  had  as  much  money 
deposited  in  his  cellar  as  lay  at  the  bank;  he  was  known  as 
"Good  Monsieur  Mathias";  and  when  he  died,  three  thou- 
sand persons  followed  him  to  the  grave. 

Solonet  was  the  youthful  notary  who  comes  in  humming 
a  tune,  who  affects  an  airy  manner,  and  declares  that  busi- 
ness may  be  done  quite  as  efficiently  with  a  laugh  as  with 
a  serious  countenance;  the  notary  who  is  a  captain  in  the 
National  Guard,  who  does  not  like  to  be  known  for  a  law- 
yer, and  aims  at  the  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  who 
keeps  his  carriage  and  leaves  the  correcting  of  his  deeds  to 
his  clerks;  the  notary  who  goes  to  balls  and  to  the  play, 
who  buys  pictures  and  plays  ecarti,  who  has  a  cash  drawer 
into  which  he  pours  deposit-money,  repaying  in  notes  what 
he  receives  in  gold;  the  notary  who  keeps  pace  with  the 
times  and  risks  his  capital  in  doubtful  investments,  who 
speculates,  hoping  to  retire  with  an  income  of  thirty  thou- 
sand francs  after  ten  years  in  his  office;  the  notary  whose 
acumen  is  the  outcome  of  duplicity,  and  who  is  feared  by 
many  as  an  accomplice  in  possession  of  their  secrets;  the 
notary  who  regards  his  official  position  as  a  means  of  marry- 
ing some  blue-stocking  heiress. 

When  the  fair  and  elegant  Solonet — all  curled  and  scented, 
booted  like  a  lover  of  the  Vaudeville,  and  dressed  like  a 
dandy  whose  most  important  business  is  a  duel — entered  the 
room  before  his  older  colleague,  who  walked  slowly  from 
a  touch  of  the  gout,  the  two  were  the  living  representatives 
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of  one  of  the  caricatures  entitled  "Then  and  Now,"  which 
had  great  success  under  the  Empire. 

Though  Madame  and  Mademoiselle  Evangelista,  to  whom 
"Good  Monsieur  Mathias"  was  a  stranger,  at  first  felt  a 
slight  inclination  to  laugh,  they  were  at  once  touched  by 
the  perfect  grace  of  his  greeting.  The  worthy  man's  speech 
was  full  of  the  amenity  that  an  amiable  old  man  can  infuse 
both  into  what  he  says  and  the  manner  of  saying  it. 

The  younger  man,  with  his  frothy  sparkle,  was  at  once 
thrown  into  the  shade.  Mathias  showed  his  superior  breed- 
ing by  the  measured  respect  of  his  address  to  Paul.  With- 
out humiliating  his  white  hairs,  he  recognized  the  young 
man's  rank,  while  appreciating  the  fact  that  certain  honors 
are  due  to  old  age,  and  that  all  such  social  rights  are  inter- 
dependent. Solonet's  bow  and  "How  d'  do?"  were,  on  the 
contrary,  the  utterance  of  perfect  equality,  which  could  not 
fail  to  offend  the  susceptibilities  of  a  man  of  the  world,  and 
to  make  himself  ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of  a  man  of  rank. 

The  young  notary,  by  a  somewhat  familiar  gesture,  in- 
vited Madame  Evangelista  to  speak  with  him  in  a  window- 
recess.  For  some  few  minutes  they  spoke  in  whispers, 
laughing  now  and  then,  no  doubt  to  mislead  the  others  as 
to  the  importance  of  the  conversation,  in  which  Maitre 
Solonet  communicated  the  plan  of  battle  to  the  lady  in 
command. 

"And  could  you  really,"  said  he  in  conclusion,  "make 
up  your  mind  to  sell  your  house  ?" 

"Undoubtedly!"  said  she. 

Madame  Evangelista  did  not  choose  to  tell  her  lawyer 
her  reasons  for  such  heroism,  as  he  thought  it,  for  Solonet's 
zeal  might  have  cooled  if  he  had  known  that  his  client 
meant  to  leave  Bordeaux.  She  had  not  even  said  so  to 
Paul,  not  wishing  to  alarm  him  prematurely  by  the  extent 
of  the  circumvallations  needed  for  the  first  outworks  of  a 
political  position. 

After  dinner  the  plenipotentiaries  left  the  lovers  with 
Madame  Evangelista,  and  went  into  an  adjoining  room  to 
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discuss  business.  Thus  two  dramas  were  being  enacted: 
by  the  chimney  corner  in  the  drawing-room  a  love  scene  in 
which  life  smiled  bright  and  happy;  in  the  study  a  serious 
duologue,  in  which  interest  was  laid  bare,  and  already 
played  the  part  it  always  fills  under  the  most  flowery 
aspects  of  life. 

"My  dear  sir,  the  deed  will  be  in  your  hands;  I  know 
what  I  owe  to  my  senior."  Mathias  bowed  gravely.  "But," 
SoLonet  went  on,  unfolding  a  rough  draft,  of  no  use  what- 
ever, that  a  clerk  had  written  out,  "as  we  are  the  weaker 
party,  as  we  are  the  spinster,  I  have  drafted  the  articles  to 
save  you  the  trouble.  We  propose  to  marry  with  all  our 
rights  on  a  footing  of  possession  in  common,  an  unqualified 
settlement  of  all  estate,  real  and  personal,  each  on  the  other 
in  case  of  decease  without  issue ;  or,  if  issue  survive  them, 
a  settlement  of  one-quarter  on  the  surviving  parent,  and  a 
life-interest  in  one-quarter  more.  The  sum  thrown  into 
common  stock  to  be  one  quarter  of  the  estate  of  each  con- 
tracting party,  the  survivor  to  have  all  furniture  and  mov- 
ables without  exception  and  duty  free.  It  is  all  as  plain  as 
day." 

"Ta,  ta,  ta,  ta,"  said  Mathias,  "I  do  not  do  business  as 
you  would  sing  a  ballad.  What  have  you  to  show?" 

"What  on  your  side?"  asked  Solonet. 

"We  have  to  settle,"  said  Mathias,  "the  estate  of  Lan- 
strac,  producing  twenty-three  thousand  francs  a  year  in  rents, 
to  say  nothing  of  produce  in  kind:  Item  the  farms  of  le  Gras- 
sol  and  le  Guadet,  each  let  for  three  thousand  six  hundred 
francs.  Item  the  vineyards  of  Bellerose,  yielding  on  an 
average  sixteen  thousand — together  forty-six  thousand  two 
hundred  francs  a  year.  Item  a  family  mansion  at  Bordeaux, 
rated  at  nine  hundred.  Item  a  fine  house  in  Paris,  with  a 
forecourt  and  garden,  Rue  de  la  Pe'piniere,  rated  at  fifteen 
hundred.  These  properties,  of  which  I  hold  the  title-deeds, 
we  inherit  from  our  parents,  excepting  the  house  in  Paris 
acquired  by  purchase.  We  have  also  to  include  the  furni- 
ture of  the  two  houses  and  of  the  chateau  of  Lanstrac, 
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valued  at  four  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs.  There 
you  have  the  table,  the  cloth,  and  the  first  course.  Now 
what  have  you  for  the  second  course  and  the  dessert?" 

"Our  rights  and  expectations,"  said  Solonet. 

"Specify,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Mathias.  "What  have 
you  to  show?  Where  is  the  valuation  made  at  Monsieur 
Evangelista's  death?  Show  me  your  valuations,  and  the 
investments  you  hold.  Where  is  your  capital — if  you  have 
any?  Where  is  your  land — if  you  have  land!  Show  me 
your  guardian's  accounts,  and  tell  us  what  your  mother 
gives  or  promises  to  give  you." 

"Is  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Manerville  in  love  with 
Mademoiselle  Evangelista?" 

"He  means  to  marry  her  if  everything  proves  suitable," 
said  the  old  notary.  "I  am  not  a  child;  this  is  a  matter  of 
business  and  not  of  sentiment." 

"The  business  will  fall  through  if  you  have  no  sentiment 
— and  generous  sentiment;  and  this  is  why,"  said  Solonet. 
"We  had  no  valuation  made  after  our  husband's  death. 
Spanish,  and  a  Creole,  we  knew  nothing  of  French  law. 
And  we  were  too  deeply  grieved  to  think  of  the  petty 
formalities  which  absorb  colder  hearts.  It  is  a  matter  of 
public  notoriety  that  the  deceased  gentleman  adored  his 
wife,  and  that  we  were  plunged  in  woe.  Though  we  had  a 
probate  and  a  kind  of  valuation  on  a  general  estimate,  you 
may  thank  the  surrogate  guardian  for  that,  who  called  upon 
us  to  make  a  statement  and  settle  a  sum  on  our  daughter  as 
best  we  might  just  at  a  time  when  we  were  obliged  to  sell 
out  of  the  English  funds  to  an  enormous  amount  which  we 
wished  to  reinvest  in  Paris  at  double  the  interest." 

"Come,  do  not  talk  nonsense  to  me.  There  are  means 
of  checking  these  amounts.  How  much  did  you  pay  in 
succession  duties?  The  figure  will  be  enough  to  verify 
the  amounts.  Go  to  the  facts.  Tell  us  plainly  how  much 
you  had,  and  what  is  left.  And  then,  if  we  are  too  des- 
perately in  love,  we  shall  see." 

"Well,  if  you  are  marrying  for  money,  you  may  make 
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your  bow  at  once.  We  may  lay  claim  to  more  than  a  mil- 
lion francs;  but  our  mother  has  nothing  of  it  left  but  this 
house  and  furniture  and  four  hundred  odd  thousand  francs, 
invested  in  1817  in  five  per  cents,  and  bringing  in  forty 
thousand  francs  a  year." 

"How  then  do  you  keep  up  a  style  costing  a  hundred 
thousand?"  cried  Mathias  in  dismay. 

"Our  daughter  has  cost  us  vast  sums.  Besides,  we  like 
display.  And,  finally,  all  your  jeremiads  will  not  bring 
back  two  sous  of  it." 

"Mademoiselle  Natalie  might  have  been  very  hand- 
somely brought  up  on  the  fifty  thousand  francs  a  year 
that  belonged  to  her  without  rushing  into  ruin.  And  if 
you  ate  with  such  an  appetite  as  a  girl,  what  will  you 
not  devour  as  a  wife? 

"Let  us  go  then,"  said  Solonet.  "The  handsomest  girl 
alive  is  bound  to  spend  more  than  she  has." 

"I  will  go  and  speak  two  words  to  my  client,"  said  the 
older  lawyer. 

"Go,  go,"  thought  Maitre  Solonet,  "go,  old  Father  Cas- 
sandra, and  tell  your  client  we  have  not  a  farthing."  For 
in  the  silence  of  his  private  office  he  had  strategically  dis- 
posed of  his  masses,  formed  his  arguments  in  columns,  fixed 
the  turning-points  of  the  discussion,  and  prepared  the  criti- 
cal moment  when  the  antagonistic  parties,  thinking  all  was 
lost,  would  jump  at  a  compromise  which  would  be  the  tri- 
umph of  his  client. 

The  flowing  dress  with  pink  ribbons,  the  ringlets  d  la 
Sevigne,  Natalie's  small  foot,  her  insinuating  looks,  her 
slender  hand,  constantly  engaged  in  rearranging  th«  curls 
which  did  not  need  it — all  the  tricks  of  a  girl  showing  off, 
as  a  peacock  spreads  its  tail  in  the  sun — had  brought  Paul 
to  the  point  at  which  her  mother  wished  to  see  him.  He 
was  crazy  with  admiration,  as  crazy  as  a  schoolboy  for  a 
courtesan;  his  looks,  an  unfailing  thermometer  of  the  mind, 
marked  the  frenzy  of  passion  which  leads  a  man  to  commit 
a  thousand  follies. 
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"Natalie  is  so  beautiful,"  he  whispered  to  Madame 
Evangelista,  "that  I  can  understand  the  madness  which 
drives  us  to  pay  for  pleasure  by  death." 

The  lady  tossed  her  head. 

"A  lover's  words!"  she  replied.  "My  husband  never 
made  me  such  fine  speeches;  but  he  married  me  penniless, 
and  never  in  thirteen  years  gave  me  an  instant's  pain." 

"Is  that  a  hint  for  me?"  said  Paul,  smiling. 

"You  know  how  truly  I  care  for  you,  dear  boy,"  said 
she,  pressing  his  hand.  "Besides,  do  you  not  think  I  must 
love  you  well  to  be  willing  to  give  you  my  Natalie?" 

"To  give  me!  To  give  me!"  cried  the  girl,  laughing 
and  waving  a  fan  of  Indian  feathers.  "What  are  you 
whispering  about?" 

"I,"  said  Paul,  "was  saying  how  well  I  love  you — since 
the  proprieties  forbid  my  expressing  my  hopes  to  you." 

"Why?" 

"I  am  afraid  of  myself." 

"Oh!  you  are  too  clever  not  to  know  how  to  set  the 
gems  of  flattery.  Would  you  like  me  to  tell  you  what  I 
think  of  you? — Well,  you  seem  to  me  to  have  more  wit 
than  a  man  in  love  should  show.  To  be  Pease-blossom  and 
at  the  same  time  very  clever,"  said  she,  looking  down, 
"seems  to  me  an  unfair  advantage.  A  man  ought  to  choose 
between  the  two.  I,  too,  am  afraid. ' ' 

"Of  what?" 

"We  will  not  talk  like  this. — Do  not  you  think,  mother, 
that  there  is  danger  in  such  a  conversation  when  the  con- 
tract is  not  yet  signed  ?" 

"But  it  will  be,"  said  Paul. 

"I  should  very  much  like  to  know  what  Achilles  and 
Nestor  are  saying  to  each  other,"  said  Natalie,  with  a 
glance  of  childlike  curiosity  at  the  door  of  the  adjoining 
room. 

"They  are  discussing  our  children,  our  death,  and  I 
know  not  what  trifles  besides,"  said  Paul.  "They  are 
counting  out  our  crown-pieces,  to  tell  us  whether  we  may 
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have  five  horses  in  the  stable.  And  they  are  considering 
certain  deeds  of  gift,  but  I  have  forestalled  them  there." 

"How?"  said  Natalie. 

"Have  I  not  given  you  myself  wholly  and  all  I  have?" 
said  he,  looking  at  the  girl,  who  was  handsomer  than  ever  as 
the  blush  brought  up  by  her  pleasure  at  this  reply  mounted 
to  her  cheeks. 

"Mother,  how  am  I  to  repay  such  generosity?" 

"My  dear  child,  is  not  your  life  before  you?  If  you 
make  him  happy  every  day,  is  not  that  a  gift  of  inexhaust- 
ible treasures  ?  I  had  no  other  fortune. ' ' 

"Do  you  like  Lanstrac  ?"  asked  Paul. 

"How  can  I  fail  to  like  anything  that  is  yours?"  said 
she.  "And  I  should  like  to  see  your  house." 

"Our  house,"  said  Paul.  "You  want  to  see  whether 
I  have  anticipated  your  tastes,  if  you  can  be  happy  there  ? 
Your  mother  has  made  your  husband's  task  a  hard  one; 
you  have  always  been  so  happy ;  but  when  love  is  infinite, 
nothing  is  impossible." 

"Dear  children,"  said  Madame  Evangelista,  "do  you 
think  you  can  remain  in  Bordeaux  during  the  early  days 
of  your  marriage?  If  you  feel  bold  enough  to  face  the 
world  that  knows  you,  watches  you,  criticises  you — well 
and  good !  But  if  you  both  have  that  coyness  which  dwells 
in  the  soul  and  finds  no  utterance,  we  will  go  to  Paris,  where 
the  life  of  a  young  couple  is  lost  in  the  torrent.  There  only 
can  you  live  like  lovers  without  fear  of  ridicule." 

"You  are  right,  mother;  I  had  not  thought  of  it.  But  I 
shall  hardly  have  time  to  get  the  house  ready.  I  will  write 
this  evening  to  de  Marsay,  a  friend  on  whom  I  can  rely,  to 
hurry  on  the  workmen. ' ' 

At  the  very  moment  when,  like  all  young  men  who  are 
accustomed  to  gratify  their  wishes  without  any  preliminary 
reflection,  Paul  was  recklessly  pledging  himself  to  the  ex« 
penses  of  a  residence  in  Paris,  Maitre  Mathias  came  into  the 
room  and  signed  to  his  client  to  come  to  speak  with  him. 
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"What  is  it,  my  good  friend?"  said  Paul,  allowing  him- 
self to  be  led  aside. 

"Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  the  worthy  man,  "the  lady 
has  not  a  sou.  My  advice  is  to  put  off  this  discussion  till 
another  day  to  give  you  the  opportunity  of  acting  with 
propriety. ' ' 

"Monsieur  Paul,"  said  Natalie,  "I  also  should  like  a 
private  word  with  you." 

Though  Madame  Evangelista's  face  was  calm,  no  Jew  in 
the  Dark  Ages  ever  suffered  greater  martyrdom  in  his  caldron 
of  boiling  oil  than  she  in  her  violet  velvet  dress.  Solonet 
had  pledged  himself  to  the  marriage,  but  she  knew  not  by 
what  means  and  conditions  he  meant  to  succeed,  and  she 
endured  the  most  dreadful  anguish  of  alternative  courses. 
She  really  owed  her  triumph  perhaps  to  her  daughter's 
disobedience. 

Natalie  had  put  her  own  interpretation  on  her  mother's 
words,  for  she  could  not  fail  to  see  her  uneasiness.  When 
she  perceived  the  effect  of  her  advances,  her  mind  was  torn 
by  a  thousand  contradictory  thoughts.  Without  criticising 
her  mother,  she  felt  half  ashamed  of  this  manoeuvring,  of 
which  the  result  was  obviously  to  be  some  definite  advantage. 
Then  she  was  seized  by  a  very  intelligible  sort  of  jealous 
curiosity.  She  wanted  to  ascertain  whether  Paul  loved  her 
well  enough  to  overlook  the  difficulties  her  mother  had 
alluded  to,  and  of  which  the  existence  was  proved  by  Maitre 
Mathias's  cloudy  brow.  These  feelings  prompted  her  to  an 
impulse  of  honesty  which,  in  fact,  became  her  well.  The 
blackest  perfidy  would  have  been  less  dangerous  than  her 
innocence  was. 

"Paul,"  said  she  in  an  undertone,  and  it  was  the  first 
time  she  had  addressed  him  by  his  name,  "if  some  diffi- 
culties of  money  matters  could  divide  us,  understand  that 
I  release  you  from  every  pledge,  and  give  you  leave  to 
ascribe  to  me  all  the  blame  that  could  arise  from  such  a 
separation." 

She  spoke  with  such  perfect  dignity  in  the  expression  of 
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her  generosity  that  Paul  believed  in  her  disinterestedness  and 
her  ignorance  of  the  fact  which  the  notary  had  just  com- 
municated to  him;  he  pressed  the  girl's  hand,  kissing  it  like 
a  man  to  whom  love  is  far  dearer  than  money. 

Natalie  left  the  room. 

"Bless  me!  Monsieur  le  Comte,  you  are  committing  great 
follies,"  growled  the  old  notary,  rejoining  his  client. 

But  Paul  stood  pensive;  he  had  expected  to  have  an 
income  of  about  a  hundred  thousand  francs  by  uniting  his 
fortune  and  Natalie's;  and  however  blindly  in  love  a  man 
may  be,  he  does  not  drop  without  a  pang  from  a  hundred 
thousand  to  forty -six  thousand  francs  a  year  when  he  marries 
a  woman  accustomed  to  every  luxury. 

"My  daughter  is  gone,"  said  Madame  Evangelista,  ad- 
vancing with  royal  dignity  to  where  Paul  and  the  notary 
were  standing.  "Can  you  not  tell  me  what  is  going  on!" 

"Madame,"  said  Mathias,  dismayed  by  Paul's  silence, 
and  forced  to  break  the  ice,  "an  impediment — a  delay — " 

On  this,  Maitre  Solonet  came  out  of  the  inner  room  and 
interrupted  his  senior  with  a  speech  that  restored  Paul  to  life. 
Overwhelmed  by  the  recollection  of  his  own  devoted  speeches 
and  lover-like  attitude,  Paul  knew  not  how  to  withdraw  or 
to  modify  them;  he  only  longed  to  fling  himself  into  some 
yawning  gulf. 

"There  is  a  way  of  releasing  Madame  Evangelista  from 
her  debt  to  her  daughter,"  said  the  young  lawyer  with  airy 
ease.  "Madame  Evangelista  holds  securities  for  forty  thou- 
sand francs  yearly  in  five  per  cents;  the  capital  will  soon  be 
at  par,  if  not  higher;  we  may  call  it  eight  hundred  thousand 
francs.  This  house  and  garden  are  worthy  certainly  two 
hundred  thousand.  Granting  this,  Madame  may,  under  the 
marriage  contract,  transfer  the  securities  and  title-deeds  to  her 
daughter,  reserving  only  the  life-interest,  for  I  cannot  sup- 
pose that  the  Count  wishes  to  leave  his  mother-in-law  penni- 
less. Though  Madame  has  spent  her  own  fortune,  she  will 
thus  restore  her  daughter's,  all  but  a  trifling  sum." 

"Women  are  most  unfortunate  when  they  do  not  under- 
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stand  business,"  said  Madame  Evangelista.  "I  have  securi- 
ties and  title-deeds?  What  in  the  world  are  they?" 

Paul  was  enraptured  as  he  heard  this  proposal.  The  old 
lawyer,  seeing  the  snare  spread  and  his  client  with  one  foot 
already  caught  in  it,  stood  petrified,  saying  to  himself:  "I 
believe  we  are  being  tricked!" 

"If  Madame  takes  my  advice,  she  will  at  least  secure 
peace,1  the  younger  man  went  on.  "If  she  sacrifices  her- 
self, at  least  she  will  not  be  worried  by  the  young  people. 
Who  can  foresee  who  will  live  or  die  ? — Monsieur  le  Comte 
will  then  sign  a  release  for  the  whole  sum  due  to  Mademoi- 
selle Evangelista  out  of  her  father's  fortune." 

Mathias  could  not  conceal  the  wrath  that  sparkled  in  his 
eyes  and  crimsoned  his  face. 

"A  sum  of — ?"  he  asked,  trembling  with  indignation. 

"Of  one  million  one  hundred  and  fifty-six  thousand 
francs,  according  to  the  deed — " 

"Why  do  you  not  ask  Monsieur  le  Comte  hie  et  nunc  to 
renounce  all  claims  on  his  wife's  fortune?"  said  Mathias. 
"It  would  be  more  straightforward. — Well,  Monsieur  le 
Comte  de  Manervi lie's  ruin  shall  not  be  accomplished  under 
my  eyes.  I  beg  to  withdraw. " 

He  went  a  step  toward  the  door,  to  show  his  client  that 
the  matter  was  really  serious.  But  he  turned  back,  and 
addressing  Madame  Evangelista,  he  said:  "Do  not  suppose, 
Madame,  that  I  imagine  you  to  be  in  collusion  with  my  col- 
league in  his  ideas.  I  believe  you  to  be  an  honest  woman — 
a  fine  lady,  who  knows  nothing  of  business." 

"Thank  you,  my  dear  sir!"  retorted  Solonet. 

"You  know  that  there  is  no  question  of  offence  among 
lawyers,"  said  Mathias. — "But  at  least,  Madame,  let  me  ex- 
plain to  you  the  upshot  of  this  bargain.  You  are  still  young 
enough  and  handsome  enough  to  marry  again.  Oh,  dear 
me!"  he  went  on,  in  reply  to  a  gesture  of  the  lady's,  "who 
can  answer  for  the  future  ? ' ' 

"I  never  thought,  Monsieur,"  said  she,  "that  after  seven 
years  of  widowhood  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  after  refusing 
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•ome  splendid  offers  for  my  daughter's  sake,  I  should,  at 
nine-and-thirty,  be  thought  capable  of  such  madness. — If  we 
were  not  discussing  business,  I  should  regard  such  a  speech 
as  an  impertinence." 

"Would  it  not  be  a  greater  impertinence  to  assume  that 
you  could  not  remarry  ?" 

"Can  and  will  are  very  different  words,"  said  Solonet, 
with  a  gallant  flourish. 

"Well,"  said  Mathias,  "we  need  not  talk  about  your 
marrying.  You  may — and  we  all  hope  you  will — live  for 
five-and -forty  years  yet.  Now,  since  you  are  to  retain  your 
life-interest  in  the  income  left  by  Monsieur  Evangelista  as 
long  as  you  live,  must  your  children  dine  with  Duke  Hum- 
phrey?" 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  it  all  ?"  said  the  widow.  "Who 
is  Duke  Humphrey,  and  what  is  life-interest?" 

Solonet,  a  speaker  of  elegance  and  taste,  began  to  laugh. 

"I  will  translate,"  said  the  old  man:  "If  your  children 
wish  to  be  prudent,  they  will  think  of  the  future.  To  think 
of  the  future  means  to  save  half  one's  income,  supposing 
there  are  no  more  than  two  children,  who  must  first  have 
a  good  education,  and  then  a  handsome  marriage  portion. 
Thus,  your  daughter  and  her  husband  will  be  reduced  to  liv- 
ing on  twenty  thousand  francs  a  year  when  they  have  each 
been  accustomed  to  spend  fifty  thousand  while  unmarried. 
And  even  that  is  nothing.  My  client  will  be  expected  to 
hand  over  to  his  children  in  due  course  eleven  hundred  thou- 
sand francs  as  their  share  of  their  mother's  fortune,  and  he 
will  never  have  received  any  of  it  if  his  wife  should  die  and 
Madame  survive  her — which  is  quite  possible.  In  all  con- 
science, is  not  this  to  throw  himself  into  the  Grironde,  tied 
hand  and  foot  ?  You  wish  to  see  Mademoiselle  Natalie  made 
happy  ?  If  she  loves  her  husband — which  no  lawyer  allows 
himself  to  doubt — she  will  share  his  troubles.  Madame,  I 
foresee  enough  to  make  her  die  of  grief,  for  she  will  be  mis- 
erably  poor.  Yes,  Madame,  miserably  poor;  for  it  is  pov- 
erty to  those  who  require  a  hundred  thousand  franos  a  year 
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to  be  reduced  to  twenty  thousand.  If  love  should  lead  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte  into  extravagance,  his  wife  would  reduce  him 
to  beggary  by  claiming  her  share  in  the  event  of  any  disaster. 

"I  am  arguing  for  your  sake,  for  theirs,  for  that  of  their 
children — for  all  parties. ' ' 

"The  good  man  has  certainly  delivered  a  broadside," 
thought  Solonet,  with  a  glance  at  his  client,  as  much  as  to 
say,  "Come  on!" 

"There  is  a  way  of  reconciling  all  these  interests,"  replied 
Madame  Evangelista  calmly.  "I  may  reserve  only  such  a 
small  allowance  as  may  enable  me  to  go  into  a  convent,  and 
you  will  become  at  once  possessed  of  all  my  property.  I  will 
renounce  the  world  if  my  death  to  it  will  secure  my  daugh- 
ter's happiness." 

"Madame,"  said  the  old  man,  "let  us  take  time  for  mature 
consideration  of  the  steps  that  may  smooth  away  all  diffi- 
culties. ' ' 

"Bless  me,  my  dear  sir,"  cried  Madame  Evangelista,  who 
foresaw  that  by  delay  she  would  be  lost,  "all  has  been  con- 
sidered. I  did  not  know  what  marriage  meant  in  France; 
I  am  a  Spanish  Creole.  I  did  not  know  that,  before  I  could 
see  my  daughter  married,  I  had  to  make  sure  how  many  clays 
longer  (rod  would  grant  me  to  live,  that  my  child  would  be 
wronged  by  my  living,  that  I  have  no  business  to  be  alive, 
or  ever  to  have  lived  I 

"When  my  husband  married  me  I  had  nothing  but  my 
name  and  myself.  My  name  alone  was  to  him  a  treasure 
by  which  his  wealth  paled.  What  fortune  can  compare  with 
a  great  name?  My  fortune  was  my  beauty,  virtue,  happy 
temper,  birth,  and  breeding.  Can  money  buy  these  gifts? 
If  Natalie's  father  could  hear  this  discussion,  his  magnani- 
mous spirit  would  be  grieved  forever,  and  his  happiness 
would  be  marred  in  Paradise.  I  spent  millions  of  francs, 
foolishly  I  dare  say,  without  his  ever  frowning  even.  Since 
his  death  I  have  been  economical  and  thrifty  by  comparison 
with  the  life  he  liked  me  to  lead.  Let  this  end  it!  Monsieur 
de  Manerville  is  so  dejected  that  I — " 
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No  words  can  represent  the  confusion  and  excitement 
produced  by  this  exclamation  "end  it  I"  It  is  enough  to  say 
that  these  four  well-bred  persons  all  talked  at  once. 

"in  Spain  you  marry  Spanish  fashion,  as  you  will;  but 
in  France,  you  marry  French  fashion — rationally,  and  as  you 
can,"  said  Mathias. 

"Ah,  Madame,"  Paul  began,  rousing  himself  from  his 
stupor,  "you  are  mistaken  in  my  feelings — " 

"This  is  not  a  question  of  feelings,"  said  the  old  man, 
anxious  to  stop  his  client;  "this  is  business  affecting  three 
generations.  Was  it  we  who  made  away  with  the  missing 
millions — we,  who  merely  ask  to  clear  up  the  difficulties 
of  which  we  are  innocent?" 

"Let  us  marry  without  further  haggling,"  said  Solonet. 

"HagglingI  HagglingI  Do  you  call  it  haggling  to  de- 
fend the  interests  of  tlie  children  and  of  their  father  and 
mother?"  cried  Mathias. 

"Yes,"  Paul  went  on,  addressing  his  mother-in-law,  "1 
deplore  the  recklessness  of  my  youth,  which  now  hinders 
my  closing  this  discussion  with  a  word,  as  much  as  you 
deplore  your  ignorance  of  business  matters  and  involuntary 
extravagance.  God  be  my  witness  that  at  this  moment  I  am 
not  thinking  of  myself;  a  quiet  life  at  Lanstrac  has  no  ter- 
rors for  me;  but  Mademoiselle  Natalie  would  have  to  give 
up  her  tastes  and  habits.  That  would  alter  our  whole  exist- 
ence." 

"But  where  did  Evangelista  find  his  millions?"  said  the 
widow. 

"Monsieur  Evangelista  was  a  man  of  business,  he  played 
the  great  game  of  commerce,  he  loaded  ships  and  made  con- 
siderable sums;  we  are  a  landed  proprietor,  our  capital  is 
sunk,  and  our  income  more  or  less  fixed,"  the  old  lawyer 
replied. 

"Still,  there  is  a  way  out  of  the  difficulty,"  said  Solonet, 
speaking  in  a  high-pitched  key,  and  silencing  the  other  three 
by  attracting  their  attention  and  their  eyes. 

The  young  man  was  like  a  dexterous  coachman  who, 
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holding  the  reins  of  a  four-in-hand,  amuses  himself  by  lash- 
ing and,  at  the  same  time,  holding  in  the  team.  He  spurred 
their  passions  and  soothed  them  by  turns,  making  Paul  foam 
in  his  harness,  for  to  him  life  and  happiness  were  in  the  bal- 
ance; and  his  client  as  well,  for  she  did  not  see  her  way 
through  the  intricacies  of  the  dispute. 

"Madame  Evangelista  may,  this  very  day,  hand  over  the 
securities  in  the  five  per  cents,  and  sell  this  house.  Sold 
in  lots,  it  will  fetch  three  hundred  thousand  francs.  Madame 
will  pay  you  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs.  Thus, 
Madame  will  pay  down  nine  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
francs  at  once.  Though  this  is  not  all  she  owes  her  daugh- 
ter, can  you  find  many  fortunes  to  match  it  in  France  ?" 

"Well  and  good,"  said  Mathias;  "but  what  is  Madame 
to  live  on?" 

At  this  question,  which  implied  assent,  Solon et  said 
within  himself:  "Oh,  ho!  old  fox,  so  you  are  caught." 

"Madame?"  he  said  aloud.  "Madame  will  keep  the 
fifty  thousand  crowns  left  of  the  price  of  the  house.  That 
sum,  added  to  the  sale  of  her  furniture,  can  be  invested  in 
an  annuity,  and  will  give  her  twenty  thousand  francs  a 
year.  Monsieur  le  Comte  will  arrange  for  her  to  live  with 
him.  Lanstrac  is  a  large  place.  You  have  a  good  house 
in  Paris,"  he  went  on,  addressing  Paul,  "so  Madame  your 
mother-in-law  can  live  with  you  wherever  you  are.  A 
widow  who,  having  no  house  to  keep  up,  has  twenty 
thousand  francs  a  year,  is  better  off  than  Madame  was 
when  she  was  mistress  of  all  her  fortune.  Madame  Evan- 
gelista has  no  one  to  care  for  but  her  daughter;  Monsieur 
le  Comte  also  stands  alone;  your  heirs  are  in  the  distant 
future,  there  is  no  fear  of  conflicting  interests. 

"A  son-in-law  and  a  mother-in-law  under  such  circum- 
stances always  join  to  form  one  household.  Madame 
Evangelista  will  make  up  for  the  deficit  of  capital  by 
paying  a  quota  out  of  her  annuity  which  will  help  toward 
the  housekeeping.  We  know  her  to  be  too  generous,  too 
large-minded,  to  live  as  a  charge  on  her  children. 
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"Thus,  yon  may  live  happy  and  united  with  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  a  year  to  spend — a  sufficient  income,  surely, 
Monsieur  le  Comte,  to  afford  you,  in  any  country,  all  the 
comforts  of  life  and  the  indulgence  of  your  fancies  ? — And, 
believe  me,  young  married  people  often  feel  the  need  of  a 
third  in  the  household.  Now,  I  ask  you,  what  third  can 
be  more  suitable  than  an  affectionate,  good  mother?" 

Paul,  as  he  listened  to  Solonet,  thought  he  heard  the 
voice  of  an  angel.  He  looked  at  Mathias  to  see  if  he  did 
not  share  his  admiration  for  Solonet's  fervid  eloquence;  for 
he  did  not  know  that,  under  the  assumed  enthusiasm  of  im- 
passioned words,  notaries,  like  attorneys,  hide  the  cold  and 
unremitting  alertness  of  the  diplomatist. 

44  A  petty  Paradise  I"  said  the  old  man. 

Bewildered  by  his  client's  delight,  Mathias  sat  down  on 
an  ottoman,  resting  his  head  on  one  hand,  lost  in  evidently 
grieved  meditations.  He  knew  too  well  the  ponderous 
phrases  in  which  men  of  business  purposely  shroud  their 
tricks,  and  he  was  not  the  man  to  be  duped  by  them.  He 
stole  a  glance  at  his  fellow-notary  and  at  Madame  Evange- 
lista,  who  went  on  talking  to  Paul,  and  he  tried  to  detect 
some  indications  of  the  plot  of  which  the  elaborate  design 
was  beginning  to  be  perceptible. 

"Monsieur,"  said  Paul  to  Solonet,  "I  have  to  thank  you 
for  the  care  you  have  devoted  to  the  conciliation  of  our  in- 
terests. This  arrangement  solves  all  difficulties  more  hap- 
pily than  I  had  dared  to  hope — that  is  to  say,  if  it  suits 
you,  Madame,"  he  added,  turning  to  Madame  Evangelista, 
"for  I  will  have  nothing  to  say  to  any  plan  that  is  not 
equally  satisfactory  to  you." 

"I?"  said  she.  " Whatever  will  make  my  children 
happy  will  delight  me.  Do  not  consider  me  at  all." 

"But  that  must  not  be,"  said  Paul  eagerly.  "If  your 
comfort  and  dignity  were  not  secured,  Natalie  and  I  should 
be  more  distressed  about  it  than  you  yourself  would  be." 

44 Do  not  be  uneasy  on  that  score,  Monsieur  le  Comte," 
said  Solonet. 
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"Ahl"  thought  Maitre  Mathias,  "they  mean  to  make 
him  kiss  the  rod  before  they  scourge  him." 

"Be  quite  easy,"  Solonet  went  on;  "there  is  such  a 
spirit  of  speculation  in  Bordeaux  just  now,  that  invest- 
ments for  annuities  are  to  be  made  on  very  advantageous 
terms.  After  handing  over  to  you  the  fifty  thousand 
crowns  due  to  you  on  the  sale  of  the  house  and  furniture, 
I  believe  I  may  guarantee  to  Madame  a  residue  of  two  hun- 
dred thousand  francs.  This  I  undertake  to  invest  in  an  an- 
nuity on  a  first  mortgage  on  an  estate  worth  a  million,  and 
to  get  ten  per  cent,  twenty  thousand  francs  a  year.  Thus 
we  should  unite  two  very  nearly  equal  fortunes.  Madem- 
oiselle Natalie  will  bring  forty  thousand  francs  a  year  in 
five  per  cents,  and  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs 
in  money,  which  will  yield  seven  thousand  francs  a  year: 
total,  forty-seven  as  against  your  forty-six  thousand." 

"That  is  quite  plain,"  said  Paul. 

As  he  ended  his  speech,  Solonet  had  cast  a  sidelong 
glance  at  his  client,  not  unseen  by  Mathias,  and  which 
was  as  much  as  to  say,  "Bring  up  your  reserve." 

"Why!"  cried  Madame  Evangelista,  in  a  tone  of  joy 
that  seemed  quite  genuine,  "I  can  give  Natalie  my  dia- 
monds; they  must  be  worth  at  least  a  hundred  thousand 
francs." 

"We  can  have  them  valued,"  said  Solonet,  "and  this 
entirely  alters  the  case.  Nothing,  then,  can  hinder  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte  from  giving  a  discharge  in  full  for  the  sums 
due  to  Mademoiselle  Natalie  as  her  share  of  her  father's  for- 
tune, or  the  betrothed  couple  from  taking  the  guardian's  ac- 
counts as  passed,  at  the  reading  of  the  contract.  If  Madame, 
with  truly  Spanish  magnificence,  despoils  herself  to  fulfil  her 
obligations  within  a  hundred  thousand  francs  of  the  sum-total, 
it  is  but  fair  to  release  her. ' ' 

"Nothing  could  be  fairer,"  said  Paul.  "I  am  only  over- 
powered by  so  much  generosity." 

"Is  not  my  daughter  my  second  self?"  said  Madame 
Evangelista. 
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Maitre  Mathias  detected  an  expression  of  joy  on  Madame 
Evangelista's  face  when  she  saw  the  difficulties  so  nearly  set 
aside;  and  this,  and  the  sudden  recollection  of  the  diamonds, 
brought  out  like  fresh  troops,  confirmed  all  his  suspicions. 

"The  scene  was  planned  between  them,"  thought  he,  "as 
gamblers  pack  the  cards  when  some  pigeon  is  to  be  rooked. 
So  the  poor  boy  I  have  known  from  his  cradle  is  to  be 
plucked  alive  by  a  mother-in-law,  done  brown  by  love, 
and  ruined  by  his  wife?  After  taking  such  care  of  his 
fine  estate,  am  I  to  see  it  gobbled  up  in  a  single  evening  ? 
Three  millions  and  a  half  mortgaged,  in  fact,  to  guarantee 
eleven  hundred  thousand  francs  of  her  portion,  which  these 
two  women  will  make  him  throw  away — " 

As  he  thus  discerned  in  Madame  Evangelista's  soul  a 
scheme  which  was  not  dishonest  or  criminal — which  was 
not  thieving,  or  cheating,  or  swindling — which  was  not 
based  on  any  evil  or  blamable  feeling,  but  yet  contained 
the  germ  of  every  crime,  Maitre  Mathias  was  neither 
shocked  nor  generously  indignant.  He  was  not  a  mis- 
anthrope; he  was  an  old  lawyer,  inured  by  his  business 
to  the  keen  self-interest  of  men  of  the  world,  to  their  in- 
genious treachery,  more  deadly  than  a  bold  highway  mur- 
der committed  by  some  poor  devil  who  is  guillotined  with 
due  solemnity.  In  the  higher  ranks  these  passages  of  arms, 
these  diplomatic  discussions,  are  like  the  little  dark  corners 
in  which  every  kind  of  filth  is  shot. 

Maitre  Mathias,  very  sorry  for  his  client,  cast  a  long 
look  into  the  future,  and  saw  no  hope  of  good. 

"Well,  we  must  take  the  field  with  the  same  weapons," 
said  he  to  himself,  "and  beat  them  on  their  own  ground." 

At  this  juncture  Paul,  Solonet,  and  Madame  Evangelista, 
dismayed  by  the  old  man's  silence,  were  feeling  the  necessity 
of  this  stern  censor's  approbation  to  sanction  these  arrange- 
ments, and  all  three  looked  at  him. 

"Well,  my  dear  sir,  and  what  do  you  think  of  this?" 
asked  Paul. 

"This  is  what  I  think,"  replied  the  uncompromising  and 
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conscientious  old  man,  "you  are  not  rich  enough  to  commit 
such  princely  follies.  The  estate  of  Lanstrac,  valued  at 
three  per  cent,  is  worth  one  million  of  francs,  including 
the  furniture;  the  farms  of  le  Grassol  and  le  Guadet,  with 
the  vineyards  of  Bellerose,  are  worth  another  million;  your 
two  residences  and  furniture  a  third  million.  To  meet  these 
three  millions,  yielding  an  income  of  forty-seven  thousand 
two  hundred  francs,  Mademoiselle  Natalie  shows  eight 
hundred  thousand  francs  in  the  funds,  and  let  us  say  one 
hundred  thousand  francs'  worth  of  diamonds — at  a  hy- 
pothetical valuation!  Also,  one  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand francs  in  cash — one  million  and  fifty  thousand  francs 
in  all.  Then,  in  the  face  of  these  facts,  my  friend  here 
triumphantly  asserts  that  we  are  uniting  equal  fortunes! 
He  requires  us  to  stand  indebted  in  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  to  our  children,  since  we  are  to  give  the  lady  a  dis- 
charge in  full,  by  taking  the  guardian's  accounts  as  passed, 
for  a  sum  of  eleven  hundred  and  fifty-six  thousand  francs, 
while  receiving  only  one  million  and  fifty  thousand! 

"You  can  listen  to  this  nonsense  with  a  lover's  rapture; 
and  do  you  suppose  that  old  Mathias,  who  is  not  in  love, 
will  forget  his  arithmetic  and  fail  to  appreciate  the  differ- 
ence between  landed  estate  of  enormous  value  as  capital, 
and  of  increasing  value,  and  the  income  derivable  from 
money  in  securities  which  are  liable  to  variations  in  value 
and  diminution  of  interest.  I  am  old  enough  to  have  seen 
land  improve  and  funds  fall. — You  called  me  in,  Monsieur 
le  Comte,  to  stipulate  for  your  interests;  allow  me  to  pro- 
tect them  or  dismiss  me." 

"If  Monsieur  looks  for  a  fortune  of  which  the  capital  is 
a  match  for  his  own,"  said  Solonet,  "we  have  nothing  like 
three  millions  and  a  half;  that  is  self-evident.  If  you  can 
show  these  overpowering  millions,  we  have  but  our  one 
poor  little  million  to  offer — a  mere  trifle!  three  times  as 
much  as  the  dower  of  an  Archduchess  of  Austria.  Bona- 
parte received  two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs  when 
he  married  Marie  Louise." 
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"Marie  Louise  ruined  Napoleon,"  said  Maitre  Mathias  in 
a  growl. 

Natalie's  mother  understood  the  bearing  of  this  speech. 

"If  my  sacrifices  are  in  vain,"  she  exclaimed,  "I  decline 
to  carry  such  a  discussion  any  further;  I  trust  to  the  Count's 
discretion,  and  renounce  the  honor  of  his  proposals  for  my 
daughter." 

After  the  manoeuvres  planned  by  the  young  notary  this 
battle  of  conflicting  interests  had  reached  the  point  where 
the  victory  ought  to  have  rested  with  Madame  Evangelista. 
The  mother-in-law  had  opened  her  heart,  abandoned  her 
possessions,  and  was  almost  released.  The  intending  hus- 
band was  bound  to  accept  the  conditions  laid  down  before- 
hand by  the  collusion  of  Maitre  Solonet  and  his  client,  or 
sin  against  every  law  of  generosity,  and  be  false  to  his  love. 

Like  the  hand  of  a  clock  moved  by  the  works,  Paul  came 
duly  to  the  point. 

"What,  Madame,"  cried  he,  "you  could  undo  in  one 
moment — " 

"Why,  Monsieur,  to  whom  do  I  owe  my  duty?  To 
my  daughter. — When  she  is  one-and-twenty  she  will  pass 
my  accounts  and  release  me.  She  will  have  a  million 
francs,  and  can,  if  she  pleases,  choose  among  the  sons  of 
the  peers  of  France.  Is  she  not  the  daughter  of  a  Casa- 
Real?" 

"Madame  is  quite  justified.  Why  should  she  be  worse 
off  to-day  than  she  will  be  fourteen  months  hence?  Do 
not  rob  her  of  the  benefits  of  her  position,"  said  Solonet. 

"Mathias,"  said  Paul,  with  deep  grief,  "there  are  two 
ways  of  being  ruined — and  at  this  moment  you  have  un- 
done me!" 

He  went  toward  the  old  lawyer,  no  doubt  intending  to 
order  that  the  contract  should  be  at  once  drawn  up.  Ma- 
thias foref ended  this  disaster  by  a  glance  which  seemed  to 
say,  "Wait!"  He  saw  tears  in  Paul's  eyes — tears  of  shame 
at  the  tenor  of  this  debate,  and  at  the  peremptory  tone  in 
which  Madame  Evangelista  had  thrown  him  over — and  he 
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checked  them  by  a  start,  the  start  of  Archimedes  crying 
Eureka  ! 

The  words  Peer  of  France  had  flashed  light  on  his  mind 
like  a  torch  in  a  cavern. 

At  this  instant  Natalie  reappeared,  as  lovely  as  the  dawn, 
and  said  with  an  innocent  air:  "Am  I  in  the  way  ?" 

"Strangely  in  the  way,  my  child!"  replied  her  mother, 
with  cruel  bitterness. 

"Come,  dear  Natalie,"  said  Paul,  taking  her  hand  and 
leading  her  to  a  chair  by  the  fire,  "everything  is  settled!" 
for  he  could  not  endure  to  think  that  his  hopes  were  over- 
thrown. 

And  Mathias  eagerly  put  in:  "Yes,  everything  can  yet 
be  settled." 

Like  a  general  who  in  one  move  baffles  the  tactics  of  the 
enemy,  the  old  lawyer  had  had  a  vision  of  the  Grenius  that 
watches  over  notaries,  unfolding  before  him  in  legal  script  a 
conception  that  might  save  the  future  prospects  of  Paul  and 
of  his  children.  Maitre  Solonet  knew  of  no  other  issue  from 
these  irreconcilable  difficulties  than  the  determination  to 
which  the  young  Count  had  been  led  by  love,  and  by  this 
storm  of  contending  feelings  and  interests;  so  he  was  exces- 
sively surprised  by  his  senior's  remark. 

Curious  to  know  what  remedy  Maitre  Mathias  had  to  sug- 
gest for  a  state  of  things  which  must  have  seemed  to  him  past 
all  hope,  he  asked  him:  "What  have  you  to  propose?" 

"Natalie,  my  dear  child,  leave  us,"  said  Madame  Evan- 
gelista. 

"Mademoiselle  is  not  de  trop,"  replied  Maitre  Mathias, 
with  a  smile.  "I  speak  as  much  for  her  as  for  Monsieur  le 
Comte." 

There  was  a  solemn  silence,  each  one  in  great  excitement 
awaiting  the  old  man's  speech  with  the  utmost  curiosity. 

"In  our  day,"  Mathias  went  on  after  a  pause,  "the 
notary's  profession  has  changed  in  many  ways.  In  our 
day  political  revolutions  affect  the  future  prospects  of  fam- 
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ilies,  and  this  used  not  to  be  the  oase.  Formerly  life  ran 
in  fixed  grooves,  ranks  were  clearly  defined — " 

"We  are  not  here  to  listen  to  a  lecture  on  political  econ- 
omy, but  to  arrange  a  marriage  contract,"  said  Solonet,  with 
flippant  impatience,  and  interrupting  the  old  man. 

"I  beg  you  to  allow  me  to  speak  in  my  turn,"  said 
Mathias. 

Solonet  took  his  seat  on  the  ottoman,  saying  to  Madame 
Bvangelista  in  an  undertone: 

"Now  you  will  learn  what  we  lawyers  mean  by  rigma- 
role." 

"Notaries  are  consequently  obliged  to  watch  the  course 
of  politics,  since  they  now  are  intimately  concerned  with 
private  affairs.  To  give  you  an  instance:  Formerly  noble 
families  had  inalienable  fortunes,  but  the  Revolution  over- 
threw them;  the  present  system  tends  to  reconstructing  such 
fortunes,"  said  the  old  man,  indulging  somewhat  in  the 
twaddle  of  the  tabellionaris  boa  constrictor.  "Now,  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte,  in  virtue  of  his  name,  his  talents,  and  his 
wealth,  is  evidently  destined  to  sit  some  day  in  the  lower 
Chamber;  destiny  may  perhaps  lead  him  to  the  upper  and 
hereditary  Chamber;  and  as  we  know,  he  has  every  quali- 
fication that  may  justify  our  prognostics. — Are  you  not  of 
my  opinion,  Madame?"  said  he  to  the  widow. 

"You  have  anticipated  my  dearest  hope,"  said  she. 
"Manerville  must  be  a  Peer  of  France,  or  I  shall  die  of 
grief." 

"All  that  may  tend  to  that  end — ?"  said  Maitre  Mathias, 
appealing  to  the  mother-in-law  with  a  look  of  frank  good 
humor. 

"Answers  to  my  dearest  wish,"  she  put  in. 

"Well,  then,"  said  Mathias,  "is  not  this  marriage  a  fit- 
ting opportunity  for  creating  an  entail  ?  Such  a  foundation 
will  most  certainly  be  an  argument  in  the  eyes  of  the  present 
government  for  the  nomination  of  my  client  when  a  batch  of 
peers  is  created.  Monsieur  le  Comte  will,  of  course,  dedi- 
cate to  this  purpose  the  estate  of  Lanstrac,  worth  about  a 
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million.  I  do  not  ask  that  Mademoiselle  should  contribute 
an  equal  sum;  that  would  not  be  fair;  but  we  may  take 
eight  hundred  thousand  francs  of  her  money  for  the  pur- 
pose. I  know  of  two  estates  for  sale  at  this  moment,  border- 
ing on  the  lands  of  Lanstrac,  in  which  those  eight  hundred 
thousand  francs,  to  be  sunk  in  real  estate,  may  be  invested 
at  four  and  a  half  per  cent.  The  Paris  house  ought  also  to 
be  included  in  the  entail.  The  surplus  of  the  two  fortunes, 
wisely  managed,  will  amply  suffice  to  provide  for  the  younger 
children. — If  the  contracting  parties  can  agree  as  to  these  de- 
tails, Monsieur  de  Manerville  may  then  pass  your  guardian's 
accounts  and  be  chargeable  for  the  balance.  I  will  consent. ' ' 

"  Questa  coda  non  &  di  questo  gatto  /"  (this  tail  does  not  fit 
that  cat)  exclaimed  Madame  Evangelista,  looking  at  her 
sponsor  Solonet,  and  pointing  to  Maitre  Mathias. 

"There  is  something  behind  all  this,"  said  Solonet  in  an 
undertone. 

"And  what  is  all  this  muddle  for?"  Paul  asked  of 
Mathias,  going  with  him  into  the  adjoining  room. 

"To  save  you  from  ruin,"  said  the  old  notary  in  a  whis- 
per. "You  are  quite  bent  on  marrying  a  girl — and  her 
mother — who  have  made  away  with  two  millions  of  francs 
in  seven  years;  you  are  accepting  a  debt  of  more  than  a 
hundred  thousand  francs  to  your  children,  to  whom  you 
will  some  day  have  to  hand  over  eleven  hundred  and  fifty- 
six  thousand  francs  on  their  mother's  behalf,  when  you  are 
receiving  hardly  a  million.  You  run  the  risk  of  seeing  your 
whole  fortune  melt  away  in  five  years,  leaving  you  as  bare 
as  St.  John  the  Baptist,  while  you  will  remain  the  debtor 
in  enormous  sums  to  your  wife  and  her  representatives. — If 
you  choose  to  embark  in  that  boat,  go  on,  Monsieur  le 
Comte,  but  at  least  allow  your  old  friend  to  save  the  house 
of  Manerville." 

"But  how  will  this  save  it?"  asked  Paul. 

"Listen,  Monsieur  le  Comte;  you  are  very  much  in 
love?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Paul. 
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"A  man  in  love  is  about  aa  secret  as  a  cannon  shot;  I 
will  tell  you  nothing! — If  you  were  to  repeat  things,  your 
marriage  might  come  to  nothing,  so  I  place  your  love  under 
the  protection  of  my  silence.  You  trust  to  my  fidelity?" 

"What  a  question!" 

"Well,  then,  let  me  tell  you  that  Madame  Evangelista, 
her  notary,  and  her  daughter  were  playing  a  trick  on  us  all 
through,  and  are  more  than  clever.  By  Heaven,  what  sharp 
practice!" 

"Natalie?"  cried  Paul. 

"Well,  I  will  not  swear  to  that,"  said  the  old  man. 
"You  want  her— take  her!  But  I  wish  this  marriage 
might  fall  through  without  the  smallest  blame  to  you!" 

"Why?" 

"That  girl  would  beggar  Peru.  .  .  .  Besides,  she  rides 
like  a  circus-rider;  she  is  what  you  may  call  emancipated. 
Women  of  that  sort  make  bad  wives." 

Paul  pressed  his  old  friend's  hand  and  replied  with  a 
little  fatuous  smile. 

"Don't  be  alarmed. — And  for  the  moment,  what  must 
I  do?" 

"Stand  firm  to  these  conditions;  they  will  consent,  for 
the  bargain  does  not  damage  their  interests.  And  besides, 
all  Madame  Evangelista  wants  is  to  get  her  daughter  mar- 
ried ;  I  have  seen  her  hand ;  do  not  trust  her. ' ' 

Paul  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  where  he  found  the 
widow  talking  in  low  tones  to  Solonet,  just  as  he  had  been 
talking  to  Mathias.  Natalie,  left  out  of  this  mysterious 
conference,  was  playing  with  a  screen.  Somewhat  out  of 
countenance,  she  was  wondering,  "What  absurdity  keeps 
me  from  all  knowledge  of  my  own  concerns?" 

The  younger  lawyer  was  taking  in  the  general  outlines 
and  remote  effects  of  a  stipulation  based  on  the  personal 
pride  of  the  parties  concerned,  into  which  his  client  had 
blindly  rushed.  But  though  Mathias  was  now  nothing  else 
but  a  notary,  Solonet  was  still  to  some  degree  a  man,  and 
carried  some  juvenile  conceit  into  his  dealings.  It  often 
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happens  that  personal  vanity  makes  a  young  lawyer  forget- 
ful of  his  client's  interests.  Under  these  circumstances, 
Maitre  Solonet,  who  would  not  allow  the  widow  to  think 
that  Nestor  was  beating  Achilles,  was  advising  her  to  con- 
clude the  matter  at  once  on  these  lines.  Little  did  he  care 
for  the  ultimate  fulfilment  of  the  contract;  to  him  victory 
meant  the  release  of  Madame  Evangelista  with  an  assured 
income,  and  the  marriage  of  Natalie. 

"All  Bordeaux  will  know  that  you  have  settled  about 
eleven  hundred  thousand  francs  on  your  daughter,  and  that 
you  still  have  twenty  thousand  francs  a  year,'  said  Solo- 
net  in  the  lady's  ear.  "I  had  not  hoped  for  such  a  brilliant 
result." 

"But,"  said  she,  "explain  to  me  why  the  creation  of  an 
entail  should  so  immediately  have  stilled  the  storm. ' ' 

'Distrust  of  you  and  your  daughter.     An  entailed  estate 
is  inalienable:  neither  husband  nor  wife  can  touch  it." 

"That  is  a  positive  insult." 

"Oh,  no.  We  call  that  foresight.  The  good  man  caught 
you  in  a  snare.  If  you  refuse  the  entail,  he  will  say,  'Then 
you  want  to  squander  my  client's  fortune';  whereas,  if  he 
creates  an  entail,  it  is  out  of  all  risk,  just  as  if  the  couple 
were  married  under  the  provisions  of  a  trust." 

Solonet  silenced  his  own  scruples  by  reflecting: 

"These  stipulations  will  only  take  effect  in  the  remote 
future,  and  by  that  time  Madame  Evangelista  will  be  dead 
and  buried." 

She,  for  her  part,  was  satisfied  with  Solonet's  explana- 
tion; she  had  entire  confidence  in  him.  She  was  perfectly 
ignorant  of  the  law;  she  saw  her  daughter  married,  and  that 
was  all  she  asked  for  the  nonce;  she  was  delighted  at  their 
success.  And  so,  as  Mathias  suspected,  neither  Solonet  nor 
Madame  Evangelista  as  yet  understood  the  ful1  extent  of  his 
plan,  which  had  incontrovertible  reasons  to  support  it. 

"Well,  then,  Monsieur  Mathias,"  said  the  widow,  "every- 
thing is  satisfactory." 

"Madame,  if  you  and  Monsieur  le  Comte  agree  to  these 
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conditions,  you  should  exchange  pledges. — It  is  fu/ly  under- 
stood by  you  both,  is  it  not,"  he  went  on,  "that  the  mar- 
riage takes  place  only  on  condition  of  the  creation  of  an 
entail,  including  the  estate  of  Lanstrac  and  the  house  in  the 
Eue  de  la  Pe'piniere,  both  belonging  to  the  intending  hus- 
band, item  eight  hundred  thousand  francs  deducted  in  money 
from  the  portion  of  the  intending  wife  to  be  invested  in 
land?  Forgive  me,  madame,  for  repeating  this;  a  solemn 
and  positive  pledge  is  necessary  in  such  a  case.  The  for- 
mation of  an  entail  requires  many  formalities — it  must  be 
registered  in  Chancery  and  receive  the  royal  signature;  and 
we  ought  to  proceed  at  once  to  the  purchase  of  the  lands,  so 
as  to  include  them  in  the  schedule  of  property  which  the 
royal  patent  renders  inalienable. — In  many  families  a  docu- 
ment would  be  required;  but,  as  between  you,  verbal  con- 
sent will  no  doubt  be  sufficient.  Do  you  both  consent?1* 

44  Yes,"  said  Madame  Evangelista. 

44 Yes,"  said  Paul. 

44 And  how  about  me?"  asked  Natalie,  laughing. 

41  You,  Mademoiselle,  are  a  minor,"  replied  Solonet, 
•'and  that  need  not  distress  youl" 

It  was  then  agreed  that  Maitre  Mathias  should  dravr 
up  the  contract,  and  Maitre  Solonet  audit  the  guardian's 
accounts,  and  that  all  the  papers  should  be  signed,  in  agree- 
ment with  the  law,  a  day  or  two  before  the  wedding. 

After  a  few  civilities  the  lawyers  rose. 

44 It  is  raining,  Mathias;  shall  I  take  you  home?  I  have 
my  cab  here,"  said  Solonet. 

44 My  carriage  is  at  your  service,"  said  Paul,  preparing 
to  accompany  the  good  man. 

4<I  will  not  rob  you  of  a  minute,"  said  the  old  man; 
"I  will  accept  my  friend's  offer." 

44 Well,"  said  Achilles  to  Nestor,  as  the  carriage  rolled 
on  its  way,  "you  have  been  truly  patriarchal.  Those  young 
people  would,  no  doubt,  have  ruined  themselves." 

"I  was  uneasy  about  the  future,"   said  Mathias,   not 
betraying  the  real  motive  of  his  proposal. 
Vol.  0.  BALZAC— D 
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At  this  moment  the  two  lawyers  were  like  two  actors 
who  shake  hands  behind  the  scenes  after  playing  on  the 
stage  a  scene  of  hatred  and  provocation. 

"But  is  it  not  my  business,"  said  Solonet,  who  was 
thinking  of  technicalities,  "to  purchase  the  lands  of  which 
you  speak?  Is  it  not  our  money  that  is  to  be  invested?" 

"How  can  you  include  Mademoiselle  Evangelista's  land 
in  an  entail  created  by  the  Comte  de  Manerville?"  asked 
Mathias. 

"That  difficulty  can  be  settled  in  Chancery,"  said  Solonet. 

"But  I  am  the  seller's  notary  as  well  as  the  buyer's," 
replied  Mathias.  "Besides,  Monsieur  de  Manerville  can 
purchase  in  his  own  name.  When  it  comes  to  paying,  we 
can  state  the  use  of  the  wife's  portion." 

"You  have  an  answer  for  everything,  my  worthy  senior," 
said  Solonet,  laughing.  "You  have  been  grand  this  evening, 
and  you  have  beaten  us. ' ' 

"Well,  for  an  old  fellow  unprepared  for  your  batteries 
loaded  with  grape-shot,  it  was  not  so  bad,  heh  ?" 

"Ah,  hal"  laughed  Solonet. 

The  odious  contest  in  which  the  happiness  of  a  family 
had  been  so  narrowly  risked  was  to  them  no  more  than  a 
matter  of  legal  polemics.  "We  have  not  gone  through  forty 
years  of  chicanery  for  nothing,"  said  Mathias.  "Solonet," 
he  added,  "I  am  a  good-natured  fellow;  you  may  be  present 
at  the  sale  and  purchase  of  the  lands  to  be  added  to  the 
estate." 

"Thank  you,  my  good  friend!  You  will  find  me  at  your 
service  in  case  of  need." 

While  the  two  notaries  were  thus  peaceably  going  on 
their  way,  with  no  emotion  beyond  a  little  dryness  of  the 
throat,  Paul  and  Madame  Evangelista  were  suffering  from 
the  nervous  trepidation,  the  fluttering  about  the  heart,  the 
spasm  of  brain  and  spine,  to  which  persons  of  strong  pas- 
sions are  prone  after  a  scene  when  their  interests  or  their 
feelings  have  been  severely  attacked.  In  Madame  Evan- 
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gelista  theso  mntterings  of  the  dispersing  storm  were  aggra- 
vated by  a  terrible  thought,  a  lurid  gleam  that  needed 
explanation. 

"Has  not  Maitre  Mathias  overthrown  my  six  months* 
labors?"  she  wondered.  "Has  he  not  destroyed  my  influ- 
ence over  Paul  by  filling  him  with  base  suspicions  during 
their  conference  in  the  inner  room?" 

She  stood  in  front  of  the  fireplace,  her  elbow  resting  on 
the  corner  of  the  mantel-piece,  lost  in  thought. 

When  the  outer  gate  closed  behind  the  notary's  carriage, 
she  turned  to  her  son-in-law,  eager  to  settle  her  doubts. 

"This  has  been  the  most  terrible  day  of  my  life,"  cried 
Paul,  really  glad  to  see  the  end  of  all  these  difficulties.  "I 
know  no  tougher  customer  than  old  Mathias.  God  grant 
his  wishes  and  make  me  peer  of  France!  Dear  Natalie,  I 
desire  it  more  for  your  sake  than  for  my  own.  You  are  my 
sole  ambition.  I  live  in  and  for  you." 

On  hearing  these  words  spoken  from  the  heart,  and  espe- 
cially as  she  looked  into  Paul's  clear  eyes,  whose  look  was 
as  free  from  any  concealment  as  his  open  brow,  Madame 
Evangelista's  joy  was  complete.  She  blamed  herself  for  the 
somewhat  sharp  terms  in  which  she  had  tried  to  spur  her 
son-in-law,  and  in  the  triumph  of  success  determined  to  make 
all  smooth  for  the  future.  Her  face  was  calm  again,  and  her 
eyes  expressed  the  sweet  friendliness  that  made  her  so  attrac- 
tive as  she  replied:  "I  may  truly  say  the  same.  And  per- 
haps, my  dear  boy,  my  Spanish  temper  carried  me  further 
than  my  heart  intended.  Be  always  what  you  are — as  good 
as  gold!  And  owe  me  no  grudge  for  a  few  ill-considered 
words.  Give  me  your  hand — " 

Paul  was  overwhelmed ;  he  blamed  himself  in  a  thousand 
things,  and  embraced  Madame  Evangelista. 

"Dear  Paul,"  said  she  with  emotion,  "why  could  not 
those  two  scriveners  arrange  matters  without  us,  since  it 
has  all  come  right  in  the  end?" 

"But  then,"  said  Paul,  "I  should  not  have  known  how 
noble  and  generous  you  could  be." 
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"Well  said,  Paul  I"  cried  Natalie,  taking  his  hand. 

"We  have  several  little  matters  to  settle  yet,  my  dear 
boy,"  said  Madame  Bvangelista.  "My  daughter  and  I  are 
superior  to  the  follies  which  some  people  think  so  much  of. 
For  instance,  Natalie  will  need  no  diamonds — I  give  her 
mine." 

"Oh  I  my  dear  mother,  do  you  suppose  I  should  accept 
them?"  cried  Natalie. 

"Yes,  my  child,  they  are  a  condition  of  the  contract." 

"I  will  not  have  them!  I  will  never  marry  1"  said  Natalie 
vehemently.  "Keep  what  my  father  gave  you  with  so  much 
pleasure.  How  can  Monsieur  Paul  demand — ?" 

"Be  silent,  dear  child,"  said  her  mother,  her  eyes  filling 
with  tears;  "my  ignorance  of  business  requires  far  more  than 
that." 

"What?" 

"I  must  sell  this  house  to  pay  you  what  I  owe  you." 

"What  can  you  owe  to  me,"  said  the  girl — "to  me,  who 
owe  my  life  to  you  ?  Can  I  ever  repay  you,  on  the  contrary  ? 
If  my  marriage  is  to  cost  you  the  smallest  sacrifice,  I  will 
never  marry  1" 

"You  are  but  a  child  I" 

"My  dear  Natalie,"  said  Paul,  "you  must  understand 
that  it  is  neither  I,  nor  you,  nor  your  mother  who  insists  on 
these  sacrifices,  but  the  children — " 

"But  if  I  do  not  marry,"  she  interrupted. 

"Then  you  do  not  love  me  ?"  said  Paul. 

"Come,  silly  child,"  said  her  mother;  "do  you  suppose 
that  a  marriage  contract  is  a  house  of  cards  to  be  blown  down 
at  your  pleasure  ?  Poor  ignorant  darling,  you  do  not  know 
what  trouble  we  have  been  at  to  create  an  entailed  estate  for 
your  eldest  son.  Do  not  throw  us  back  into  the  troubles  we 
have  escaped  from." 

"But  why  ruin  my  mother?"  said  Natalie  to  Paul. 

"Why  are  you  so  rich?"  he  said,  with  a  smile. 

"Do  not  discuss  the  matter  too  far,  my  children;  you  are 
not  married  yet,"  said  Madame  Evangelista.  "Paul,"  she 
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vent  on,  "Watalie  needs  no  wedding  gifts,  no  jewels,  no 
trousseau;  she  has  everything  in  prof usion.  Save  the  money 
you  would  have  spent  in  presents  to  secure  to  yourselves 
some  permanent  home  luxuries.  There  is  nothing  to  my 
mind  so  foolishly  vulgar  as  the  expenditure  of  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  in  a  corbeille,1  of  which  nothing  is  left  at  last 
but  an  old  white  satin-covered  trunk.  Five  thousand  franca 
a  year,  on  the  other  hand,  as  pin-money,  save  a  young  wife 
many  small  cares,  and  are  hers  for  life.  And  indeed  you 
will  want  the  money  of  the  corbeille  to  refurnish  your  house 
in  Paris  this  winter.  We  will  come  back  to  Lanstrac  in  the 
spring;  Solonet  will  have  settled  all  our  affairs  in  the  course 
of  the  winter.*' 

"Then  all  is  well,"  said  Paul,  at  the  height  of  happiness. 

"And  I  shall  see  Paris  I"  cried  Natalie,  in  a  tone  that 
might  indeed  have  alarmed  a  de  Marsay. 

"If  that  is  quite  settled,  I  will  write  to  de  Marsay  to 
secure  a  box  for  the  winter  season  at  the  Italian  opera." 

"You  are  most  nicel  I  dared  not  ask  it  of  you,"  said 
Natalie.  "Marriage  is  a  delightful  institution  if  it  gives 
husbands  the  power  of  guessing  their  wives'  wishes." 

"That  is  precisely  what  it  is,"  said  Paul.  "But  it  is  mid- 
night—I must  go." 

"Why  so  early  this  evening  ?"  said  Madame  Evangelista, 
who  was  lavish  of  the  attentions  to  which  men  are  so  keenly 
alive. 

Though  the  whole  business  had  been  conducted  on  terms 
of  the  most  refined  politeness,  the  effect  of  this  clashing  of 
interests  had  sown  a  germ  of  distrust  and  hostility  between 
the  lady  and  her  son-in-law,  ready  to  develop  at  the  first 
spark  of  anger,  or  under  the  heat  of  a  too  strong  display  of 
feeling. 

In  most  families  the  question  of  settlements  and  allow- 
ances under  the  marriage  contract  is  prone  to  give  rise  to 


1  The  bridegroom's  presents  of  lace,  jewels,  and  apparel  constitute  the 
corbeille. 
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these  primitive  conflicts,  stirred  up  by  wounded  pride  or 
injured  feelings,  by  some  reluctance  to  make  any  sacrifice, 
or  the  desire  to  minimize  it.  When  a  difficulty  arises,  must 
there  not  be  a  conqueror  and  a  conquered  ?  The  parents 
of  the  plighted  couple  try  to  bring  the  affair  to  a  happy 
issue;  in  their  eyes  it  is  a  purely  commercial  transaction, 
allowing  all  the  tricks,  the  profits,  and  the  deceptions  of 
trade.  As  a  rule,  the  husband  only  is  initiated  into  the 
secret  of  the  transaction,  and  the  young  wife  remains,  as  did 
Natalie,  ignorant  of  the  stipulations  which  make  her  rich 
or  poor. 

Paul,  as  he  went  home,  reflected  that,  thanks  to  his  law- 
yer's ingenuity,  his  fortune  was  almost  certainly  secured 
against  ruin.  If  Madame  Evangelista  lived  with  her  daugh- 
ter, the  household  would  have  more  than  a  hundred  thou- 
sand francs  a  year  for  ordinary  expenses.  Thus  his  hopes 
of  a  happy  life  would  be  realized. 

"My  mother-in-law  seems  to  me  a  very  good  sort  of 
woman,"  he  reflected,  still  under  the  influence  of  the  wheed- 
ling ways  by  which  Madame  Evangelista  had  succeeded  in 
dissipating  the  clouds  raised  by  the  discussion.  "Mathias 
is  mistaken.  These  lawyers  are  strange  beings;  they  poison 
everything.  The  mischief  was  made  by  that  contentious 
iittle  Solonet,  who  wanted  to  be  clever." 

While  Paul,  as  he  went  to  bed,  was  recapitulating  the 
advantages  he  had  won  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  Madame 
Evangelista  was  no  less  confident  of  having  gained  the 
victory. 

"Well,  darling  mother,  are  you  satisfied?"  said  Natalie, 
following  her  mother  into  her  bedroom. 

"Yes,  my  love,  everything  has  succeeded  as  I  wished, 
and  I  feel  a  weight  taken  off  my  shoulders,  which  crushed 
me  this  morning.  Paul  is  really  an  excellent  fellow.  Dear 
boy  1  Yes,  we  can  certainly  give  him  a  delightful  life.  You 
will  make  him  happy,  and  I  will  take  care  of  his  political 
prospects.  The  Spanish  ambassador  is  an  old  friend  of 
mine.  I  will  renew  my  acquaintance  with  him  and  with 
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everal  other  persons.  We  shall  soon  be  in  the  heart  of 
politics,  and  all  will  be  well  with  us.  The  pleasure  for  you, 
dear  children;  for  me  the  later  occupations  of  life — the  game 
of  ambition. 

"Do  not  be  alarmed  at  my  selling  this  house;  do  you  sup- 
pose we  should  ever  return  to  Bordeaux?  To  Lanstrac — 
yes.  But  we  shall  spend  every  winter  in  Paris,  where  our 
true  interests  now  lie. — Well,  Natalie,  was  what  I  asked  you 
so  difficult  to  do?" 

"My  dear  mother,  I  was  ashamed  at  moments." 

"Solonet  advises  me  to  buy  an  annuity  with  the  price  of 
the  house,"  said  Madame  Evangelista,  "but  I  must  make 
some  other  arrangement.  I  will  not  deprive  you  of  one  sou 
of  my  capital." 

"You  were  all  very  angry,  I  saw,"  said  Natalie.  "How- 
was  the  storm  appeased  ? ' ' 

"By  the  offer  of  my  diamonds,"  replied  her  mother. 
"Solonet  was  in  the  right.  How  cleverly  he  managed  the 
business!  But  fetch  my  jewel-box,  Natalie.  I  never  seri- 
ously inquired  what  those  diamonds  were  worth.  When 
I  said  a  hundred  thousand  francs,  it  was  absurd.  Did  not 
Madame  de  Gyas  declare  that  the  necklace  and  earrings  your 
father  gave  me  on  the  day  of  our  wedding  were  alone  worth 
as  much  ?  My  poor  husband  was  so  lavish! — And  then  the 
family  diamond  given  by  Philip  II.  to  the  Duke  of  Alva, 
and  left  to  me  by  my  aunt — the  Discrete — was,  I  believe, 
valued  then  at  four  thousand  quadruples." 

Natalie  brought  out  and  laid  on  her  mother's  dressing- 
table  pearl  necklaces,  sets  of  jewels,  gold  bracelets,  gems  of 
every  kind,  piling  them  up  with  the  inexpressible  satisfaction 
that  rejoices  the  heart  of  some  women  at  the  sight  of  these 
valuables,  with  which,  according  to  the  Talmud,  the  fallen 
angels  tempted  the  daughters  of  men,  bringing  up  from  the 
bowels  of  the  earth  these  blossoms  of  celestial  fires. 

"Certainly,"  said  Madame  Evangelista,  "although  I  know 
nothing  of  precious  stones  but  how  to  accept  them  and  wear 
them,  it  seems  to  me  that  these  must  be  worth  a  great  deal 
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of  money.  And  then,  if  we  all  live  together,  I  can  sell  my 
plate,  which  is  worth  thirty  thousand  francs  at  the  mere 
value  of  the  silver.  I  remember  when  we  brought  it  from 
Lima  that  was  the  valuation  at  the  Custom  House  here. — 
Solonet  is  right.  I  will  send  for  Elie  Magus.  The  Jew  will 
tell  me  the  value  of  these  stones.  I  may  perhaps  escape 
sinking  the  rest  of  my  capital  in  an  annuity." 

"What  a  beautiful  string  of  pearls!"  said  Natalie. 

"I  hope  he  will  give  you  that  if  he  loves  you.  Indeed, 
he  ought  to  have  all  the  stones  reset  and  make  them  a  pres- 
ent to  you.  The  diamonds  are  yours  by  settlement. — Well, 
good-night,  my  darling.  After  such  a  fatiguing  day,  we 
both  need  sleep." 

The  woman  of  fashion,  the  Creole,  the  fine  lady,  incapa- 
ble of  understanding  the  conditions  of  a  contract  that  was 
not  yet  drawn  up,  fell  asleep  in  full  content  at  seeing  her 
daughter  the  wife  of  a  man  she  could  so  easily  manage,  who 
would  leave  them  to  be  on  equal  terms  the  mistresses  of  his 
house,  and  whose  fortune,  combined  with  their  own,  would 
allow  of  their  living  in  the  way  to  which  they  were  accus- 
tomed. Even  after  paying  up  her  daughter,  for  whose  whole 
fortune  she  was  to  receive  a  discharge,  Madame  Evangelista 
would  still  have  enough  to  live  upon. 

"How  absurd  I  was  to  be  so  worried  I"  said  she  to  her- 
self. "I  wish  the  marriage  was  over  and  done  with." 

So  Madame  Evangelista,  Paul,  Natalie,  and  the  two  law- 
yers were  all  delighted  with  the  results  of  this  first  meeting. 
The  "Te  Deum"  was  sung  in  both  camps — a  perilous  state 
of  things  1  The  moment  must  come  when  the  vanquished 
would  no  longer  be  deluded.  To  Madame  Evangelista  her 
son-in-law  was  conquered. 

Next  morning  Elie  Magus  came  to  the  widow's  house, 
supposing,  from  the  rumors  current  as  to  Mademoiselle 
Natalie's  approaching  marriage  to  Count  Paul,  that  they 
wanted  to  purchase  diamonds.  What,  then,  was  his  surprise 
on  learning  that  he  was  wanted  to  make  a  more  or  less  official 
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valuation  of  the  mother-in-law's  jewels.  The  Jewish  instinct, 
added  to  a  few  insidious  questions,  led  him  to  conclude  that 
the  value  was  to  be  included  in  the  property  under  the  mar- 
riage contract. 

As  the  stones  were  not  for  sale,  he  priced  them  as  a  mer- 
chant selling  to  a  private  purchaser.  Experts  alone  know 
Indian  diamonds  from  those  of  Brazil.  The  stones  from 
Golconda  and  Vizapur  are  distinguishable  by  a  whiteness 
and  clear  brilliancy  which  the  others  have  not,  their  hue 
being  yellower,  and  this  depreciates  their  selling  value. 
Madame  Evangelista's  necklace  and  earrings,  being  entirely 
composed  of  Asiatic  stones,  was  valued  by  Elie  Magus  at 
two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs.  As  to  the  Discrete, 
it  was,  he  said,  one  of  the  finest  diamonds  extant  in  private 
hands,  and  was  worth  a  hundred  thousand  francs. 

On  hearing  these  figures,  which  showed  her  how  liberal 
her  husband  had  been,  Madame  Evangelista  asked  whether 
she  could  have  that  sum  at  once. 

"If  you  wish  to  sell  them,  Madame,"  said  the  Jew,  "I 
can  only  give  you  seventy  thousand  francs  for  the  single 
stone,  and  a  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  for  the  necklace 
and  earrings." 

"And  why  such  a  reduction?"  asked  Madame  Evange- 
lista in  surprise. 

"Madame,"  said  he,  "the  finer  the  jewels,  the  longer  we 
have  to  keep  them.  The  opportunities  for  sale  are  rare  in 
proportion  to  the  greater  value  of  the  diamonds.  As  the 
dealer  cannot  lose  the  interest  on  his  money,  the  recoupment 
for  that  interest,  added  to  the  risks  of  rise  and  fall  in  the 
market,  accounts  for  the  difference  between  the  selling  and 
purchasing  value. — For  twenty  years  you  have  been  losing 
the  interest  of  three  hundred  thousand  francs.  If  you  have 
worn  your  diamonds  ten  times  a  year,  it  has  cost  you  a  thou- 
sand crowns  each  time.  How  many  handsome  dresses  you 
might  have  had  for  a  thousand  crowns!  Persons  who  keep 
their  diamonds  are  fools;  however,  happily  for  us,  ladies  do 
not  understand  these  calculations." 
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UI  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  having  explained  them  to 
me;  I  will  profit  by  the  lesson." 

"Then  you  want  to  sell  ?"  cried  the  Jew  eagerly. 

"What  are  the  rest  worth?"  said  Madame  Evangelista. 

The  Jew  examined  the  gold  of  the  settings,  held  the 
pearls  to  the  light,  turned  over  the  rubies,  the  tiaras, 
brooches,  bracelets,  clasps,  and  chains,  and  mumbled  out: 

"There  are  several  Portuguese  diamonds  brought  from 
Brazil.  I  cannot  give  more  than  a  hundred  thousand  francs 
for  the  lot.  But  sold  to  a  customer,"  he  added,  "they  would 
fetch  more  than  fifty  thousand  crowns." 

"We  will  keep  them,"  said  the  lady. 

"You  are  wrong,"  replied  Elie  Magus.  "With  the  in- 
come of  the  sum  now  sunk  in  them,  in  five  years  you  could 
buy  others  just  as  fine,  and  still  have  the  capital." 

This  rather  singular  interview  was  soon  known,  and  con- 
firmed the  rumors  to  which  the  discussion  of  the  contract 
had  given  rise.  In  a  provincial  town  everything  is  known. 
The  servants  of  the  house,  having  heard  loud  voices,  sup- 
posed the  dispute  to  have  been  warmer  than  it  was;  their 
gossip  with  other  folks'  servants  spread  far  and  wide,  and 
from  the  lower  depths  came  up  to  the  masters.  The  atten- 
tion of  the  upper  and  citizen  circles  was  concentrated  on  the 
marriage  of  two  persons  of  equal  wealth.  Everybody,  great 
and  small,  talked  the  matter  over,  and  within  a  week  the 
strangest  reports  were  afloat  in  Bordeaux. — Madame  Evan- 
gelista was  selling  her  house,  so  she  must  be  ruined. — She 
had  offered  her  diamonds  to  Elie  Magus. — Nothing  was  yet 
final  between  her  and  the  Comte  de  Manerville. — Would  the 
marriage  ever  come  off?  Some  said,  Yes;  others  said,  No. 
The  two  lawyers,  on  being  questioned,  denied  these  calum- 
nies, and  said  that  the  difficulties  were  purely  technical, 
arising  from  the  formalities  of  creating  an  entail. 

But  when  public  opinion  has  rushed  down  an  incline, 
it  is  very  difficult  to  get  it  up  again.  Though  Paul  went 
every  day  to  Madame  Evangelista's,  and  in  spite  of  the  as- 
sertions of  the  two  notaries,  the  insinuated  slander  held  its 
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own.  Several  young  ladies,  and  their  mothers  or  their 
aunts,  aggrieved  by  a  match  of  which  they  or  their  fam- 
ilies had  dreamed  for  themselves,  could  no  more  forgive 
Madame  Evangelista  for  her  good  lack  than  an  author 
forgives  his  friend  for  a  success.  Some  were  only  too 
glad  to  be  avenged  for  the  twenty  years  of  luxury  and 
splendor  by  which  the  Spaniards  had  crushed  their  vani- 
ties. A  bigwig  at  the  Prefecture  declared  that  the  two 
notaries  and  the  two  parties  concerned  could  say  no  more, 
nor  behave  otherwise,  if  the  rupture  were  complete.  The 
time  it  took  to  settle  the  entail  confirmed  the  suspicions  of 
the  citizens  of  Bordeaux. 

"They  will  sit  by  the  chimney-corner  all  the  winter; 
then,  in  the  spring,  they  will  go  to  some  watering-place; 
and  in  the  course  of  the  year  we  shall  hear  that  the  match 
is  broken  off." 

"You  will  see,"  said  one  set,  "in  order  to  save  the  credit 
of  both  parties,  the  obstacles  will  not  have  arisen  on  either 
side ;  there  will  be  some  demur  in  Chancery,  some  hitch  dis- 
covered by  the  lawyers  to  hinder  the  entail." 

"Madame  Evangelista,"  said  the  others,  "has  been  living 
at  a  rate  that  would  have  exhausted  the  mines  of  Valenciana. 
Then,  when  pay-day  came  round  there  was  nothing  to  be 
found." 

What  a  capital  opportunity  for  calculating  the  handsome 
widow's  expenditure,  so  as  to  prove  her  ruin  to  a  demon- 
stration! Eumor  ran  so  high  that  bets  were  laid  for  and 
against  the  marriage.  And,  in  accordance  with  the  ac- 
cepted rules  of  society,  this  tittle-tattle  remained  unknown 
to  the  interested  parties.  No  one  was  sufficiently  inimical 
to  Paul  or  Madame  Evangelista  to  attack  them  on  the 
subject. 

Paul  had  some  business  at  Lanstrac  and  took  advantage 
of  it  to  make  up  a  shooting-party,  inviting  some  of  the 
young  men  of  the  town  as  a  sort  of  farewell  to  his  bach- 
elor life.  This  shooting-party  was  regarded  by  society  as 
a  flagrant  confirmation  of  its  suspicions. 


84  BALZAC  *S    WORKS 

At  this  juncture  Madame  de  Gyas,  who  had  a  daughter 
to  marry,  thought  it  well  to  sound  her  way,  and  to  rejoice 
sadly  over  the  checkmate  offered  to  Madame  Evangelista. 
Natalie  and  her  mother  were  not  a  little  astonished  to  see 
the  Marquise's  badly-assumed  distress,  and  asked  her  if 
anything  had  annoyed  her. 

"Why,':  said  she,  "can  you  be  ignorant  of  the  reports 
current  in  Bordeaux  ?  Though  I  feel  sure  that  they  are 
false,  I  have  come  to  ascertain  the  truth  and  put  a  stop  to 
them,  at  any  rate  in  my  own  circle  of  friends.  To  be  the 
dupe  or  the  accomplice  of  such  a  misapprehension  is  to  be 
in  a  false  position,  which  no  true  friend  can  endure  to  re- 
main in." 

"But  what  in  the  world  is  happening?"  asked  the 
mother  and  daughter. 

Madame  de  Gyas  then  had  the  pleasure  of  repeating 
everybody's  comments,  not  sparing  her  intimate  friends  a 
single  dagger-thrust.  Natalie  and  her  mother  looked  at 
each  other  and  laughed;  but  they  quite  understood  the 
purpose  and  motives  of  their  friend's  revelation.  The 
Spanish  lady  revenged  herself  much  as  Ce*lim&ne  did  on 
Arsinoe'. 

"My  dear — you  who  know  what  provincial  life  is — you 
must  know  of  what  a  mother  is  capable  when  she  has  a 
daughter  on  her  hands  who"  does  not  marry,  for  lack  of 
a  fortune  and  a  lover,  of  beauty  and  talent — for  lack  of 
everything  sometimes! — She  would  rob  a  diligence,  she 
would  commit  murder,  waylay  a  man  at  a  street  corner, 
and  give  herself  away  a  hundred  times,  if  she  were  worth 
giving.  There  are  plenty  such  in  Bordeaux,  who  are 
ready,  no  doubt,  to  attribute  to  us  their  thoughts  and 
actions. — Naturalists  have  described  the  manners  and  cus- 
toms of  many  fierce  animals,  but  they  have  overlooked  the 
mother  and  daughter  in  quest  of  a  husband.  They  are 
hyenas  who,  as  the  Psalmist  has  it,  seek  whom  they  may 
devour,  and  who  add  to  the  nature  of  the  wild  beast  the 
intelligence  of  man  and  the  genius  of  woman. 
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"That  such  little  Bordeaux  spiders  as  Mademoiselle  de 
Belor,  Mademoiselle  de  Trans,  and  their  like,  who  have 
spread  their  nets  for  so  long  without  seeing  a  fly,  or  hear- 
ing  the  least  hum  of  wings  near  them — that  they  should  be 
furious  I  understand,  and  I  forgive  them  their  venomous 
tattle.  But  that  you,  who  have  a  title  and  money,  who  are 
not  in  the  least  provincial,  who  have  a  clever  and  accom- 
plished daughter,  pretty  and  free  to  pick  and  choose — that 
you,  so  far  above  everybody  here  by  your  Parisian  ele- 
gance, should  have  taken  such  a  tone,  is  really  a  matter  of 
astonishment.  Am  I  expected  to  account  to  the  public  for 
the  matrimonial  stipulations  which  our  men  of  business  have 
considered  necessary  under  the  political  conditions  which  will 
govern  my  son-in  law's  existence?  Is  the  mania  for  public 
discussion  to  invade  the  privacy  of  family  life  ?  Ought  I  to 
have  invited  the  fathers  and  mothers  of  your  province,  un- 
der sealed  covers,  to  come  and  vote  on  the  articles  of  our 
marriage  contract  ? ' ' 

A  torrent  of  epigrams  was  poured  out  on  Bordeaux. 

Madame  Evangelista  was  about  to  leave  the  town;  she 
could  afiord  to  criticise  her  friends  and  enemies,  to  carica- 
ture them,  and  lash  them  at  will,  having  nothing  to  fear 
from  them.  So  she  gave  vent  to  all  the  remarks  she  had 
stored  up,  the  revenges  she  had  postponed,  and  her  sur- 
prise that  any  one  should  deny  the  existence  of  the  sun  at 
noonday. 

"Really,  my  dear,"  said  the  Marquise  de  Gyas,  "Mon- 
sieur de  Manerville's  visit  to  Lanstrac,  these  parties  to 
young  men — under  such  circumstances — " 

"Really,  my  dear,"  retorted  the  fine  lady,  interrupting 
ner,  "can  you  suppose  that  we  care  for  the  trumpery  pro- 
prieties of  a  middle-class  marriage?  Am  I  to  keep  Count 
Paul  in  leading-strings,  as  if  he  would  run  away  ?  Do  you 
think  he  needs  watching  by  the  police  7  Need  we  fear  his 
being  spirited  away  by  some  Bordeaux  conspiracy?" 

"Believe  me,  my  dear  friend,  you  give  me  infinite 
pleasure — " 
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The  Marquise  was  cut  short  in  her  speech  by  the  man- 
servant announcing  Paul.  Like  all  lovers,  Paul  hud 
thought  it  delightful  to  ride  eight  leagues  in  order  to 
spend  an  hour  with  Natalie.  He  had  left  his  friends  to 
their  sport,  and  came  in,  booted  and  spurred,  his  whip  in 
his  hand. 

"Dear  Paul,"  said  Natalie,  "you  have  no  idea  how  ef- 
fectually you  are  answering  Madame  at  this  moment." 

When  Paul,  heard  the  calumnies  that  were  rife  in  Bor- 
deaux, he  laughed  instead  of  being  angry. 

"The  good  people  have  heard,  no  doubt,  that  there  will 
be  none  of  the  gay  and  uproarious  doings  usual  in  the  coun- 
try, no  midday  ceremony  in  church,  and  they  are  furious. — 
Well,  dear  mother,"  said  he,  kissing  Madame  Evangelista's 
hand,  "we  will  fling  a  ball  at  their  heads  on  the  day  when 
the  contract  is  signed,  as  a  fe*te  is  thrown  to  the  mob  in  the 
square  of  the  Champs  Etysees,  and  give  our  good  friends 
the  painful  pleasure  of  such  a  signing  as  is  rarely  seen  in  a 
provincial  cityl" 

This  incident  was  of  great  importance.  Madame  Evan- 
gelista  invited  all  Bordeaux  on  the  occasion,  and  expressed 
her  intention  of  displaying  in  this  final  entertainment  a  mag- 
nificence that  should  give  the  lie  unmistakably  to  silly  and 
false  reports.  She  was  thus  solemnly  pledged  to  the  world 
to  carry  through  this  marriage. 

The  preparations  for  this  ball  went  on  for  forty  days,  and 
it  was  known  as  the  "evening  of  the  camellias,"  there  were 
such  immense  numbers  of  these  flowers  on  the  stairs,  in  the 
anteroom,  and  in  the  great  supper-room.  The  time  agreed 
with  the  necessary  delay  for  the  preliminary  formalities  of 
the  marriage,  and  the  steps  taken  in  Paris  for  the  settle- 
ment of  the  entail.  The  lands  adjoining  Lanstrac  were 
purchased,  the  banns  were  published,  and  doubts  were  dis- 
pelled. Friends  and  foes  had  nothing  left  to  think  about 
but  the  preparation  of  their  dresses  for  the  great  oc- 
casion, 
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The  time  taken  up  by  these  details  overlaid  the  difficul- 
ties raised  at  the  first  meeting,  and  carried  away  into  ob- 
livion the  words  and  retorts  of  the  stormy  altercation  that 
had  arisen  over  the  question  of  the  settlements.  Neither 
Paul  nor  his  mother-in-law  thought  any  more  of  the  matter. 
Was  it  not,  as  Madame  Evangelista  had  said,  the  lawyers' 
business  ?  But  who  is  there  that  has  not  known,  in  the  rush 
of  a  busy  phase  of  life,  what  it  is  to  be  suddenly  startled  by 
the  voice  of  memory,  speaking  too  late,  and  recalling  some 
important  fact,  some  imminent  danger  ? 

On  the  morning  of  the  day  when  the  contract  was  to  be 
signed,  one  of  these  will-o'-the-wisps  of  the  brain  flashed 
upon  Madame  Evangelista  between  sleeping  and  waking. 
The  phrase  spoken  by  herself  at  the  moment  when  Mathias 
agreed  to  Solonet's  proposal  was,  as  it  were,  shouted  in  her 
ear:  Questa  coda  non  &  dl  questo  gatto.  In  spite  of  her  igno- 
rance of  business,  Madame  Evangelista  said  to  herself,  "If 
that  sharp  old  lawyer  is  satisfied,  it  is  at  the  expense  of 
one  or  other  of  the  parties."  And  the  damaged  interest 
was  certainly  not  on  Paul's  side,  as  she  had  hoped.  Was 
it  her  daughter's  fortune,  then,  that  was  to  pay  the  costs 
of  the  war  ?  She  resolved  to  make  full  inquiries  as  to  tho 
tenor  of  the  bargain,  though  she  did  not  consider  what  she 
could  do  in  the  event  of  finding  her  own  interests  too  seri- 
ously compromised. 

The  events  of  this  day  had  so  serious  an  influence  on 
Paul's  married  life,  that  it  is  necessary  to  give  some  ac- 
count of  the  external  details  which  have  their  effect  on 
every  mind. 

As  the  house  was  forthwith  to  be  sold,  the  Comte  de 
Manerville's  mother-in-law  had  hesitated  at  no  expense. 
The  forecourt  was  gravelled,  covered  in  with  a  tent,  and 
filled  with  shrubs,  though  it  was  winter.  The  camellias, 
which  were  talked  of  from  Dax  to  Angouleme,  decked  tho 
stairs  and  vestibules.  A  wall  had  been  removed  to  enlarge 
the  supper-room  and  ballroom.  Bordeaux,  splendid  with 
the  luxury  of  many  a  colonial  fortune,  eagerly  anticipated 
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a  fairy  scene.  By  eight  o'clock,  when  the  business  was 
drawing  to  a  close,  the  populace,  curious  to  see  the  ladies' 
dresses,  formed  a  hedge  on  each  side  of  the  gateway. 
Thus  the  heady  atmosphere  of  a  great  festivity  excited  all 
concerned  at  the  moment  of  signing  the  contract.  At  the 
very  crisis  the  little  lamps  fixed  on  yew-trees  were  already 
lighted,  and  the  rumbling  of  the  first  carriages  came  up 
from  the  forecourt. 

The  two  lawyers  had  dined  with  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom and  the  mother-in-law.  Mathias's  head-clerk,  who 
was  to  see  the  contract  signed  by  certain  of  the  guests  in 
the  course  of  the  evening,  and  to  take  care  that  it  was  not 
read,  was  also  one  of  the  party. 

The  reader  will  rack  his  memory  in  vain — no  dress,  no 
woman  was  ever  to  compare  with  Natalie's  beauty  in  her 
satin  and  lace,  her  hair  beautifully  dressed  in  a  mass  of 
curls  falling  about  her  neck;  she  was  like  a  flower  in  its 
natural  setting  of  foliage. 

Madame  Evangelista,  in  a  cherry-colored  velvet,  cleverly 
designed  to  set  off  the  brilliancy  of  her  eyes,  her  complex- 
ion, and  her  hair,  with  all  the  beauty  of  a  woman  of  forty, 
wore  her  pearl  necklace  clasped  with  the  famous  Discrete, 
to  give  the  lie  to  slander. 

Fully  to  understand  the  scene,  it  is  necessary  to  remark 
that  Paul  and  Natalie  sat  by  the  fire  on  a  little  sofa,  and 
never  listened  to  one  word  of  the  guardian's  accounts.  One 
as  much  a  child  as  the  other,  botn  equally  happy,  he  in  his 
hopes,  she  in  her  expectant  curiosity,  seeing  life  one  calm 
blue  heaven,  rich,  young,  and  in  love,  they  never  ceased 
whispering  in  each  other's  ear.  Paul,  already  regarding  his 
passion  as  legalized,  amused  himself  with  kissing  the  tips 
of  Natalie's  fingers,  or  just  touching  her  snowy  shoulders 
or  her  hair,  hiding  the  raptures  of  these  illicit  joys  from 
every  eye.  Natalie  was  playing  with  a  screen  of  peacock 
feathers,  a  gift  from  Paul — a  luckless  omen  in  love,  if  we 
may  accept  the  superstitious  belief  of  some  countries,  us 
fatal  as  that  of  scissors,  or  any  other  cutting  instrument, 
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which  is  baaed,  no  doubt,  on  some  association  with  the 
mythological  Fates. 

Madame  Evangelista,  sitting  by  the  notaries,  paid  the 
closest  attention  to  the  reading  of  the  two  documents.  After 
hearing  the  schedule  of  her  accounts,  very  learnedly  drawn 
out  by  Solonet,  which  showed  a  reduction  of  the  three  mil- 
lions and  some  hundred  thousand  francs  left  by  Monsieur 
Evangelista,  to  the  famous  eleven  hundred  and  fifty-six 
thousand  francs  constituting  Natalie's  portion,  she  called 
out  to  the  young  couple: 

"Come,  listen,  children;  this  is  your  marriage  con- 
fa-act." 

The  clerk  drank  a  glass  of  sugared  water;  Solonet  and 
Mathias  blew  their  noses;  Paul  and  Natalie  looked  at  the 
four  personages,  listened  to  the  preamble,  and  then  began 
to  talk  together  again.  The  statements  of  revenues;  the 
settlement  of  the  whole  estate  on  either  party  in  the  event 
of  the  other's  death  without  issue;  the  bequest,  according 
to  law,  of  one-quarter  of  the  whole  property  absolutely  to 
the  wife,  and  of  the  interest  of  one-quarter  more,  however 
many  children  should  survive;  the  schedule  of  the  property 
held  in  common;  the  gift  of  the  diamonds  on  the  wife's  part, 
and  of  the  books  and  horses  on  the  husband's — all  passed 
without  remark.  Then  came  the  settlement  for  the  entail. 
And  when  everything  had  been  read,  and  there  was  nothing 
to  be  done  but  to  sign,  Madame  Evangelista  asked  what 
would  be  the  effect  of  the  entail. 

v  The  entailed  estate,  Madame,  is  inalienable;  it  is  prop- 
erty separated  from  the  general  estate  of  the  married  pair, 
and  reserved  for  the  eldest  son  of  the  house  from  generation 
to  generation,  without  his  being  thereby  deprived  of  his 
share  of  the  rest  of  the  property." 

"And  what  are  the  consequences  to  my  daughter?"  sho 
asked.  Maitre  Mathias,  incapable  of  disguising  the  truth, 
made  reply: 

"Madame,  the  entail  being  an  inheritance  derived  from 
both  fortunes,  if  the  wife  should  be  the  first  to  die,  and 
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leaves  one  or  several  children,  one  of  them  a  boy,  Monsieur 
le  Comte  de  Manerville  will  account  to  them  for  no  more 
than  three  hundred  and  fifty-six  thousand  francs,  from 
which  he  will  deduct  his  one  absolute  fourth,  and  the 
fourth  part  of  the  interest  of  the  residue.  Thus  their 
claim  on  him  is  reduced  to  about  a  hundred  and  sixty 
thousand  francs  independently  of  his  share  of  profits  on 
the  common  stock,  the  sums  he  could  claim,  etc.  In  the 
contrary  case,  if  he  should  die  first,  leaving  a  son  or  sons, 
Madame  de  Manerville  would  be  entitled  to  no  more  than 
three  hundred  and  fifty-six  thousand  francs,  to  her  share 
of  all  of  Monsieur  de  Manerville's  estate  that  is  not  included 
in  the  entail,  to  the  restitution  of  her  diamonds,  and  her 
portion  of  the  common  stock." 

The  results  of  Maitre  Mathias's  profound  policy  were 
now  amply  evident. 

"My  daughter  is  ruined,"  said  Madame  Evangelista  in 
a  low  voice. 

The  lawyers  both  heard  her  exclamation. 

"Is  it  ruin,"  said  Maitre  Mathias  in  an  undertone,  "to 
establish  an  indestructible  fortune  for  her  family  in  the 
future?" 

As  he  saw  the  expression  of  his  client's  face,  the  younger 
notary  thought  it  necessary  to  state  the  sum  of  the  disaster 
in  figures. 

"We  wanted  to  get  three  hundred  thousand  francs  out 
of  them,  and  they  have  evidently  succeeded  in  getting  eight 
hundred  thousand  out  of  us;  the  balance  to  their  advantage 
on  the  contract  is  a  loss  of  four  hundred  thousand  francs  to 
us  for  the  benefit  of  the  children. — We  must  break  it  off  or 
go  on,"  he  added  to  Madame  Evangelista. 

No  words  could  describe  the  silence,  though  brief,  that 
ensued.  Mathias  triumphantly  awaited  the  signature  of  the 
two  persons  who  had  hoped  to  plunder  his  client.  Natalie, 
incapable  of  understanding  that  she  was  bereft  of  half  of  her 
fortune,  and  Paul,  not  knowing  that  the  house  of  Manerville 
was  acquiring  it,  sat  laughing  and  talking  as  before.  So- 
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lonet  and  Madame  Evangelists  looked  at  each  other,  he 
concealing  his  indifference,  she  disguising  a  myriad  angry 
feelings. 

After  suffering  from  terrible  remorse,  and  regarding  Paul 
as  the  cause  of  her  dishonesty,  the  widow  had  made  up  her 
mind  to  certain  discreditable  manoeuvres  to  cast  the  blun- 
ders of  her  guardianship  on  his  shoulders,  making  him  her 
victim.  And  now,  in  an  instant,  she  had  discovered  that, 
instead  of  triumphing,  she  was  overthrown,  and  that  the 
real  victim  was  her  daughter.  Thus  guilty  to  no  purpose, 
she  was  the  dupe  of  an  honest  old  man,  whose  esteem  she 
had  doubtless  sacrificed.  Was  it  not  her  own  secret  conduct 
that  had  inspired  the  stipulations  insisted  on  by  Mathias  ? 

Hideous  thought  I     Mathias  had,  doubtless,  told  Paul. 

If  he  had  not  yet  spoken,  as  soon  as  the  contract  should 
be  signed  that  old  wolf  would  warn  his  client  of  the  dangers 
he  had  run  and  escaped,  if  it  were  only  to  gather  the  praises 
to  which  everybody  is  open.  Would  he  not  put  him  on  his 
guard  against  a  woman  so  astute  as  to  have  joined  such  an 
ignoble  conspiracy?  Would  he  not  undermine  the  influence 
she  had  acquired  over  her  son-in-law  ?  And  weak  natures, 
once  warned,  turn  obstinate,  and  never  reconsider  the  cir- 
cumstances. 

So  all  was  lost! 

On  the  day  when  the  discussion  was  opened,  she  had 
trusted  to  Paul's  feebleness  and  the  impossibility  of  his 
retreating  after  advancing  so  far.  And  now  it  was  she 
who  had  tied  her  own  hands.  Paul,  three  months  since, 
would  not  have  had  many  obstacles  to  surmount  to  break 
off  the  marriage;  now,  all  Bordeaux  knew  that  the  lawyers 
had,  two  months  ago,  smoothed  away  every  difficulty.  The 
banns  were  published;  the  wedding  was  fixed  for  the  nexk 
day  but  one.  The  friends  of  both  families,  all  the  town 
were  arriving,  dressed  for  the  ball — how  could  she  announce 
a  postponement?  The  cause  of  the  rupture  would  become 
known,  the  unblemished  honesty  of  Maitre  Mathias  would 
gain  credence,  his  story  would  be  believed  in  preference  to 
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hers.  The  laugh  would  be  against  the  Evangelistas,  of 
whom  so  many  were  envious.  She  must  yield! 

These  painfully  accurate  reflections  fell  on  Madame 
Evangelista  like  a  waterspout  and  crushed  her  brain. 
Though  she  maintained  a  diplomatic  impassibility,  her 
chin  showed  the  nervous  jerking  by  which  Catherine  II. 
betrayed  her  fury  one  day  when,  sitting  on  her  throne  and 
surrounded  by  her  Court,  she  was  defied  by  the  young  King 
of  Sweden  under  almost  similar  circumstances.  Solonet 
noted  the  spasmodic  movement  of  the  muscles  that  pro- 
claimed a  mortal  hatred,  a  storm  without  a  sound  or  a 
lightning-flash;  and,  in  fact,  at  that  moment,  the  widow 
had  sworn  such  hatred  of  her  son-in-law,  such  an  implacable 
feud  as  the  Arabs  have  left  the  germs  of  in  the  atmosphere 
of  Spain. 

"Monsieur,"  said  she  to  her  notary,  "you  called  this  a 
rigmarole — it  seems  to  me  that  nothing  can  be  clearer." 

"Madame,  allow  me — " 

"Monsieur,"  she  went  on,  without  listening  to  Solonet, 
"if  you  did  not  understand  the  upshot  of  this  bargain  at  the 
time  of  our  former  discussion,  it  is  at  least  extraordinary  that 
ycu  should  not  have  perceived  it  in  the  retirement  of  your 
study.  It  cannot  be  from  incapacity." 

The  young  man  led  her  into  the  adjoining  room,  saying 
to  himself: 

"More  than  a  thousand  crowns  are  due  to  me  for  the 
schedule  of  accounts,  and  a  thousand  more  for  the  contract; 
six  thousand  francs  I  can  make  over  the  sale  of  the  house — 
fifteen  thousand  francs  in  all. — We  must  keep  our  temper." 

He  shut  the  door,  gave  Madame  Evangelista  the  cold 
look  of  a  man  of  business,  guessing  the  feelings  that  agitated 
her,  and  said: 

"Madame,  how,  when  I  have  perhaps  overstepped  in  your 
behalf  the  due  limits  of  finesse,  can  you  repay  my  devotion 
by  such  a  speech  ?" 

"But,  Monsieur—" 

" Madame,  I  did  not,  it  is  true,  fully  estimate  the  amount 
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of  our  surrender;  but  if  you  do  not  care  to  have  Count  Paul 
for  your  son-in-law,  are  you  obliged  to  agree?  The  con- 
tract is  not  signed. — Give  your  ball  and  postpone  the  sign- 
ing. It  is  better  to  take  in  all  Bordeaux  than  to  be  taken 
in  yourself." 

"And  what  excuse  can  I  make  to  all  the  world — already 
prejudiced  against  us — to  account  for  this  delay?" 

"A  blunder  in  Paris,  a  document  missing,"  said  Solonet. 

"But  the  land  that  has  been  purchased  ?" 

"Monsieur  de  Manerville  will  find  plenty  of  matches  with 
money." 

"Hel  Oh,  he  will  lose  nothing;  we  are  losing  everything 
on  our  side." 

"You,"  said  Solonet,  "may  have  a  Count,  a  better  bar- 
gain, if  the  title  is  the  great  point  of  this  match  in  your  eyes." 

"No,  no;  we  cannot  throw  our  honor  overboard  in  that 
fashion !  I  am  caught  in  the  trap,  Monsieur.  All  Bordeaux 
would  ring  with  it  to-morrow.  We  have  solemnly  pledged 
ourselves. ' ' 

"You  wish  Mademoiselle  Natalie  to  be  happy?"  asked 
Solonet. 

"That  is  the  chief  thing." 

"In  France,"  said  the  lawyer,  "does  not  being  happy 
mean  being  mistress  of  the  hearth  ?  She  will  lead  that 
nincompoop  Manerville  by  the  nose.  He  is  so  stupid  that 
he  has  seen  nothing.  Even  if  he  should  distrust  you,  he 
will  still  believe  in  his  wife.  And  are  not  you  and  his  wife 
one?  Count  Paul's  fate  still  lies  in  your  hands." 

"If  you  should  be  speaking  truly,  I  do  not  know  what  I 
could  refuse  you!"  she  exclaimed,  with  delight  that  glowed 
in  her  eyes. 

"Come  in  again,  then,  Madame,"  said  Solonet,  under- 
standing his  client.  "But,  above  all,  listen  to  what  I  say; 
you  may  regard  me  as  incapable  afterward  if  you  please." 

"My  dear  friend,"  said  the  young  lawyer  to  Mathias,  as 
he  re-entered  the  room,  "for  all  your  skill  you  have  failed 
to  foresee  the  contingency  of  Monsieur  de  Manerville'a 
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death  without  issue,  or,  again,  that  of  his  leaving  none 
but  daughters.  In  either  of  those  cases  the  entail  would 
give  rise  to  lawsuits  with  other  Manervilles,  for  plenty 
would  crop  up,  do  not  doubt  it  for  a  moment.  It  strikes 
me,  therefore,  as  desirable  to  stipulate  that  in  the  former 
case  the  entailed  property  should  be  included  in  the  general 
estate  settled  by  each  on  either,  and  in  the  second  that  the 
entail  should  be  cancelled  as  null  and  void.  It  is  an  agree- 
ment solely  affecting  the  intending  wife." 

"The  clause  seems  to  me  perfectly  fair,"  said  Mathias. 
"As  to  its  ratification,  Monsieur  le  Comte  will  make  the 
necessary  arrangements  with  the  Court  of  Chancery,  no 
doubt,  if  requisite." 

The  younger  notary  took  a  pen  and  wrote  in  on  the 
margin  this  ominous  clause,  to  which  Paul  and  Natalie 
paid  no  attention.  Madame  Evangelista  sat  with  downcast 
eyes  while  it  was  read  by  Maitre  Mathias. 

"Now  to  sign,"  said  the  mother. 

The  strong  voice  which  she  controlled  betrayed  vehement 
excitement.  She  had  just  said  to  herself: 

"No,  my  daughter  shall  not  be  ruined — but  he  shall! 
My  daughter  shall  hav£  his  name,  title,  and  fortune.  If 
Natalie  should  ever  discover  that  she  does  not  love  her 
husband,  if  some  day  she  should  love  another  man  more 
passionately — Paul  will  be  exiled  from  France,  and  my 
daughter  will  be  free,  happy,  and  rich." 

Though  Maitre  Mathias  was  expert  in  the  analysis  of 
interests,  he  had  no  skill  in  analyzing  human  passions.  He 
accepted  the  lady's  speech  as  an  honorable  surrender,  in- 
stead of  seeing  that  it  was  a  declaration  of  war.  While 
Solonet  and  his  clerk  took  care  that  Natalie  signed  in  full 
at  the  foot  of  every  document — a  business  that  required 
some  time — Mathias  took  Paul  aside  and  explained  to  him 
the  bearing  of  the  clauses  which  he  had  introduced  to  save 
him  from  inevitable  ruin. 

"You  have  a  mortgage  on  this  house  for  a  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  francs,"  he  said  in  conclusion,  "and  we  fore- 
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close  to-morrow.  I  have  at  my  office  the  securities  in  the 
funds,  which  I  have  taken  care  to  place  in  your  wife's  name. 
Everything  is  quite  regular. — But  the  contract  includes  a 
receipt  for  the  sum  represented  by  the  diamonds;  ask  for 
them.  Business  is  business.  Diamonds  are  just  now  going 
up  in  the  market;  they  may  go  down  again.  Your  pur- 
chase of  the  lands  of  Auzac  and  Saint-Froult  justifies  you 
in  turning  everything  into  money  so  as  not  to  touch  your 
wife's  income.  So,  no  false  pride,  Monsieur  le  Comte.  The 
first  payment  is  to  be  made  after  the  formalities  are  con- 
cluded; use  the  diamonds  for  that  purpose;  it  amounts  to 
two  hundred  thousand  francs.  You  will  have  the  mortgage 
value  of  this  house  for  the  second  call,  and  the  income  on 
the  entailed  property  will  help  you  to  pay  off  the  remainder. 
IE  only  you  are  firm  enough  to  spend  no  more  than  fifty  thou- 
sand francs  for  the  first  three  years,  you  will  recoup  the  two 
hundred  thousand  francs  you  now  owe.  If  you  plant  vines 
on  the  hill  slopes  of  Saint-Froult,  you  may  raise  the  returns 
to  twenty-six  thousand  francs.  Thus  the  entailed  property, 
without  including  your  house  in  Paris,  will  some  day  be 
worth  fifty  thousand  francs  a  year — one  of  the  finest  estates 
I  know  of. — And  so  you  will  have  married  very  hand- 
somely." 

Paul  pressed  his  old  friend's  hands  with  warm  affection. 
The  gesture  did  not  escape  Madame  Evangelista,  who  came 
to  hand  the  pen  to  Paul.  Her  suspicion  was  now  certainty; 
she  was  convinced  that  Paul  and  Mathias  had  an  understand- 
ing. Surges  of  blood,  hot  with  rage  and  hatred,  choked  her 
heart.  Paul  was  warned! 

After  ascertaining  that  every  clause  was  duly  signed,  that 
the  three  contracting  parties  had  initialed  the  bottom  of  every 
page  with  their  usual  sign-manual,  Maitre  Mathias  looked 
first  at  his  client  and  then  at  Madame  Evangelista,  and  ob- 
serving that  Paul  did  not  ask  for  the  diamonds,  he  said:  "I 
suppose  there  will  be  no  question  as  to  the  delivery  of  the 
diamonds  now  that  you  are  but  one  family?" 

"It  would,  no  doubt,  be  in  order  that  Madame  Evange- 
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lista  should  surrender  them.  Monsieur  de  Manerville  has 
given  his  discharge  for  the  balance  of  the  trust  values,  and 
no  one  can  tell  who  may  die  or  live,"  said  Maitre  Solonet, 
who  thought  this  an  opportunity  for  inciting  his  client 
against  her  son-in-law. 

"Oh,  my  dear  mother,  it  would  be  an  affront  to  us  if  you 
did  sol"  cried  Paul.  "/Summumjus,  summa  injuria.  Mon- 
sieur," said  he  to  Solonet. 

"And  I,  on  my  part,"  said  she,  her  hostile  temper  regard- 
ing Mathias's  indirect  demand  as  an  insult,  "if  you  do  not 
accept  the  jewels,  will  tear  up  the  contract." 

She  went  out  of  the  room  in  one  of  those  bloodthirsty 
furies  which  only  long  for  the  chance  of  wrecking  every- 
thing, and  which,  when  that  is  impossible,  rise  to  the  pitch 
of  frenzy. 

"In  Heaven's  name,  take  them,"  whispered  Natalie. 
"My  mother  is  angry;  I  will  find  out  why  this  evening,  and 
will  tell  you;  we  will  pacify  her.:' 

Madame  Evangelists,  quite  pleased  at  this  first  stroke  of 
policy,  kept  on  her  necklace  f.nd  earrings.  She  brought  the 
rest  of  the  jewels,  valued  bj  Elie  Magus  at  a  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  francs.  Mai  tie  Mathias  and  Solonet,  though 
accustomed  to  handling  family  diamonds,  exclaimed  at  the 
beauty  of  these  jewels  as  they  examined  the  contents  of 
the  cases. 

"You  will  lose  nothing  of  Mademoiselle's  fortune,  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte,"  said  Solonet,  and  Paul  reddened. 

"Ay,"  said  Mathias,  "these  jewels  will  certainly  pay  the 
first  instalment  of  the  newly  purchased  land." 

"And  the  expenses  of  the  contract,"  said  Solonet. 

Hatred,  like  love,  is  fed  on  the  merest  trifles.  Every- 
thing adds  to  it.  Just  as  the  one  we  love  can  do  no  wrong, 
the  one  we  hate  can  do  nothing  right.  Madame  Evangelista 
scorned  the  hesitancy  to  which  a  natural  reluctance  gave  rise 
in  Paul  as  affected  airs;  while  he,  not  knowing  what  to  do 
with  the  jewel-cases,  would  have  been  glad  to  throw  them 
out  of  the  window.  Madame  Evangelista,  seeing  his  embar- 
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rassraent,  fixed  her  eyes  on  him  in  a  way  which  seemed  to 
say,  "Take  them  out  of  my  sight!" 

"My  dear  Natalie,"  said  Paul  to  his  fiancee,  "put  the 
jewels  away  yourself;  they  are  yours;  I  make  them  a  present 
to  you." 

Natalie  put  them  into  the  drawers  of  a  cabinet.  At  this 
instant  the  clatter  of  carriages  and  the  voices  of  the  guests 
waiting  in  the  adjoining  rooms  required  Natalie  and  her 
mother  to  appear  among  them.  The  rooms  were  immediately 
filled,  and  the  ball  began. 

"Take  advantage  of  the  honeymoon  to  sell  your  dia- 
monds," said  the  old  notarj*  to  Paul,  as  he  withdrew. 

While  waiting  for  the  dancing  to  begin,  everybody  was 
discussing  the  marriage  in  lowered  tones,  some  of  the  com- 
pany expressing  doubts  as  to  the  future  prospects  of  the 
engaged  couple. 

"Is  it  quite  settled?"  said  one  of  the  magnates  of  the 
town  to  Madame  Evangelista. 

"We  have  had  so  many  papers  to  read  and  hear  read  that 
we  are  late;  but  we  may  be  excused,"  replied  she. 

"For  my  part,  I  heard  nothing,"  said  Natalie,  taking 
Paul's  hand  to  open  the  ball. 

"Both  those  young  people  like  extravagance,  and  it  will 
not  be  the  mother  that  will  check  them,"  said  a  dowager. 

"But  they  have  created  an  entail,  I  hear,  of  fifty  thou- 
sand francs  a  year. ' ' 

"Pooh!" 

"I  see  that  our  good  Maitre  Mathias  has  had  a  finger  in 
the  pie.  And  certainly,  if  that  is  the  case,  the  worthy  man 
will  have  done  his  best  to  save  the  future  fortunes  of  the 
family." 

"Natalie  is  too  handsome  not  to  be  a  desperate  flirt.  By 
the  time  she  has  been  married  two  years,  I  will  not  answer 
for  it  that  Manerville  will  not  be  miserable  in  his  home," 
remarked  a  young  wife. 

"What,  the  peas  will  be  stuck  you  think?"  replied  Maitre 
Solonet. 
VoL  C.  BALZAO— B 
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"He  needed  no  more  than  that  tall  stick,"  said  a  young 
lady. 

"Does  it  not  strike  you  that  Madame  Evangelista  is  not 
best  pleased?" 

"Well,  my  dear,  I  have  just  been  told  that  she  has  hardly 
twenty-five  thousand  francs  a  year,  and  what  is  that  for  her  ?" 

"Beggary,  my  dear." 

"Yes,  she  has  stripped  herself  for  her  daughter.  Mon- 
sieur has  been  exacting — " 

4 'Beyond  conception!"  said  Solonet.  "But  he  is  to  be  a 
peer  of  France.  The  Maulincours  and  the  Vidame  de  Pamiers 
will  help  him  on;  he  belongs  to  the  Faubourg  Saint-Ger- 
main." 

"Oh,  he  visits  there,  that  is  all,"  said  a  lady  who  Lad 
wanted  him  for  her  son-in-law.  "Mademoiselle  Evangelista, 
a  merchant's  daughter,  will  certainly  not  open  the  doors  of 
the  Chapter  of  Cologne  to  him." 

"She  is  grandniece  to  the  Due  de  Casa-Re'al." 

"On  the  female  side!" 

All  this  tittle-tattle  was  soon  exhausted.  The  gamblers 
sat  down  to  cards,  the  young  people  danced,  supper  was 
served,  and  the  turmoil  of  festivity  was  not  silenced  till 
morning,  when  the  first  streaks  of  dawn  shone  pale  through 
the  windows. 

After  taking  leave  of  Paul,  who  was  the  last  to  leave, 
Madame  Evangelista  went  up  to  her  daughter's  room,  for 
her  own  had  been  demolished  by  the  builder  to  enlarge  the 
ballroom.  Though  Natalie  and  her  mother  were  dying  for 
sleep,  they  spoke  a  few  words. 

"Tell  me,  darling  mother,  what  is  the  matter?" 

"My  dear,  I  discovered  this  evening  how  far  a  mother's 
love  may  carry  her.  You  know  nothing  of  affairs,  and  you 
have  no  idea  to  what  suspicions  my  honesty  lies  exposed. 
However,  I  have  trodden  my  pride  underfoot;  your  happi- 
ness and  our  honor  was  at  stake. ' ' 

"As  concerned  the  diamonds,  you  mean  ? — He  wept  over 
it,  poor  boy!  He  would  not  take  them;  I  have  them." 
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"Well,  go  to  sleep,  dearest  child.  We  will  talk  business 
when  we  wake;  for  we  have  business — and  now  there  is  a 
third  to  come  between  us,"  and  she  sighed. 

"Indeed,  dear  mother,  Paul  will  never  stand  in  the  way 
of  our  happiness,"  said  Natalie,  and  she  went  to  sleep. 

"Poor  child,  she  does  not  know  that  the  man  has  ruined 
her!" 

Madame  Evangelista  was  now  seized  in  the  grip  of  the 
first  promptings  of  that  avarice  to  which  old  folk  at  last  fall 
a  prey.  She  was  determined  to  replace,  for  her  daughter's 
benefit,  the  whole  of  the  fortune  left  by  her  husband.  She 
regarded  her  honor  as  pledged  to  this  restitution.  Her  affec- 
tion for  Natalie  made  her  in  an  instant  as  close  a  calculator 
in  money  matters  as  she  had  hitherto  been  a  reckless  spend- 
thrift. She  proposed  to  invest  her  capital  in  land  after  plac- 
ing part  of  it  in  the  State  funds,  purchasable  at  that  time  for 
about  eighty  francs. 

A  passion  not  infrequently  produces  a  complete  change 
of  character;  the  tattler  turns  diplomatic,  the  coward  is  sud- 
denly brave.  Hatred  made  the  prodigal  Madame  Evangelista 
turn  parsimonious.  Money  might  help  her  in  the  schemes 
of  revenge,. as  yet  vague  and  ill- defined,  which  she  proposed 
to  elaborate.  She  went  to  sleep,  saying  to  herself:  "To- 
morrow!" And  by  an  unexplained  phenomenon,  of  which 
the  effects  are  well  known  to  philosophers,  her  brain  during 
sleep  worked  out  her  idea,  threw  light  on  her  plans,  organ- 
ized them,  and  hit  on  a  way  of  ruling  over  Paul's  life,  devis- 
ing a  scheme  which  she  began  to  work  out  on  the  very  next  day. 

Though  the  excitement  of  the  evening  had  driven  away 
certain  anxious  thoughts  which  had  now  and  again  invaded 
Paul,  when  he  was  alone  once  more  and  in  bed  they  returned 
to  torment  him. 

"It  would  seem,"  said  he  to  himself,  "that,  but  for  that 
worthy  Mathias,  my  mother-in-law  would  have  taken  me  in. 
Is  it  credible?  What  interest  could  she  have  had  in  cheat- 
ing me  ?  Are  we  not  to  unite  our  incomes  and  live  together  ? 
— After  all,  what  is  there  to  be  anxious  about?  In  a  few 
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days  Natalie  will  be  my  wife,  our  interests  are  clearly  de- 
fined, nothing  can  sever  us.  On  we  go! — At  the  same  time, 
I  will  be  on  my  guard.  If  Mathias  should  prove  to  be  right 
— well,  I  am  not  obliged  to  marry  my  mother-in-law." 

In  this  second  contest,  Paul's  future  prospects  had  been 
entirely  altered  without  his  being  aware  of  it.  Of  the  two 
women  he  was  marrying,  far  the  cleverer  had  become  his 
mortal  enemy,  and  was  bent  on  separating  her  own  interests 
from  his.  Being  incapable  of  appreciating  the  difference 
that  the  fact  of  her  Creole  birth  made  between  his  mother- 
in-law's  character  and  that  of  other  women,  he  was  still  less 
able  to  measure  her  immense  cleverness. 

The  Creole  woman  is  a  being  apart,  deriving  her  intellect 
from  Europe,  and  from  the  Tropics  her  vehemently  illogical 
passions,  while  she  is  Indian  in  the  apathetic  indifference 
with  which  she  accepts  good  or  evil  as  it  comes;  a  gracious 
nature  too,  but  dangerous,  as  a  child  is  when  it  is  not  kept 
in  order.  Like  a  child,  this  woman  must  have  everything  she 
wishes  for,  and  at  once;  like  a  child,  she  would  set  a  house 
on  fire  to  boil  an  egg.  In  her  flaccid  every-day  mood  she 
thinks  of  nothing;  when  she  is  in  a  passion  she  thinks  of 
everything.  There  is  in  her  nature  some  touch  of  the  per- 
fidy caught  from  the  negroes  among  whom  she  has  lived 
from  the  cradle,  but  she  is  artless  too,  as  they  are.  Like 
them,  and  like  children,  she  can  wish  persistently  for  one 
thing  with  ever-growing  intensity  of  desire,  and  brood  over 
an  idea  till  it  hatches  out.  It  is  a  nature  strangely  com- 
pounded of  good  and  evil  qualities;  and  in  Madame  Evange- 
lista  it  was  strengthened  by  the  Spanish  tamper,  over  which 
French  manners  had  laid  the  polish  of  their  veneer. 

This  nature,  which  had  lain  dormant  in  happiness  for 
sixteen  years,  and  had  since  found  occupation  in  the  frivoli- 
ties of  fashion,  had  discovered  its  own  force  under  the  first 
impulse  of  hatred,  and  flared  up  like  a  conflagration ;  it  had 
broken  out  at  a  stage  in  her  life  when  a  woman,  bereft  of 
what  is  dearest  to  her,  craves  some  new  material  to  feed  the 
energies  that  are  consuming  net 
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For  three  days  longer  Natalie  would  remain  under  her 
mother's  influence.  So  Madame  Evangelista,  though  van- 
quished, had  still  a  day  before  her,  the  last  her  child  would 
spend  with  her  mother.  By  a  single  word  the  Creole  might 
color  the  lives  of  these  two  beings  whose  fate  it  was  to  walk 
hand  in  hand  through  the  thickets  and  highways  of  Paris 
society — for  Natalie  had  a  blind  belief  in  her  mother.  What 
far-reaching  importance  would  a  hint  of  advice  have  on  a 
mind  thus  prepared!  The  whole  future  might  be  modified 
by  a  sentence.  No  code,  no  human  constitution  can  forefend 
the  moral  crime  of  killing  by  a  word.  That  is  the  weak 
point  of  social  forms  of  justice.  That  is  where  the  difference 
lies  between  the  world  of  fashion  and  the  people;  these  are 
outspoken,  those  are  hypocrites;  these  snatch  the  knife, 
those  use  the  poison  of  words  and  suggestions;  these  are 
punished  with  death,  those  sin  with  impunity. 

At  about  noon  next  day,  Madame  Evangelista  was  half 
sitting,  half  reclining  on  Natalie's  bed.  At  this  waking 
hour  they  were  playing  and  petting  each  other  with  fond 
caresses,  recalling  the  happy  memories  of  their  life  to- 
gether, during  which  no  discord  had  troubled  the  harmony 
of  their  feelings,  the  agreement  of  their  ideas,  or  the  perfect 
union  of  their  pleasures. 

"Poor  dear  child,"  said  the  mother,  shedding  genuine 
tears,  "I  cannot  bear  to  think  that,  after  having  had  your 
own  way  all  your  life,  to-morrow  evening  you  will  be 
bound  to  a  man  whom  you  must  obey  I" 

"Oh,  my  dear  mother,  as  to  obeying  him!"  said  Natalie, 
with  a  little  wilful  nod  expressive  of  pretty  rebellion. 
"You  laugh!"  she  went  on,  "but  my  father  always  in- 
dulged your  fancies.  And  why  ?  Because  he  loved  you. 
Shall  not  I  be  loved?" 

"Yes,  Paul  is  in  love  with  you.  But  if  a  married  woman 
is  not  careful,  nothing  evaporates  so  quickly  as  conjugal  af- 
fection. The  influence  a  wife  may  preserve  over  her  hus- 
band depends  on  the  first  steps  in  married  life,  and  you 
will  want  good  advice." 
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"But  you  will  be  with  us." 

"Perhaps,  my  dear  child. — Last  evening,  during  the  ball, 
I  very  seriously  considered  the  risks  of  our  being  together. 
If  my  presence  were  to  be  disadvantageous  to  you,  if  the 
little  details  by  which  you  must  gradually  confirm  your 
authority  as  a  wife  should  be  ascribed  to  my  influence, 
your  home  would  become  a  hell.  At  the  first  frown  on 
your  husband's  brow,  should  not  I,  so  proud  as  I  am, 
instantly  quit  the  house?  If  I  am  to  leave  it  sooner  or 
later,  in  my  opinion,  I  had  better  never  enter  it.  I  could 
not  forgive  your  husband  if  he  disunited  us. 

"On  the  other  hand,  when  you  are  the  mistress,  when 
your  husband  is  to  you  what  your  father  was  to  me,  there 
will  be  less  fear  of  any  sucli  misfortune.  Although  such 
a  policy  must  be  painful  to  a  heart  so  young  and  tender 
as  yours,  it  is  indispensable  for  your  happiness  that  you 
should  be  the  absolute  sovereign  of  your  home." 

"Why,  then,  dear  mother,  did  you  say  I  was  to  obey  him  ?" 

"Dear  little  girl,  to  enable  a  woman  to  command,  she 
must  seem  always  to  do  what  her  husband  wishes.  If  you 
did  not  know  that,  you  might  wreck  your  future  life  by  an 
untimely  rebellion.  Paul  is  a  weak  man;  he  might  come 
under  the  influence  of  a  friend,  nay,  he  might  fall  under 
the  control  of  a  woman,  and  you  would  feel  the  effects  of 
their  influence.  Forefend  such  misfortunes  by  being  mis- 
tress yourself.  Will  it  not  be  better  that  you  should 
govern  him  than  that  any  one  else  should?" 

"No  doubt,"  said  Natalie.  "I  could  only  aim  at  his 
happiness." 

"And  it  certainly  is  my  part,  dear  child,  to  think  only 
oi  yours,  and  to  endeavor  that,  in  so  serious  a  matter,  you 
should  not  find  yourself  without  a  compass  in  the  midst  of 
the  shoals  you  must  navigate." 

"But,  my  darling  mother,  are  we  not  both  of  us  firm 
enough  to  remain  together  under  his  roof  without  provok- 
ing the  frowns  you  seem  so  much  to  dread  ?  Paul  is  fond 
of  you,  mamma." 
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"Oh,  he  fears  me  more  than  he  loves  me.  Watch  him 
narrowly  to-day  when  I  tell  him  that  I  shall  leave  you  to 
go  to  Paris  without  me,  and,  however  carefully  he  may  try 
to  conceal  his  feelings,  you  will  see  his  secret  satisfaction  in 
his  face. ' ' 

"But  why?"  said  Natalie. 

"Why,  my  child  ?  I  am  like  Saint  John  Chrysostom — I 
will  tell  him  why,  and  before  you." 

"But  since  I  am  marrying  him  on  the  express  condition 
that  you  and  I  are  not  to  part?"  said  Natalie. 

"Our  separation  has  become  necessary,"  Madame  Evan- 
gelista  replied.  "Several  considerations  affect  my  future 
prospects.  I  am  very  poor.  You  will  have  a  splendid 
life  in  Paris;  I  could  not  live  with  you  suitably  without 
exhausting  the  little  possessions  that  remain  to  me ;  whereas 
by  living  at  Lanstrac,  I  can  take  care  of  your  interests  and 
reconstitute  my  own  fortune  by  economy." 

"You,  mother!  you  economize?"  cried  Natalie,  laugh- 
ing. "Come,  do  not  be  a  grandmother  yet. — What,  would 
you  part  from  me  for  such  a  reason  as  that  ? — Dear  mother, 
Paul  may  seem  to  you  just  a  little  stupid,  but  at  least  he  is 
perfectly  disinterested — " 

"Well,"  replied  Madame  Evangelista,  in  a  tone  big  with 
comment,  which  made  Natalie's  heart  beat,  "the  discussion 
of  the  contract  had  made  me  suspicious  and  suggested  some 
doubts  to  my  mind. — But  do  not  be  uneasy,  dearest  child," 
she  went  on,  putting  her  arm  round  the  girl's  neck  and  clasp- 
ing her  closely,  "I  will  not  leave  you  alone  for  long.  When 
my  return  to  you  can  give  him  no  umbrage,  when  Paul  has 
learned  to  judge  me  truly,  we  will  go  back  to  our  snug  little 
life  again,  our  evening  chats — " 

"Why,  mother,  can  you  live  without  your  Ninie?" 

"Yes,  my  darling,  because  I  shall  be  living  for  you. 
Will  not  my  motherly  heart  be  constantly  rejoiced  by  the 
idea  that  I  am  contributing,  as  I  ought,  to  your  fortune  and 
your  husband's?" 

"But,  my  dear,  adorable  mother,  am  I  to  be  alone  there 
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with  Paul  ?  At  once  ? — Quite  alone  ? — What  will  become 
of  me?  What  will  happen?  What  ought  I  to  do — or  not 
to  do?" 

"Poor  child,  do  you  think  I  mean  to  desert  you  forthwith 
at  the  first  battle  ?  We  will  write  to  each  other  three  times 
a  week,  like  two  lovers,  and  thus  we  shall  always  live  in  each 
other's  heart.  Nothing  can  happen  to  you  that  I  shall  not 
know,  and  I  will  protect  you  against  all  evil. — And  besides, 
it  would  be  too  ridiculous  that  I  should  not  go  to  visit  you ; 
that  would  cast  a  reflection  on  your  husband;  I  shall  always 
spend  a  month  or  two  with  you  in  Paris — " 

"Alone — alone  with  him,  and  at  once!"  cried  Natalie  in 
terror,  interrupting  her  mother. 

"Are  you  not  to  be  his  wife?" 

"Yes,  and  I  am  quite  content;  but  tell  me  at  least  how 
to  behave. — You,  who  did  what  you  would  with  my  father, 
know  all  about  it,  and  I  will  obey  you  blindly." 

Madame  Evangelista  kissed  her  daughter's  forehead;  she 
had  been  hoping  and  waiting  for  this  request. 

"My  child,  my  advice  must  be  adapted  to  the  circum- 
stances. Men  are  not  all  alike.  The  lion  and  the  frog  are 
less  dissimilar  than  one  man  as  compared  with  another,  mor- 
ally speaking.  Do  I  know  what  will  happen  to  you  to- 
morrow? I  can  only  give  you  general  instructions  as  to 
your  general  plan  of  conduct. ' ' 

"Dearest  mother,  tell  me  at  once  all  you  know." 

"In  the  first  place,  my  dear  child,  the  cause  of  ruin  to 
married  women  who  would  gladly  retain  their  husband's 
heart — and,"  she  added,  as  a  parenthesis,  "to  retain  their 
affection  and  to  rule  the  man  are  one  and  the  same  thing — • 
well,  the  chief  cause  of  matrimonial  differences  lies  in  the 
unbroken  companionship,  which  did  not  subsist  in  former 
days,  and  which  was  introduced  into  this  country  with  the 
mania  for  family  life.  Ever  since  the  Eevolution  vulgar 
notions  have  invaded  aristocratic  households.  This  mis- 
fortune is  attributable  to  one  of  their  writers,  Rousseau,  a 
base  heretic,  who  had  none  but  reactionary  ideas,  and  who 
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— how  I  know  not — argued  out  the  most  irrational  conclu- 
sions. He  asserted  that  all  women  have  the  same  rights 
and  the  same  faculties;  that  under  the  conditions  of  social 
life  the  laws  of  Nature  must  be  obeyed — as  if  the  wife  of  a 
Spanish  Grandee — as  if  you  or  I — had  anything  in  common 
with  a  woman  of  the  people.  And  since  then  women  of 
rank  have  nursed  their  own  children,  have  brought  up  their 
daughters,  and  lived  at  home. 

"Life  has  thus  been  made  so  complicated  that  happiness 
is  almost  impossible;  for  such  an  agreement  of  two  charac- 
ters as  has  enabled  you  and  me  to  live  together  as  friends  is 
a  rare  exception.  And  perpetual  friction  is  not  less  to  be 
avoided  between  parents  and  children  than  between  hus- 
band and  wife.  There  are  few  natures  in  which  love  can 
survive  in  spite  of  omnipresence;  that  miracle  is  the  pre- 
rogative of  God. 

"So,  place  the  barriers  of  society  between  you  and  Paul; 
go  to  balls,  to  the  opera,  drive  out  in  the  morning,  dine  out 
in  the  evening,  pay  visits;  do  not  give  Paul  more  than  a  few 
minutes  of  your  time.  By  this  system  you  will  never  lose 
your  value  in  his  eyes.  When  two  beings  have  nothing 
but  sentiment  to  go  through  life  on,  they  soon  exhaust  its 
resources,  and  ere  long  satiety  and  disgust  ensue.  Then, 
when  once  the  sentiment  is  blighted,  what  is  to  be  done  ? 
Make  no  mistake;  when  love  is  extinct,  only  indifference 
or  contempt  ever  fills  its  place.  So  be  always  fresh  and 
new  to  him.  If  he  bores  you — that  may  occur — at  any  rate, 
never  bore  him.  To  submit  to  boredom  on  occasion  is  one 
of  the  conditions  of  every  form  of  power.  You  will  have 
no  occasion  to  vary  your  happiness  either  by  thrift  in 
money  matters  or  the  management  of  a  household;  hence, 
if  you  do  not  lead  your  husband  to  share  your  outside 
pleasures,  if  you  do  not  amuse  him,  in  short,  you  will  sink 
into  the  most  crushing  lethargy.  Then  begins  the  spleen  of 
love.  But  we  always  love  those  who  amuse  us  or  make  us 
happy.  To  give  and  to  receive  happiness  are  two  systems 
of  wifely  conduct  between  which  a  gulf  lies." 
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"Bear  mother,  I  am  listening,  but  I  do  not  under 
stand." 

"If  you  love  Paul  so  blindly  as  to  do  everything  he  de- 
sires, and  if  he  makes  you  really  happy,  there  is  an  end  of 
it;  you  will  never  be  the  mistress,  and  the  wisest  precepts 
in  the  world  will  be  of  no  use." 

"That  is  rather  clearer;  but  I  learn  the  rule  without 
knowing  how  to  apply  it,"  said  Natalie,  laughing.  "Well, 
I  have  the  theory,  and  practice  will  follow." 

"My  poor  Ninie,"  said  her  mother,  dropping  a  sincere 
tear  as  she  thought  of  her  daughter's  marriage  and  pressed 
her  to  her  heart,  "events  will  strengthen  your  memory. — 
In  short,  my  Natalie,"  said  she  after  a  pause,  during  which 
they  sat  clasped  in  a  sympathetic  embrace,  "you  will  learn 
that  each  of  us,  as  a  woman,  has  her  destiny,  just  as  every 
man  has  his  vocation.  A  woman  is  born  to  be  a  woman  of 
fashion,  the  charming  mistress  of  her  house,  just  as  a  man 
is  born  to  be  a  general  or  a  poet.  Your  calling  in  life  is  to 
attract.  And  your  education  has  fitted  you  for  the  world. 
In  these  days  a  woman  ought  to  be  brought  up  to  grace  a 
drawing-room,  as  of  old  she  was  brought  up  for  the  Gryne- 
cseum.  You,  child,  were  never  made  to  be  the  mother  of  a 
family  or  a  notable  housekeeper. 

"If  you  have  children,  I  hope  they  will  not  come  to  spoil 
your  figure  as  soon  as  you  are  married.  Nothing  can  be  more 
vulgar — and  besides,  it  casts  reflections  on  your  husband's 
love  for  you.  Well,  if  you  have  children  two  or  three 
years  hence,  you  will  have  nurses  and  tutors  to  bring  them 
up.  You  must  always  be  the  great  lady,  representing  the 
wealth  and  pleasures  of  the  house ;  but  only  show  your  su- 
periority in  such  things  as  flatter  men's  vanity,  and  hide  any 
superiority  you  may  acquire  in  serious  matters." 

"You  frighten  me,  mammal"  cried  Natalie.  "How  am 
I  ever  to  remember  all  your  instructions  ?  How  am  I,  heed- 
less and  childish  as  I  know  I  am,  to  reckon  on  results  and 
always  reflect  before  acting?" 

"My  darling  child,  I  am  only  telling  you  now  what  you 
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would  learn  for  yourself  later,  paying  for  experience  by 
wretched  mistakes,  by  misguided  conduct,  which  would 
cause  you  many  regrets  and  hamper  your  life." 

"But  how  am  I  to  begin?"  asked  Natalie  artlessly. 

"Instinct  will  guide  you,"  said  her  mother.  "What 
Paul  feels  for  you  at  this  moment  is  far  more  desire  than 
love;  for  the  love  to  which  desire  gives  rise  is  hope,  and 
that  which  follows  its  gratification  is  realization.  There, 
my  dear,  lies  your  power,  there  is  the  heart  of  the  ques- 
tion. What  woman  is  not  loved  the  day  before  marriage? 
Be  still  loved  the  day  after,  and  you  will  be  loved  for  life. 
Paul  is  weak;  he  will  be  easily  formed  by  habit;  if  he  yields 
once,  he  will  yield  always.  A  woman  not  yet  won  may  in- 
sist on  anything.  Do  not  commit  the  folly  I  have  seen  in 
so  many  wives,  who,  not  knowing  the  importance  of  the 
first  hours  of  their  sovereignty,  waste  them  in  folly,  in 
aimless  absurdities.  Make  use  of  the  dominion  given  you 
by  your  husband's  first  passion  to  accustom  him  to  obey 
you.  And  to  break  him  in,  choose  the  most  unreason- 
able thing  possible,  so  as  to  gauge  the  extent  of  your 
power  by  the  extent  of  his  concession.  What  merit  would 
there  be  in  making  him  agree  to  what  is  reasonable  ?  Would 
that  be  obeying  you?  'Always  take  a  bull  by  the  horns,1 
says  a  Castilian  proverb.  When  once  he  sees  the  useless- 
ness  of  his  weapons  and  his  strength,  he  is  conquered.  If 
your  husband  commits  a  folly  for  your  sake,  you  will  mas- 
ter him." 

"Good  Heavens!     But  why?" 

"Because,  my  child,  marriage  is  for  life,  and  a  husband 
is  not  like  any  other  man.  So  never  be  so  foolish  as  to  give 
way  in  anything  whatever.  Always  be  strictly  reserved  in 
your  speech  and  actions;  you  may  even  go  to  the  point  of 
coldness,  for  that  may  be  modified  at  pleasure,  while  there 
is  nothing  beyond  the  most  vehement  expressions  of  love. 
A  husband,  my  dear,  is  the  only  man  to  whom  a  woman 
must  grant  no  license. 

"And,  after  all,  nothing  is  easier  than  to  preserve  your 
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dignity.  The  simple  words,  'Your  wife  must  not,  or  cannot 
do  this  thing  or  that,'  are  the  great  talisman.  A  woman's 
whole  life  is  wrapped  up  in  'I  will  not! — I  cannot!' — 'I  can- 
not' is  the  irresistible  appeal  of  weakness  which  succumbs, 
weeps,  and  wins.  'I  will  not*  is  the  last  resort.  It  is  the 
•crowning  effort  of  feminine  strength;  it  should  never  be 
used  but  on  great  occasions.  Success  depends  entirely  on 
the  way  in  which  a  woman  uses  these  two  words,  works 
rxi  them,  and  varies  them. 

"But  there  is  a  better  method  of  rule  than  these,  which 
sometimes  involve  a  contest.  I,  my  child,  governed  by 
faith.  If  your  husband  believes  in  you,  you  may  do  any- 
thing. To  inspire  him  with  this  religion,  you  must  convince 
him  that  you  understand  him.  And  dc  not  think  that  this 
is  such  an  easy  matter.  A  woman  can  always  prove  that 
she  loves  a  man,  but  it  is  more  difficult  to  get  him  to  confess 
that  she  has  understood  him.  I  must  tell  you  everything, 
my  child;  for,  to  you,  life  with  all  its  complications,  a  life 
in  which  two  wills  are  to  be  reconciled  and  harmonized,  will 
begin  to-morrow.  Do  you  realize  the  difficulty?  The  best 
way  to  bring  two  wills  into  agreement  is  to  take  care  that 
there  is  but  one  in  the  house.  People  often  say  that  a 
woman  makes  trouble  for  herself  by  this  inversion  of  the 
parts;  but,  my  dear,  the  wife  is  thus  in  a  position  to  com- 
mand events  instead  of  submitting  to  them,  and  that  single 
advantage  counterbalances  every  possible  disadvantage. ' ' 

Natalie  kissed  her  mother's  hands,  on  which  she  left  her 
tears  of  gratitude.  Like  all  women  in  whom  physical  pas- 
sion does  not  fire  the  passion  of  the  soul,  she  suddenly  took 
in  all  the  bearings  of  this  lofty  feminine  policy.  Still,  like 
spoiled  children  who  will  never  admit  that  they  are  beaten 
even  by  the  soundest  reasoning,  but  who  reiterate  their  ob- 
stinate demands,  she  returned  to  the  charge  with  one  of 
those  personal  arguments  that  are  suggested  by  the  logical 
rectitude  of  children. 

"My  dear  mother,  a  few  days  ago  you  said  so  much 
about  the  necessary  arrangements  for  Paul's  fortune,  which 
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you  alone  could  manage;  why  have  you  changed  your  viewa 
in  thus  leaving  us  to  ourselves?" 

"I  did  not  then  know  the  extent  of  my  indebtedness  to 
you,  nor  how  much  I  owed,"  replied  her  mother,  who 
would  not  confess  her  secret.  "Besides,  in  a  year  or  two 
I  can  give  you  my  answer. 

"Now,  Paul  will  be  here  directly.  We  must  dress.  Be 
as  coaxing  and  sweet,  you  know,  as  you  were  that  evening 
when  we  discussed  that  ill-starred  contract,  for  to-day  I  am 
bent  on  saving  a  relic  of  the  family,  and  on  giving  you  a 
thing  to  which  I  am  superstitiously  attached." 

"What  is  that?" 

"The  Discrete." 

Paul  appeared  at  about  four  o'clock.  Though,  when 
addressing  his  mother,  he  did  his  utmost  to  seem  gracious, 
Madame  Evangelista  saw  on  his  brow  the  clouds  which  his 
cogitations  of  the  night  and  reflections  on  waking  had 
gathered  there. 

"Mathias  has  told  him,"  thought  she,  vowing  that  she 
would  undo  the  old  lawyer's  work. 

"My  dear  boy,"  she  said,  "you  have  left  your  diamonds 
in  the  cabinet  drawer,  and  1  honestly  confess  that  I  never 
want  to  see  the  things  again  which  so  nearly  raised  a  storm 
between  us.  Besides,  as  Mathias  remarked,  they  must  be 
sold  to  provide  for  the  first  instalment  of  payment  on  the 
lands  you  have  purchased." 

"The  diamonds  are  not  mine,"  rejoined  Paul.  "I  gave 
them  to  Natalie,  so  that  when  you  see  her  wear  them  you  may 
never  more  remember  the  trouble  they  have  caused  you." 

Madame  Evangelista  took  Paul's  hand  and  pressed  it 
cordially,  while  restraining  a  sentimental  tear. 

"Listen,  my  dear,  good  children,"  said  she,  looking  at 
Natalie  and  Paul.  "If  this  is  so,  I  will  propose  to  make  a 
bargain  with  you.  I  am  obliged  to  sell  my  pearl  necklace 
and  earrings.  Yes,  Paul;  I  will  not  invest  a  farthing  in  an 
annuity;  I  do  not  forget  my  duties  to  you.  Well,  I  confess 


110  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

my  weakness,  but  to  sell  the  Discreto  seems  to  me  to  portend 
disaster.  To  part  with  a  diamond  known  to  have  belonged 
to  Philip  II.,  to  have  graced  his  royal  hand — a  historical 
gem  which  the  Duke  of  Alva  played  with  for  ten  years  on 
the  hilt  of  his  sword — no,  it  shall  never  be.  Elie  Magus 
valued  my  necklace  and  earrings  at  a  hundred  odd  thousand 
francs;  let  us  exchange  them  for  the  jewels  I  have  handed 
over  to  you  to  cancel  my  debts  to  my  daughter;  you  will 
gain  a  little,  but  what  do  I  care;  I  am  not  grasping.  And 
then,  Paul,  out  of  your  savings  you  can  have  the  pleasure 
of  procuring  a  diadem  or  hairpins  for  Natalie,  a  diamond  at 
a  time.  Instead  of  having  one  of  those  fancy  sets,  trinkets 
which  are  in  fashion  only  among  second-rate  people,  your 
wife  will  thus  have  magnificent  stones  that  will  give  her  real 
pleasure.  If  something  must  be  sold,  is  it  not  better  to  get 
rid  of  these  old-fashioned  jewels,  and  keep  the  really  fine 
things  in  the  family  ? ' ' 

"But  you,  my  dear  mother?"  said  Paul. 

"1,"  replied  Madame  Evangelista,  "I  want  nothing  now. 
No,  I  am  going  to  be  your  farm-bailiff  at  Lanstrac.  Would 
it  not  be  sheer  folly  to  go  to  Paris  just  when  I  have  to  wind 
up  my  affairs  here?  I  am  going  to  be  avaricious  for  my 
grandchildren." 

"Dear  mother,"  said  Paul,  much  touched,  "ought  I  to 
accept  this  exchange  without  compensation?" 

"Dear  Heaven!  are  you  not  my  nearest  and  dearest? 
Do  you  think  that  I  shall  find  no  happiness  when  I  sit  by 
my  fire  and  say  to  myself,  'Natalie  is  gone  in  splendor  to- 
night to  the  Duchesse  de  Berri's  ball.  When  she  sees  her- 
self with  my  diamond  at  her  throat,  my  earrings  in  her  ears, 
she  will  have  those  little  pleasures  of  self-satisfaction  which 
add  so  much  to  a  woman's  enjoyment,  and  make  her  gay 
and  attractive.' — Nothing  crushes  a  woman  so  much  as  the 
chafing  of  her  vanity.  I  never  saw  a  badly -dressed  woman 
look  amiable  and  pleasant.  Be  honest,  Paul!  we  enjoy 
much  more  through  the  one  we  love  than  in  any  pleasure 
of  our  own." 
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"What  on  earth  was  Mathias  driving  at?"  thought  Paul. 
44  Well,  mother,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  "I  accept." 

"I  am  quite  overpowered,"  said  Natalie. 

Just  now  Solonet  came  in  with  good  news  for  his  client. 
He  had  found  two  speculators  of  his  acquaintance,  builders, 
who  were  much  tempted  by  the  house,  as  the  extent  of  the 
grounds  afforded  good  building  land. 

"They  are  prepared  to  pay  two  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand francs,"  said  he;  "but  if  you  are  ready  to  sell,  I  could 
bring  them  up  to  three  hundred  thousand.  You  have  two 
acres  of  garden. ' ' 

"My  husband  paid  two  hundred  thousand  for  the  whole 
thing,"  said  she,  "so  I  agree;  but  you  will  not  include  the 
furniture  or  the  mirrors." 

"Ah,  ha!"  said  Solonet,  with  a  laugh,  "you  understand 
business." 

"Alas!   needs  must,"  said  she,  with  a  sigh. 

"I  hear  that  a  great  many  persons  are  coming  to  your 
midnight  ceremony,"  said  Solonet,  who,  finding  himself  in 
the  way,  bowed  himself  out. 

Madame  Evangelista  went  with  him  as  far  as  the  door 
of  the  outer  drawing-room,  and  said  to  him  privately: 

"I  have  now  property  representing  two  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  francs;  if  I  get  two  hundred  thousand  francs  for 
myself  out  of  the  price  of  the  house,  I  can  command  a  cap- 
ital of  four  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs.  I  want  to 
invest  it  to  the  best  advantage,  and  I  trust  to  you  to  do  it. 
I  shall  most  likely  remain  at  Lanstrac." 

The  young  lawyer  kissed  his  client's  hand  with  a  bow  of 
gratitude,  for  the  widow's  tone  led  him  to  believe  that  this 
alliance,  strengthened  by  interest,  might  even  go  a  little 
further. 

"You  may  depend  on  me,"  said  he.  "I  will  find  you 
«rade  investments,  in  which  you  will  risk  nothing,  and  make 
large  profits." 

"Well — till  to-morrow,"  said  she;  "for  you  and  Mon- 
sieur le  Marquis  de  Gyas  are  going  to  sign  for  us." 
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"Why,  dear  mother,  do  you  refuse  to  come  with  us  to 
Paris?"  asked  Paul.  "Natalie  is  as  much  vexed  with  me 
as  if  I  were  the  cause  of  your  determination." 

"I  have  thought  it  well  over,  my  children,  and  I  should 
be  in  your  way.  You  would  think  yourselves  obliged  to 
include  me  as  a  third  in  everything  you  might  do,  and 
young  people  have  notions  of  their  own  which  I  might  in- 
voluntarily oppose.  Go  to  Paris  by  yourselves. — I  do  not 
propose  to  exercise  over  the  Comtesse  de  Manerville  the 
mild  dominion  I  held  over  Natalie.  I  must  leave  her  en- 
tirely to  you.  There  are  habits  which  she  and  I  share,  you 
see,  Paul,  and  which  must  be  broken.  My  influence  must 
give  way  to  yours.  I  wish  you  to  be  attached  to  me;  be- 
lieve me,  I  have  your  interests  at  heart  more  than  you  think 
perhaps.  Young  husbands,  sooner  or  later,  are  jealous  of 
a  wife's  affection  for  her  mother.  Perhaps  they  are  right. 
When  you  are  entirely  united,  when  love  has  amalgamated 
your  souls  into  one — then,  my  dear  boy,  you  will  have  no 
fears  of  an  adverse  influence  when  you  see  me  under  you> 
roof. 

"I  know  the  world,  men  and  things;  I  have  seen  many 
a  household  rendered  unhappy  by  the  blind  affection  of  a 
mother  who  made  herself  intolerable,  as  much  to  her  daugh- 
ter as  to  her  son-in-law.  The  affection  of  old  people  is  often 
petty  and  vexatious;  perhaps  I  should  not  succeed  in  effac- 
ing myself.  I  am  weak  enough  to  think  myself  handsome 
still;  some  flatterers  try  to  persuade  me  that  I  am  lovable, 
and  I  might  assume  an  inconvenient  prominence.  Let  me 
make  one  more  sacrifice  to  your  happiness. — I  have  given 
you  my  fortune;  well,  now  I  surrender  my  last  womanly 
vanities. — Your  good  father  Mathias  is  growing  old ;  he  can- 
not look  after  your  estates.  I  will  constitute  myself  your 
bailiff.  I  shall  make  such  occupation  for  myself  as  old  folk 
must  sooner  or  later  fall  back  on;  then,  when  you  need  me, 
I  will  go  to  Paris  and  help  in  your  plans  of  ambition. 

"Come,  Paul,  be  honest;  this  arrangement  is  to  your 
mind?  Answer." 
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Paul  would  not  admit  it,  but  he  was  very  glad  to  be  free. 
The  suspicions  as  to  his  mother-in-law's  character,  implanted 
in  his  mind  by  the  old  notary,  were  dispelled  by  this  con- 
versation, which  Madame  Evangelista  continued  to  the  same 
effect. 

"My  mother  was  right,"  thought  Natalie,  who  was 
watching  Paul's  expression.  "He  is  really  glad  to  see  me 
parted  from  her. — But  why?" 

Was  not  this  Why?  the  first  query  of  suspicion,  and  did 
it  not  add  considerable  weight  to  her  mother's  instructions  ? 

There  are  some  natures  who,  on  the  strength  of  a  single 
proof,  can  believe  in  friendship.  In  such  folk  as  these  the 
north  wind  blows  away  clouds  as  fast  as  the  west  wind  brings 
them  up;  they  are  content  with  effects,  and  do  not  look  for 
the  causes.  Paul's  was  one  of  these  essentially  confiding 
characters,  devoid  of  ill-feeling,  and  no  less  devoid  of  fore- 
sight. His  weakness  was  the  outcome  of  kindness  and  a  be- 
lief in  goodness  in  others,  far  more  than  of  want  of  strength 
of  mind. 

Natalie  was  pensive  and  sad ;  she  did  not  know  how  to 
do  without  her  mother.  Paul,  with  the  sort  of  fatuity  that 
love  can  produce,  laughed  at  his  bride's  melancholy  mood, 
promising  himself  that  the  pleasures  of  married  life  and  the 
excitement  of  Paris  would  dissipate  it.  It  was  with  marked 
satisfaction  that  Madame  Evangelista  encouraged  Paul  in  his 
confidence,  for  the  first  condition  of  revenge  is  dissimulation. 
Overt  hatred  is  powerless. 

The  Creole  lady  had  made  two  long  strides  already.  Her 
daughter  had  possession  of  splendid  jewels  which  had  cost 
Paul  two  hundred  thousand  francs,  and  to  which  he  would, 
no  doubt,  add  more.  Then,  she  was  leaving  the  two  young 
people  to  themselves,  with  no  guidance  but  unregulated 
love.  Thus  she  had  laid  the  foundations  of  revenge  of 
which  her  daughter  knew  nothing,  though  sooner  or  later 
she  would  be  accessory  to  it. 

Now,  would  Natalie  love  Paul  ? — This  was  as  yet  an  un- 
answered question,  of  which  the  issue  would  modify  Madame 
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Evangelista's  schemes;  for  she  was  too  sincerely  fond  of  her 
daughter  not  to  be  tender  of  her  happiness.  Thus  Paul's 
future  life  depended  on  himself.  If  he  could  make  his  wife 
love  him,  he  would  be  saved. 

Finally,  on  the  following  night,  after  an  evening  spent 
with  the  four  witnesses  whom  Madame  Evangelista  had  in- 
vited to  the  lengthy  dinner  which  followed  the  legal  cere- 
mony, at  midnight  the  young  couple  and  their  friends  at- 
tended mass  by  the  light  of  blazing  tapers  in  the  presence 
of  above  a  hundred  curious  spectators. 

A  wedding  celebrated  at  night  always  seems  of  ill-omen; 
daylight  is  a  symbol  of  life  and  enjoyment,  and  its  happy 
augury  is  lacking.  Ask  the  stanchest  spirit  the  cause  of 
this  chill,  why  the  dark  vault  depresses  the  nerves,  why  the 
sound  of  footsteps  is  so  startling,  why  the  cry  of  owls  and 
bats  is  so  strangely  audible.  Though  there  is  no  reason  for 
alarm,  every  one  quakes;  darkness,  the  forecast  of  death, 
is  crushing  to  the  spirit. 

Natalie,  torn  from  her  mother,  was  weeping.  The  girl 
was  tormented  by  all  the  doubts  which  clutch  the  heart  on 
the  threshold  of  a  new  life,  where,  in  spite  of  every  promise 
of  happiness,  there  are  a  thousand  pitfalls  for  a  woman's  feet. 
She  shivered  with  cola,  and  had  to  put  on  a  cloak. 

Madame  Evangelista's  manner  and  that  of  the  young 
couple  gave  rise  to  comments  among  the  elegant  crowd  that 
stood  round  the  altar. 

"Solonet  tells  me  that  the  young  people  go  off  to  Paris 
to-morrow  morning  alone." 

"Madame  Evangelista  was  to  have  gone  to  live  with 
them." 

"Count  Paul  has  got  rid  of  her!" 

"What  a  mistake!"  said  the  Marquise  de  Gryas.  "The 
man  who  shuts  his  door  on  his  mother-in-law  opens  it  to  a 
lover.  Does  he  not  know  all  that  a  mother  is?" 

"He  has  been  very  hard  on  Madame  Evangelista.  The 
poor  woman  has  had  to  sell  her  house,  and  is  going  to  live 
at  Lanstrac. ' ' 
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"Natalie  is  very  unhappy." 

"Well,  would  you  like  to  spena  the  day  after  your  wed- 
ding on  the  highroad?" 

"It  is  very  uncomfortable." 

"I  am  glad  I  came,"  said  another  lady,  "to  convince 
myself  of  the  necessity  of  surrounding  a  wedding  with  all 
the  usual  ceremonies  and  festivities,  for  this  seems  to  me 
very  cold  and  dismal.  Indeed,  if  I  were  to  tell  the  whole 
truth,"  she  whispered,  leaning  over  to  her  neighbor,  "it 
strikes  me  as  altogether  unseemly." 

Madame  Evangelista  took  Natalie  n  her  own  carriage  to 
Count  Paul's  house. 

"Well,  mother,  it  is  all  over — " 

"Remember  my  advice,  and  you  will  be  happy.  Always 
be  his  wife,  and  not  his  mistress." 

When  Natalie  had  gone  to  her  room,  Madame  Evangelista 
went  through  the  little  farce  of  throwing  herself  into  her 
son-in-law's  arms  and  weeping  on  his  shoulder.  It  was  the 
only  provincial  detail  Madame  Evangelista  had  allowed  her- 
self ;  but  she  had  her  reasons.  In  the  midst  of  her  appar- 
ently wild  and  desperate  tears  and  speeches,  she  extracted 
from  Paul  such  concessions  as  a  husband  will  always  make. 

The  next  day  she  saw  the  young  people  into  their  chaise, 
and  accompanied  them  across  the  ferry  over  the  Gironde. 
Natalie,  in  a  word,  had  made  her  mother  understand  that 
if  Paul  had  won  in  the  game  concerning  the  contract,  her 
revenge  was  beginning.  Natalie  had  already  reduced  her 
husband  to  perfect  obedience. 


CONCLUSION 

FIVE  YEARS  after  this,  one  afternoon  in  November,  the 
Comte  Paul  de  Manerville,  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  with  a  bowed 
head,  mysteriously  arrived  at  the  house  of  Monsieur  Mathias 
*t  Bordeaux.  The  worthy  man,  too  old  now  to  attend  to 
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business,  had  sold  his  connection,  and  was  peacefully  ending 
his  days  in  one  of  his  houses. 

Important  business  had  taken  him  out  at  the  time  when 
his  visitor  called;  but  his  old  housekeeper,  warned  of  Paul's 
advent,  showed  him  into  the  room  that  had  belonged  to 
Madame  Mathias,  who  had  died  a  year  since. 

Paul,  tired  out  by  a  hurried  journey,  slept  till  late.  The 
old  man,  on  his  return,  came  to  look  at  his  erewhile  client, 
and  was  satisfied  to  look  at  him  lying  asleep,  as  a  mother 
looks  at  her  child.  Josette,  the  housekeeper,  came  in  with 
her  master,  and  stood  by  the  bedside,  her  hands  on  her  hips. 

"This  day  twelvemonth,  Josette,  when  my  dear  wife 
breathed  her  last  in  this  bed,  I  little  thought  of  seeing  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte  here  looking  like  death." 

"Poor  gentleman!  he  groans  in  his  sleep,"  said  Josette. 

The  old  lawyer  made  no  reply  but  "  Sac  d  papier /" — an 
innocent  oath,  which,  from  him,  always  represented  the 
despair  of  a  man  of  business  in  the  face  of  some  insuperable 
dilemma. 

"At  any  rate,"  thought  he,  "I  have  saved  the  freehold 
of  Lanstrac,  Auzac,  Saint-Froult,  and  his  town  house  here." 

Mathias  counted  on  his  fingers  and  exclaimed,  "Five 
years! — Yes,  it  is  five  years  this  very  month  since  his  old 
aunt,  now  deceased,  the  venerable  Madame  de  Maulincour, 
asked  on  his  behalf  for  the  hand  of  that  little  crocodile  in 
woman's  skirts  who  has  managed  to  ruin  him — as  I  knew  she 
would!" 

After  looking  at  the  young  man  for  some  time,  the  good 
old  man,  now  very  gouty,  went  away,  leaning  on  his  stick, 
to  walk  slowly  up  and  down  his  little  garden.  At  nin^. 
o'clock  supper  was  served,  for  the  old  man  supped;  and  he 
was  not  a  little  surprised  to  see  Paul  come  in  with  a  calm 
brow  and  an  unruffled  expression,  though  perceptibly  altered. 
Though  at  three-and-thirty  the  Comte  de  Manerville  looked 
forty,  the  change  was  due  solely  to  mental  shocks;  physi- 
cally he  was  in  good  health.  He  went  up  to  his  old  friend, 
took  his  hands,  and  pressed  them  affectionately,  saying: 
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"Dear,  good  Maitre  Mathias!  And  you  have  had  your 
troubles!" 

"Mine  were  in  the  course  of  nature,  Monsieur  le  Comte, 
but  yours — " 

"We  will  talk  over  mine  presently  at  supper." 

"If  I  had  not  a  son  high  up  in  the  law,  and  a  married 
daughter,"  said  the  worthy  man,  "believe  me,  Monsieur  le 
Comte,  you  would  have  found  something  more  than  bare 
hospitality  from  old  Mathias. — How  is  it  that  you  have  come 
to  Bordeaux  just  at  the  time  when  you  may  read  on  every 
wall  bills  announcing  the  seizure  and  sale  of  the  farms  of  le 
Grassol  and  le  Guadet,  of  the  vine  land  of  Bellerose  and  your 
house  here  ?  I  cannot  possibly  express  my  grief  on  seeing 
those  huge  posters — I,  who  for  forty  years  took  as  much  care 
of  your  estates  as  if  they  were  my  own ;  I,  who,  when  I  was 
third  clerk  under  Monsieur  Chesneau,  my  predecessor,  trans- 
acted the  purchase  for  your  mother,  and  in  my  young  clerk's 
hand  engrossed  the  deed  of  sale  on  parchment;  I,  who  have 
the  title-deeds  safe  in  my  successor's  office;  I,  who  made  out 
all  the  accounts.  Why,  I  remember  you  so  high — "  and  the 
old  man  held  his  hand  two  feet  from  the  floor. 

"After  being  a  notary  for  more  than  forty  years,  to  see 
my  name  printed  as  large  as  life  in  the  face  of  Israel,  in  the 
announcement  of  the  seizure  and  the  disposal  of  the  property 
— you  cannot  imagine  the  pain  it  gives  me.  As  I  go  along 
the  street  and  see  the  folk  all  reading  those  horrible  yellow 
bills,  I  am  as  much  ashamed  as  if  my  own  ruin  and  honor 
were  involved.  And  there  are  a  pack  of  idiots  who  spell  it 
all  out  at  the  top  of  their  voices  on  purpose  to  attract  idlers, 
and  they  add  the  most  ridiculous  comments. 

"Are  you  not  master  of  your  own?  Your  father  ran 
through  two  fortunes  before  making  the  one  he  left  you,  and 
you  would  not  be  a  Manerville  if  you  did  not  tread  in  his 
steps. 

"And  besides,  the  seizure  of  real  property  is  foreseen  in 
the  Code,  and  provided  for  under  a  special  capitulum;  you 
are  in  a  position  recognized  by  law.  If  I  were  not  a  white- 
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headed  old  man,  only  waiting  for  a  nudge  to  push  me  into 
the  grave,  I  would  thrash  the  men  who  stand  staring  at  such 
abominations — 'At  the  suit  of  Madame  Natalie  Evangelists, 
wife  of  Paul  Frangois  Joseph  Comte  de  Manerville,  of  sep- 
arate estate  by  the  ruling  of  the  lower  Court  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  the  Seine,'  and  so  forth." 

"Yes,"  said  Paul,  "and  now  separate  in  bed  and  board — ' 

"Indeed!"  said  the  old  man. 

"Oh!  against  Natalie's  will,"  said  the  Count  quickly. 
"I  had  to  deceive  her.  She  does  not  know  that  I  am  going 
away. ' ' 

"Going  away?" 

"My  passage  is  taken;  I  sail  on  the  ' Belle- Amelie'  for 
Calcutta." 

"In  two  days!"  said  Mathias.  "Then  we  meet  no  more, 
Monsieur  le  Comte." 

"You  are  but  seventy-three,  my  dear  Mathias,  and  you 
have  the  gout,  an  assurance  of  old  age.  When  I  come  back 
I  shall  find  you  just  where  you  are.  Your  sound  brain  and 
heart  will  be  as  good  as  ever;  you  will  help  me  to  rebuild 
the  ruined  home.  I  mean  to  make  a  fine  fortune  in  seven 
years.  On  my  return  I  shall  only  be  forty.  At  that  age 
everything  is  still  possible." 

"You,  Monsieur  le  Comte!"  exclaimed  Mathias,  with  a 
gesture  of  amazement.  "You  are  going  into  trade! — What 
are  you  thinking  of?" 

'I  am  no  longer  Monsieur  le  Comte,  dear  Mathias.  I 
have  taken  my  passage  in  the  name  of  Camille,  a  Christian 
name  of  my  mother's.  And  I  have  some  connections  which 
may  enable  me  to  make  a  fortune  in  other  ways.  Trade  will 
be  my  last  resource.  Also,  I  am  starting  with  a  large  enough 
sum  of  money  to  allow  of  my  tempting  fortune  on  a  grand 
scale. ' ' 

"Where  is  that  money?" 

"A  friend  will  send  it  to  me." 

The  old  man  dropped  his  fork  at  the  sound  of  the  word 
friend,  not  out  of  irony  or  surprise;  his  face  expressed  his 
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grief  at  finding  Paul  under  the  influence  of  a  delusion,  for 
his  eye  saw  a  void  where  the  Count  perceived  a  solid  plank. 

"I  have  been  in  a  notary's  office  more  than  fifty  years," 
said  he,  "and  I  never  knew  a  ruined  man  who  had  friends 
willing  to  loan  him  money." 

"You  do  not  know  de  Marsay.  At  this  minute,  while 
I  speak  to  you,  I  am  perfectly  certain  that  he  has  sold  out 
of  the  funds  if  it  was  necessary,  and  to-morrow  you  will 
receive  a  bill  of  exchange  for  fifty  thousand  crowns." 

"I  only  hope  so. — But  then  could  not  this  friend  have 
set  your  affairs  straight  ?  You  could  have  lived  quietly  at 
Lanstrac  for  five  or  six  years  on  Madame  la  Comtesse's 
income." 

"And  would  an  assignment  have  paid  fifteen  hundred 
thousand  francs  of  debts,  of  which  my  wife's  share  was  five 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  ? ' ' 

"And  how,  in  four  years,  have  you  managed  to  owe  four- 
teen hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs  ? ' ' 

"Nothing  can  be  plainer,  my  good  friend.  Did  I  not 
make  the  diamonds  a  present  to  my  wife  ?  Did  I  not  spend 
the  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs  that  came  to  us  from 
the  sale  of  Madame  Evangelista's  house  in  redecorating  my 
house  in  Paris  ?  Had  I  not  to  pay  the  price  of  the  land  we 
purchased,  and  of  the  legal  business  of  my  marriage  con- 
tract? Finally,  had  I  not  to  sell  Natalie's  forty  thousand 
francs  a  year  in  the  funds  to  pay  for  d'Auzac  and  Saint- 
Froult  ?  We  sold  at  87,  so  I  was  in  debt  about  two  hundred 
thousand  francs  within  a  month  of  my  marriage. 

"An  income  was  left  of  sixty-seven  thousand  francs,  and 
we  have  regularly  spent  two  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year 
beyond  it.  To  these  nine  hundred  thousand  francs  add 
certain  money-lenders'  interest,  and  you  will  easily  find  it 
a  million." 

"Brrrr,"  said  the  old  lawyer.     "And  then  ?" 

"Well,  I  wished  at  once  to  make  up  the  set  of  jewels  for 
my  wife,  of  which  she  already  had  the  pearl  necklace  and 
the  Discrete  clasp — a  family  jewel — and  her  mother's  ear- 
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rings.  I  paid  a  hundred  thousand  francs  for  a  diadem  of 
wheat-ears.  There  you  see  eleven  hundred  thousand  francs. 
Then  I  owe  my  wife  the  whole  of  her  fortune,  amounting  to 
three  hundred  and  fifty-six  thousand  francs  settled  on  her." 

"But  then,"  said  Mathias,  "if  Madame  la  Comtesse  had 
pledged  her  diamonds,  and  you  your  securities,  you  would 
have,  by  my  calculations,  three  hundred  thousand  with 
which  to  pacify  your  creditors — •" 

"When  a  man  is  down,  Mathias;  when  his  estates  are 
loaded  with  mortgages;  when  his  wife  is  the  first  creditor  for 
her  settlement;  when,  to  crown  all,  he  is  exposed  to  having 
writs  against  him  for  notes  of  hand  to  the  tune  of  a  hundred 
thousand  francs — to  be  paid  off,  I  hope,  by  good  prices  at  the 
sales — nothing  can  be  done.  And  the  cost  of  conveyancing!" 

"Frightful!"  said  the  lawyer. 

"The  distraint  has  happily  taken  the  form  of  a  voluntary 
sale,  which  will  mitigate  the  flare." 

"And  you  are  selling  Bellerose  with  the  wines  of  1825 
in  the  cellars?" 

"I  cannot  help  myself." 

"Bellerose  is  worth  six  hundred  thousand  francs." 

"Natalie  will  buy  it  in  by  my  advice." 

"Sixteen  thousand  francs  in  ordinary  years — and  such 
a  season  as  1825!  I  will  run  Bellerose  up  to  seven  hundred 
thousand  francs  myself,  and  each  of  the  farms  up  to  a  hun- 
dred and  twenty  thousand." 

"So  much  the  better;  then  I  can  clear  myself  if  my  house 
in  the  town  fetches  two  hundred  thousand." 

"Solonet  will  pay  a  little  more  for  it;  he  has  a  fancy  for 
it.  He  is  retiring  on  a  hundred  odd  thousand  a  year,  which 
he  has  made  in  gambling  in  trois-six.  He  has  sold  his  busi- 
ness for  three  hundred  thousand  francs,  and  is  marrying 
a  rich  mulatto.  God  knows  where  she  got  her  money,  but 
they  say  she  has  millions.  A  notary  gambling  in  trois-six! 
A  notary  marrying  a  mulatto!  What  times  these  are!  It 
was  he,  they  say,  who  looked  after  your  mother-in-law's 
investments." 
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"She  has  greatly  improved  Lanstrac,  and  taken  good  care 
of  the  land;  she  has  regularly  paid  her  rent." 

"I  should  never  have  believed  her  capable  of  behaving  so." 

"She  is  so  kind  and  devoted. — She  always  paid  Natalie's 
debts  when  she  came  to  spend  three  months  in  Paris." 

"So  she  very  well  might,  she  lives  on  Lanstrac,"  said  Ma- 
thias.  "She!  Turned  thrifty!  What  a  miracle!  She  has 
just  bought  the  estate  of  Grainrouge,  lying  between  Lanstrac 
and  Grassol,  so  that  if  she  prolongs  the  avenue  from  Lan- 
strac down  to  the  highroad  you  can  drive  a  league  and  a  half 
through  your  own  grounds.  She  paid  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  down  for  Grainrouge,  which  is  worth  a  thousand 
crowns  a  year  in  cash  rents." 

"She  is  still  handsome,"  said  Paul.  "Country  life  keeps 
her  young.  I  will  not  go  to  take  leave  of  her;  she  would 
bleed  herself  for  me." 

"You  would  waste  your  time;  she  is  gone  to  Paris.  She 
probably  arrived  just  as  you  left." 

"She  has,  of  course,  heard  of  the  sale  of  the  land,  and 
has  rushed  to  my  assistance. — I  have  no  right  to  complain 
of  life.  I  am  loved  as  well  as  any  man  can  be  in  this  world, 
loved  by  two  women  who  vie  with  each  other  in  their  devo- 
tion to  me.  They  were  jealous  of  each  other;  the  daughter 
reproached  her  mother  for  being  too  fond  of  me,  and  the 
mother  found  fault  with  her  daughter  for  her  extravagance. 
This  affection  has  been  my  ruin.  How  can  a  man  help  grati- 
fying the  lightest  wish  of  the  woman  he  loves  ?  How  can  he 
protect  himself?  And,  on  the  other  hand,  how  can  he  accept 
self-sacrifice  ? — We  could,  to  be  sure,  pay  up  with  my  for- 
tune and  come  to  live  at  Lanstrac — but  I  would  rather  go 
to  India  and  make  my  fortune  than  tear  Natalie  from  the 
life  she  loves.  It  was  I  myself  who  proposed  to  her  a  sep- 
aration of  goods.  Women  are  angels  who  ought  never  to 
be  mixed  up  with  the  business  of  life." 

Old  Mathias  listened  to  Paul  with  an  expression  of  sur- 
prise and  doubt. 

"You  have  no  children  ?"  said  he. 
Vol.  C.  BALZAC— F 
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"Happily!"  replied  Paul. 

"Well,  I  view  marriage  in  a  different  light,"  replied  the 
old  notary  quite  simply.  "In  my  opinion,  a  wife  ought  to 
share  her  husband's  lot  for  good  or  ill.  I  have  heard  that 
young  married  people  who  are  too  much  like  lovers  have 
no  families.  Is  pleasure  then  the  only  end  of  marriage? 
Is  it  not  rather  the  happiness  of  family  life?  Still,  you 
were  but  eight-and-twenty,  and  the  Countess  no  more  than 
twenty;  it  was  excusable  that  you  should  think  only  of 
love-making.  At  the  same  time,  the  terms  of  your  mar- 
riage-contract, and  your  name — you  will  think  me  grossly 
lawyer-like — required  you  to  begin  by  having  a  fine  hand- 
some boy.  Yes,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  and  if  you  had  daugh- 
ters, you  ought  not  to  have  stopped  till  you  had  a  male  heir 
to  succeed  you  in  the  entail. 

"Was  Mademoiselle  Evangelista  delicate?  Was  there 
anything  to  fear  for  her  in  motherhood  ? — You  will  say  that 
is  very  old-fashioned  and  antiquated ;  but  in  noble  families, 
Monsieur  le  Comte,  a  legitimate  wife  ought  to  have  children 
and  bring  them  up  well.  As  the  Duchesse  de  Sully  said — 
the  wife  of  the  great  Sully — a  wife  is  not  a  means  of  pleas- 
ure, but  the  honor  and  virtue  of  the  household." 

"You  do  not  know  what  women  are,  my  dear  Mathias," 
said  Paul.  "To  be  happy,  a  man  must  love  his  wife  as  she 
chooses  to  be  loved.  And  is  it  not  rather  brutal  to  deprive 
a  woman  so  early  of  her  charms  and  spoil  her  beauty  before 
she  has  really  enjoyed  it?" 

"If  you  had  had  a  family,  the  mother  would  have  checked 
the  wife's  dissipation;  she  would  have  stayed  at  home — " 

"If  you  were  in  the  right,  my  good  friend,"  said  Paul, 
with  a  frown,  "I  should  be  still  more  unhappy.  Do  not 
aggravate  my  misery  by  moralizing  over  my  ruin;  let  me 
depart  without  any  after  bitterness." 

Next  day  Mathias  received  a  bill  payable  at  sight  for  a 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs,  signed  by  de  Marsay. 

"You  see,"  said  Paul,  "he  does  not  write  me  a  word. 
Henri's  is  the  most  perfectly  imperfect,  the  most  uncon- 
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vcntionally  noble  nature  I  have  ever  met  with.  If  you 
conld  but  know  how  superior  this  man — who  is  still  young 
— rises  above  feeling  and  interest,  and  what  a  great  politi- 
cian he  is,  you,  like  me,  would  be  amazed  to  find  what  a 
warm  heart  he  has." 

Mathias  tried  to  reason  Paul  out  of  his  purpose,  but  it 
was  irrevocable,  and  justified  by  so  many  practical  reasons 
that  the  old  notary  made  no  further  attempt  to  detain  his 
client. 

Barely  enough  does  a  vessel  in  cargo  sail  punctually  to 
the  day;  but  by  an  accident  disastrous  to  Paul,  the  wind 
1^>eing  favorable,  the  "Belle-Ame'lie"  was  to  sail  on  the 
morrow.  At  the  moment  of  departure  the  landing-stage  is 
always  crowded  with  relations,  friends,  and  idlers.  Among 
these,  as  it  happened,  were  several  personally  acquainted 
with  Manerville.  His  ruin  had  made  him  as  famous  now 
as  he  had  once  been  for  his  fortune,  so  there  was  a  stir  of 
curiosity.  Every  one  had  some  remark  to  make. 

The  old  man  had  escorted  Paul  to  the  wharf,  and  he  must 
have  suffered  keenly  as  he  heard  some  of  the  comments. 

"Who  would  recognize  in  the  man  you  see  there  with  old 
Mathias  the  dandy  who  used  to  be  called  Pease-blossom,  and 
who  was  the  oracle  of  fashion  here  at  Bordeaux  five  years 
since?" 

"What,  can  that  fat  little  man  in  an  alpaca  overcoat,  look- 
ing like  a  coachman,  be  the  Comte  Paul  de  Manerville  ?" 

"Yes,  my  dear,  the  man  who  married  Mademoiselle  Evan- 
gelista.  There  he  is  ruined,  without  a  sou  to  his  name,  going 
to  the  Indies  to  look  for  the  roc's  egg." 

"But  how  was  he  ruined?     He  was  so  rich!"  , 

"Paris — women — the  Bourse — gambling — display — " 

"And  besides,"  said  another,  "Manerville  is  a  poor  crea- 
ture; he  has  no  sense,  as  limp  as  papier-mache,  allowing  him- 
self to  be  fleeced,  and  incapable  of  any  decisive  action.  He 
was  born  to  be  ruined." 

Paul  shook  his  old  friend's  hand  and  took  refuge  on 
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board.  Mathias  stood  on  the  quay,  looking  at  his  old 
client,  who  leaned  over  the  netting,  defying  the  crowd 
with  a  look  of  scorn. 

Just  as  the  anchor  was  weighed,  Paul  saw  that  Mathias 
was  signalling  to  him  by  waving  his  handkerchief.  The 
old  housekeeper  had  come  in  hot  haste,  and  was  standing 
by  her  master,  who  seemed  greatly  excited  by  some  matter 
of  importance.  Paul  persuaded  the  captain  to  wait  a  few 
minutes  and  send  a  boat  to  land,  that  he  might  know  what 
the  old  lawyer  wanted;  he  was  signalling  vigorously,  evi- 
dently desiring  him  to  disembark.  Mathias,  too  infirm  to 
go  to  the  ship,  gave  two  letters  to  one  of  the  sailors  who 
were  in  the  boat. 

"My  good  fellow,"  said  the  old  notary,  showing  one  of 
the  letters  to  the  sailor,  "this  letter,  mark  it  well,  make  no 
mistake — this  packet  has  just  been  delivered  by  a  messenger 
who  has  ridden  from  Paris  in  thirty-five  hours.  Explain  this 
clearly  to  Monsieur  le  Comte,  do  not  forget.  It  might  make 
him  change  his  plans. ' ' 

"And  we  should  have  to  land  him?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  lawyer  rashly. 

The  sailor  in  most  parts  of  the  world  is  a  creature  apart, 
professing  the  deepest  contempt  for  all  land-lubbers.  As  to 
townsfolk,  he  cannot  understand  them;  he  knows  nothing 
about  them;  he  laughs  them  to  scorn;  he  cheats  them  if 
he  can  without  direct  dishonesty.  This  one,  as  it  hap- 
pened, was  a  man  of  Lower  Brittany,  who  saw  worthy  old 
Mathias 's  instructions  in  only  one  light. 

"Just  so,"  he  muttered,  as  he  took  his  oar,  "land  him 
again!  The  captain  is  to  lose  a  passenger!  If  we  listened 
to  these  land-lubbers,  we  should  spend  our  lives  in  pulling 
them  between  the  ship  and  shore.  Is  he  afraid  his  son  will 
take  cold?" 

So  .the  sailor  gave  Paul  the  letters  without  any  message. 
On  recognizing  his  wife's  writing  and  de  Marsay's,  Paul  im- 
agined all  that  either  of  them  could  have  to  say  to  him;  and 
being  determined  not  to  risk  being  influenced  by  the  offers 
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that  might  be  inspired  by  their  regard,  he  put  the  letters  in 
his  pocket  with  apparent  indifference. 

"And  that  is  the  rubbish  we  are  kept  waiting  for!  What 
nonsense!"  said  the  sailor  to  the  captain  in  his  broad  Breton. 
"If  the  matter  were  as  important  as  that  old  guy  declared, 
would  Monsieur  le  Comte  drop  the  papers  into  his 
scuppers?" 

Paul,  lost  in  the  dismal  reflections  that  come  over  the 
strongest  man  in  such  circumstances,  gave  himself  up  to 
melancholy,  while  he  waved  his  hand  to  his  old  friend, 
and  bid  farewell  to  France,  watching  the  fast  disappearing 
buildings  of  Bordeaux. 

He  presently  sat  down  on  a  coil  of  rope,  and  there  night 
found  him,  lost  in  meditation.  Doubt  came  upon  him  as 
twilight  fell;  he  gazed  anxiously  into  the  future;  he  could 
see  nothing  before  him  but  perils  and  uncertainty,  and 
wondered  whether  his  courage  might  not  fail  him.  He 
felt  some  vague  alarm  as  he  thought  of  Natalie  left  to  her- 
self; he  repented  of  his  decision,  regretting  Paris  and  his 
past  life. 

Then  he  fell  a  victim  to  seasickness.  Every  one  knows 
the  miseries  of  this  condition,  and  one  of  the  worst  features 
of  its  sufferings  is  the  total  effacement  of  will  that  accom- 
panies it.  An  inexplicable  incapacity  loosens  all  the  bonds 
of  vitality  at  the  core;  the  mind  refuses  to  act,  and  every- 
thing is  a  matter  of  total  indifference — a  mother  can  forget 
her  child,  a  lover  his  mistress;  the  strongest  man  becomes 
a  mere  inert  mass.  Paul  was  carried  to  his  berth,  where  he 
remained  for  three  days,  alternately  violently  ill,  and  plied 
with  grog  by  the  sailors,  thinking  of  nothing  or  sleeping; 
then  he  went  through  a  sort  of  convalescence  and  recovered 
his  ordinary  health. 

On  the  morning  when,  finding  himself  better,  he  went 
for  a  walk  on  deck  to  breathe  the  sea-air  of  a  more  south- 
ern climate,  on  putting  his  hands  in  his  pockets  he  felt  his 
letters.  He  at  once  took  them  out  to  read .  them,  and  began 
by  Natalie's.  In  order  that  the  Comtesse  de  Manerville's 
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letter  may  be  fully  understood,  it  is  necessary  first  to  give 
that  written  by  Paul  to  his  wife  on  leaving  Paris. 

PAUL   DE   MANERVILLE   TO   HIS   WIFE 

"My  BEST  BELOVED — When  ypu  read  this  letter  I  shall 
be  far  from  you,  probably  on  the  vessel  that  is  to  carry  me 
to  India,  where  I  am  going  to  repair  my  shattered  fortune. 
I  did  not  feel  that  I  had  the  courage  to  tell  you  of  my  de- 
parture. I  have  deceived  you;  but  was  it  not  necessary? 
You  would  have  pinched  yourself  to  no  purpose,  you  would 
have  wished  to  sacrifice  your  own  fortune.  Dear  Natalie, 
feel  no  remorse;  I  shall  know  no  repentance.  When  I  re- 
turn with  millions,  I  will  imitate  your  father;  I  will  lay 
them  at  your  feet  as  lie  laid  his  at  your  mother's,  and  will 
say,  'It  is  all  yours.' 

"I  love  you  to  distraction,  Natalie;  and  I  can  say  so 
without  fearing  that  you  will  make  my  avowal  a  pretext 
for  exerting  a  power  which  only  weak  men  dread.  Yours 
was  unlimited  from  the  first  day  I  ever  saw  you  My  love 
alone  has  led  me  to  disaster ;  my  gradual  ruin  has  brought 
me  the  delirious  joys  of  the  gambler.  As  my  money  dimin- 
ished my  happiness  grew  greater;  each  fraction  of  my  wealth 
converted  into  some  little  gratification  to  you  caused  me 
heavenly  rapture.  I  could  have  wished  you  to  have  more 
caprices  than  you  ever  had. 

"I  knew  that  I  was  marching  on  an  abyss,  but  I  went, 
my  brow  wreathed  with  joys  and  feelings  unknown  to  vulgar 
souls.  I  acted  like  the  lovers  who  shut  themselves  up  for 
a  year  or  two  in  -a  cottage  by  a  lake,  vowing  to  kill  them- 
selves after  plunging  into  the  ocean  of  happiness,  dying  in 
all  the  glory  of  their  illusions  and  their  passion.  I  have 
always  thought  such  persons  eminently  rational.  You  have 
never  known  anything  of  my  pleasures  or  of  my  sacrifices. 
And  is  there  not  exquisite  enjoyment  in  concealing  from  the 
one  we  love  the  cost  of  the  things  she  wishes  for  ? 

"I  may  tell  you  these  secrets  now.  I  shall  be  far  indeed 
away  when  you  hold  this  sheet  loaded  with  my  love.  Though 
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I  forego  the  pleasure  of  your  gratitude,  I  do  not  feel  that 
clutch  at  my  heart  which  would  seize  me  if  I  tried  to  talk 
of  these  things.  Alas,  my  dearest,  there  is  deep  self-interest 
in  thus  revealing  the  past.  Is  it  not  to  add  to  the  volume 
of  our  love  in  the  future  ?  Could  it  indeed  ever  need  such 
a  stimulus  ?  Do  we  not  feel  that  pure  affection  to  which 
proof  is  needless,  which  scorns  time  and  distance,  and  lives 
in  its  own  strength  ? 

"Ah!  Natalie,  I  just  now  left  the  table  where  I  am  writ- 
ing by  the  fire,  and  looked  at  you  asleep,  calm  and  trustful, 
in  the  attitude  of  a  guileless  child,  your  hand  lying  where  I 
could  take  it.  I  left  a  tear  on  the  pillow  that  has  been  the 
witness  of  our  happiness.  I  leave  you  without  a  fear  on 
the  promise  of  that  attitude;  I  leave  you  to  win  peace  by 
winning  a  fortune  so  large  that  no  anxiety  may  ever  disturb 
our  joys,  and  that  you  may  satisfy  your  every  wish.  Nei- 
ther you  nor  I  could  ever  dispense  with  the  luxuries  of  the 
life  we  lead.  I  am  a  man,  and  I  have  courage;  mine  alone 
be  the  task  of  amassing  the  fortune  we  require. 

"You  might  perhaps  think  of  following  me!  I  will  not 
tell  you  the  name  of  the  ship,  nor  the  port  I  sail  from,  nor 
the  day  I  leave.  A  friend  will  tell  you  when  it  is  too  late. 

"Natalie,  my  devotion  to  you  is  boundless;  I  love  you 
as  a  mother  loves  her  child,  as  a  lover  worships  his  mistress, 
with  perfect  disinterestedness.  The  work  be  mine,  the  en- 
joyment yours;  mine  the  sufferings,  yours  a  life  of  happi- 
ness. Amuse  yourself;  keep  up  all  your  habits  of  luxury; 
go  to  the  Italiens,  to  the  French  opera,  into  society  and  to 
balls;  I  absolve  you  beforehand.  But,  dear  angel,  each 
time  you  come  home  to  the  nest  where  we  have  enjoyed 
the  fruits  that  have  ripened  during  our  five  years  of  love, 
remember  your  lover,  think  of  me  for  a  moment,  and  sleep 
in  my  heart.  That  is  all  I  ask. 

"I — my  one,  dear,  constant  thought — when,  under  scorch- 
ing skies,  working  for  our  future,  I  find  some  obstacle  to 
overcome,  or  when,  tired  out,  I  rest  in  the  hope  of  my  return 
— I  shall  think  of  you  who  are  the  beauty  of  my  life.  Yes, 
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I  shall  try  to  live  in  you,  telling  myself  that  you  have  neither 
cares  nor  uneasiness.  Just  as  life  is  divided  into  day  and 
night,  waking  and  sleeping,  so  I  shall  have  my  life  of  en- 
chantment in  Paris,  my  life  of  labors  in  India — a  dream 
of  anguish,  a  reality  of  delight;  I  shall  live  so  completely 
in  what  is  real  to  you  that  my  days  will  be  the  dream.  I 
have  my  memories;  canto  by  canto  I  shall  recall  the  lovely 
poem  of  five  years;  I  shall  remember  the  days  when  you 
chose  to  be  dazzling,  when  by  some  perfection  of  evening- 
dress  or  morning-wrapper  you  made  yourself  new  in  my 
eyes.  I  shall  taste  on  my  lips  the  flavor  of  our  little  feasts. 

"Yes,  dear  angel,  I  am  going  like  a  man  pledged  to  some 
high  emprise  when  by  success  he  is  to  win  his  mistress!  To 
me  the  past  will  be  like  the  dreams  of  desire  which  antici- 
pate realization,  and  which  realization  often  disappoints. 
But  you  have  always  more  than  fulfilled  them.  And  I 
shall  return  to  find  a  new  wife,  for  will  not  absence  lend 
you  fresh  charms? — Oh,  my  dear  love,  my  Natalie,  let  me 
be  a  religion  to  you.  Be  always  the  child  I  have  seen  sleep- 
ing! If  you  were  to  betray  my  blind  confidence — Natalie, 
you  would  not  have  to  fear  my  anger,  of  that  you  may  be 
sure;  I  should  die  without  a  word.  But  a  woman  does  not 
deceive  the  husband  who  leaves  her  free,  for  women  are 
never  mean.  She  may  cheat  a  tyrant;  but  she  does  not 
care  for  the  easy  treason  which  would  deal  a  deathblow. 
No,  I  cannot  imagine  such  a  thing — forgive  me  for  this 
cry,  natural  to  a  man. 

"My  dearest,  you  will  see  de  Marsay;  he  is  now  the  ten- 
ant holding  our  house,  and  he  will  leave  you  in  it.  This 
lease  to  him  was  necessary  to  avoid  useless  loss.  My  cred- 
itors, not  understanding  that  payment  is  merely  a  question 
of  time,  might  have  seized  the  furniture  and  the  rent  of  let- 
ting the  house.  Be  good  to  de  Marsay;  I  have  the  most 
perfect  confidence  in  his  abilities  and  in  his  honor.  Make 
him  your  advocate  and  your  adviser,  your  familiar.  What- 
ever his  engagements  may  be,  he  will  always  be  at  your 
service.  I  have  instructed  him  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  liqui- 
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dation  of  my  debts;  if  he  should  advance  a  sum  of  which 
he  presently  needed  the  use,  I  trust  to  you  to  pay  him. 
Remember  I  am  not  leaving  you  to  de  Marsay's  guidance, 
but  to  your  own ;  when  I  mention  him,  I  do  not  force  him 
upon  you. 

"Alas,  I  cannot  begin  to  write  on  business  matters;  only 
an  hour  remains  to  me  under  the  same  roof  with  you.  I 
count  your  breathing ;  I  try  to  picture  your  thoughts  from 
the  occasional  changes  in  your  sleep,  your  breathing  revives 
the  flowery  hours  of  our  early  love.  At  every 'throb  of  your 
heart  mine  goes  forth  to  you  with  all  its  wealth,  and  I  scat- 
ter over  you  the  petals  of  the  roses  of  my  soul,  as  children 
strew  them  in  front  of  the  altars  on  Corpus  Christi  Day.  I 
commend  you  to  the  memories  I  am  pouring  out  on  you; 
1  would,  if  I  could,  pour  my  life-blood  into  your  veins  that 
you  might  indeed  be  mine,  that  your  heart  might  be  my 
heart,  your  thoughts  my  thoughts,  that  I  might  be  wholly 
in  you! — And  you  utter  a  little  murmur  as  if  in  reply! 

"Be  ever  as  calm  and  lovely  as  you  are  at  this  moment. 
I  would  I  had  the  fabled  power  of  which  we  hear  in  fairy 
tales,  and  could  leave  you  thus  to  sleep  during  my  absence, 
to  wake  you  on  my  return  with  a  kiss.  What  energy,  what 
love,  must  I  feel  to  leave  you  when  I  behold  you  thus. — 
You  are  Spanish  and  religious;  you  will  observe  an  oath 
taken  even  in  your  sleep  when  your  unspoken  word  was 
believed  in  beyond  doubt. 

"Farewell,  my  dearest.  Your  hapless  Pease-blossom  is 
swept  away  by  the  storm-wind ;  but  it  will  come  back  to  you 
forever  on  the  wings  of  Fortune.  Nay,  dear  Ninie,  I  will 
not  say  farewell,  for  you  will  always  be  with  me.  Will  you 
not  be  the  soul  of  my  actions  ?  Will  not  the  hope  of  bring- 
ing you  such  happiness  as  cannot  be  wrecked  give  spirit  to 
my  enterprise  and  guide  all  my  steps?  Will  you  not  always 
be  present  to  me  ?  No,  it  will  not  be  the  tropical  sun,  but 
the  fire  of  your  eyes,  that  will  light  me  on  my  way. 

"Be  as  happy  as  a  woman  can  be,  bereft  of  her  lover. — I 
should  have  been  glad  to  have  a  parting  kiss  in  which  you 
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were  not  merely  passive ;  but,  my  Ninie,  my  adored  darling, 
I  would  not  wake  you.  When  you  wake,  you  will  find  a 
tear  on  your  brow;  let  it  be  a  talisman. — Think,  oh  think 
of  him  who  is  perhaps  to  die  for  you,  far  away  from  you; 
think  of  him  less  as  your  husband  than  as  a  lover  who 
worships  you  and  leaves  you  in  God's  keeping." 

EEPLY   FROM   THE   COMTESSE   DE   MANERVILLE   TO   HER 
HUSBAND 

"MY  DEAREST — What  grief  your  letter  has  brought  me! 
Had  you  any  right  to  form  a  decision  which  concerns  us 
equally  without  consulting  me  ?  Are  you  free  ?  Do  you 
not  belong  to  me  ?  And  am  I  not  half  a  Creole  ?  Why 
should  I  not  follow  you  ? — You  have  shown  me  that  I  am 
no  longer  indispensable  to  you.  What  have  I  done,  Paul, 
that  you  should  rob  me  of  my  rights?  What  is  to  become 
of  me  alone  in  Paris  ?  Poor  dear,  you  assume  the  blame  for 
any  ill  I  may  have  done.  But  am  I  not  partly  to  blame  for 
this  ruin  ?  Has  not  my  finery  weighed  heavily  in  the  wrong 
scale  ?  You  are  making  me  curse  the  happy,  heedless  life 
we  have  led  these  four  years.  To  think  of  you  as  exiled 
for  six  years !  Is  it  not  enough  to  kill  me  ?  How  can  you 
make  a  fortune  in  six  years  ?  Will  you  ever  come  back  ? 
I  was  wiser  than  I  knew  when  I  so  strenuously  opposed  the 
separate  maintenance  which  you  and  my  mother  so  abso- 
lutely insisted  on.  What  did  I  tell  you  ?  That  it  would 
expose  you  to  discredit,  that  it  would  ruin  your  credit! 
You  had  to  be  quite  angry  before  I  would  give  in. 

"My  dear  Paul,  you  have  never  been  so  noble  in  my 
eyes  as  you  are  at  this  moment.  Without  a  hint  of  despair, 
to  set  out  to  make  a  fortune!  Only  such  a  character,  such 
energy  as  yours  could  take  such  a  step.  I  kneel  at  your 
feet.  A  man  who  confesses  to  weakness  in  such  perfect 
good  faith,  who  restores  his  fortune  from  the  same  motive 
that  has  led  him  to  waste  it — for  love,  for  an  irresistible  pas- 
sion— oh,  Paul,  such  a  man  is  sublime!  Go  without  fear, 
trample  down  every  obstacle,  and  never  doubt  your  Natalie, 
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for  it  would  be  doubting  yourself.  My  poor  dear,  you  say 
you  want  to  live  in  me?  And  shall  not  I  always  live  in 
you?  I  shall  not  be  here,  but  with  you  wherever  you 
may  be. 

"Though  your  letter  brought  me  cruel  anguish,  it  filled 
me  too  with  joy;  in  one  minute  I  went  through  both  ex- 
tremes; for,  seeing  how  much  you  love  me,  I  was  proud 
too  to  find  that  my  love  was  appreciated.  Sometimes  I 
have  fancied  that  I  loved  you  more  than  you  loved  me; 
now  I  confess  myself  outdone;  you  may  add  that  delightful 
superiority  to  the  others  you  possess;  but  have  I  not  many 
more  reasons  for  loving? — Your  letter,  the  precious  letter 
in  which  your  whole  soul  is  revealed,  and  which  so  plainly 
tells  me  that  between  you  and  me  nothing  is  lost,  will  dwell 
on  my  heart  during  your  absence,  for  your  whole  soul  is  in 
it;  that  letter  is  my  glory! 

"1  am  going  to  live  with  my  mother  at  Lanstrac;  I  shall 
there  be  dead  to  the  world,  and  shall  save  out  of  my  income 
to  pay  off  your  debts.  From  this  day  forth,  Paul,  I  am 
another  woman;  I  take  leave  forever  of  the  world;  I  will 
not  have  a  pleasure  that  you  do  not  share. 

"Besides,  Paul,  I  am  obliged  to  leave  Paris  and  live  in 
solitude.  Dear  boy,  you  have  a  twofold  reason  for  making 
a  fortune.  If  your  courage  needed  a  spur,  you  may  now 
find  another  heart  dwelling  in  your  own.  My  dear,  cannot 
you  guess?  We  shall  have  a  child.  Your  dearest  hopes 
will  be  crowned,  Monsieur.  I  would  not  give  you  the  de- 
ceptive joys  which  are  heart-breaking;  we  have  already  had 
so  much  disappointment  on  that  score,  and  I  was  afraid  of 
having  to  withdraw  the  glad  announcement.  But  now  I  am 
sure  of  what  I  am  saying,  and  happy  to  cast  a  gleam  of  joy 
ever  your  sorrow.  This  morning,  suspecting  no  evil,  1  had 
gone  to  the  Church  of  the  Assumption  to  return  thanks  to 
God.  How  could  I  foresee  disaster?  Everything  seemed 
to  smile  on  me.  As  I  came  out  of  church,  I  met  my  mother; 
she  had  heard  of  your  distress,  and  had  come  by  post  with 
all  her  savings,  thirty  thousand  francs,  hoping  to  be  able  to 
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arrange  matters.  What  a  heart,  Paul!  I  was  quite  happy; 
I  came  home  to  tell  you  the  two  pieces  of  good  news  while 
we  breakfasted  under  the  awning  in  the  conservatory,  and 
I  had  ordered  all  the  dainties  you  like  best. 

"Augustine  gave  me  your  letter. — A  letter  from  you, 
when  we  had  slept  together!  It  was  a  tragedy  in  itself.  I 
was  seized  with  a  shivering  fit — then  I  read  it — I  read  it  in 
tears,  and  my  mother  too  melted  into  tears.  And  a  woman 
must  love  a  man  very  much  to  cry  over  him,  crying  makes 
us  so  ugly. — I  was  half  dead.  So  much  love  and  so  much 
courage!  So  much  happiness  and  such  great  grief!  To  be 
unable  to  clasp  you  to  my  heart,  my  beloved,  at  the  very 
moment  when  my  admiration  for  your  magnanimity  most 
constrained  me!  What  woman  could  withstand  such  a 
whirlwind  of  emotions  ?  To  think  that  you  were  far  away 
when  your  hand  on  my  heart  would  have  comforted  me; 
that  you  were  not  there  to  give  me  the  look  I  love  so  well, 
to  rejoice  with  me  over  the  realization  of  our  hopes; — and 
I  was  not  with  you  to  soften  your  sorrow  by  the  affection 
which  made  your  Natalie  so  dear  to  you,  and  which  can 
make  you  forget  every  grief! 

"I  wanted  to  be  off  to  fly  to  your  feet;  but  my  mother 
pointed  out  that  the  ' Belle- Ame'lie'  is  to  sail  to-morrow,  that 
only  the  post  could  go  fast  enough  to  overtake  you,  and 
that  it  would  be  the  height  of  folly  to  risk  all  our  future 
happiness  on  a  jolt.  Though  a  mother  already,  I  ordered 
horses,  and  my  mother  cheated  me  into  the  belief  that  they 
would  be  brought  round.  She  acted  wisely,  for  I  was  al- 
ready unfit  to  move.  I  could  not  bear  such  a  combination 
of  violent  agitations,  and  I  fainted  away.  I  am  writing  in 
bed,  for  I  am  ordered  perfect  rest  for  some  months.  Hith- 
erto I  have  been  a  frivolous  woman,  now  I  mean  to  be  the 
mother  of  a  family.  Providence  is  good  to  me,  for  a  child 
to  nurse  and  bring  up  can  alone  alleviate  the  sorrows  of 
your  absence.  In  it  I  shall  find  a  second  Paul  to  make 
much  of.  I  shall  thus  publicly  flaunt  the  love  we  have  so 
carefully  kept  to  ourselves.  J  shall  tell  the  truth. 
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4 'My  mother  has  already  had  occasion  to  contradict  cer- 
tain calumnies  which  are  current  as  to  your  conduct  The 
two  Vandenesses,  Charles  and  F^lix,  had  defended  you 
stoutly,  but  your  friend  de  Marsay  makes  game  of  every- 
thing; he  laughs  at  your  detractors  instead  of  answering 
them.  I  do  not  like  such  levity  in  response  to  serious  at- 
tacks. Are  you  not  mistaken  in  him?  However,  I  will 
obey  and  make  a  friend  of  him. 

"Be  quite  easy,  my  dearest,  with  regard  to  anything  that 
may  affect  your  honor.  Is  it  not  mine  ? 

"I  am  about  to  pledge  my  diamonds.  My  mother  and 
I  shall  strain  every  resource  to'  pay  off  your  debts  and  try 
to  buy  in  the  vine  land  of  Bellerose.  My  mother,  who  is  as 
good  a  man  of  business  as  a  regular  accountant,  blames  you 
for  not  having  been  open  with  her.  She  would  not  then 
have  purchased — thinking  to  give  you  pleasure — the  estate 
of  Grainrouge,  which  cut  in  on  your  lands;  and  then  she 
could  have  loaned  you  a  hundred  and  thirty  thousand  francs. 
She  is  in  despair  at  the  step  you  have  taken,  and  is  afraid 
you  will  suffer  from  the  life  in  India.  She  entreats  you  to 
be  temperate,  and  not  to  be  led  astray  by  the  women! — I 
laughed  in  her  face.  I  am  as  sure  of  you  as  of  myself.  You 
will  come  back  to  me  wealthy  and  faithful.  I  alone  in  the 
world  know  your  womanly  refinement  and  those  secret  feel- 
ings which  make  you  an  exquisite  human  flower,  worthy  of 
heaven.  The  Bordeaux  folks  had  every  reason  to  give  you 
your  pretty  nickname.  And  who  will  take  care  of  my  deli- 
cate flower  ?  My  heart  is  racked  by  dreadful  ideas.  I,  hia 
wife,  his  Natalie,  am  here,  when  already  perhaps  he  is  suffer- 
ingl  I,  so  entirely  one  with  you,  may  not  share  your  trou- 
bles, your  annoyances,  your  dangers?  In  whom  can  you 
confide?  How  can  you  live  without  the  ear  into  which 
you  whisper  everything?  Dear,  sensitive  plant,  swept  away 
by  the  gale,  why  should  you  be  transplanted  from  the  only 
soil  in  which  your  fragrance  could  ever  be  developed!  I 
feel  as  if  I  had  been  alone  for  two  centuries,  and  I  am  cold 
in  Paris!  And  I  have  cried  so  long— 
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"The  cause  of  your  ruin!  What  a  text  for  the  medita- 
tions of  a  woman  full  of  love!  You  have  treated  me  like 
a  child,  to  whom  nothing  is  refused  that  it  asks  for;  like  a 
courtesan,  for  whom  a  spendthrift  throws  away  his  fortune. 
Your  delicacy,  as  you  style  it,  is  an  insult.  Do  you  suppose 
that  I  cannot  live  without  fine  clothes,  balls,  operas,  suc- 
cesses ?  Am  I  such  a  frivolous  woman  ?  Do  you  think  me 
incapable  of  a  serious  thought,  of  contributing  to  your  for- 
tune as  much  as  I  ever  contributed  to  your  pleasures  ?  If 
yeu  were  not  so  far  away  and  ill  at  ease,  you  would  here 
find  a  good  scolding  for  your  impertinence.  Can  you  dispar- 
age your  wife  to  such  an  extent?  Bless  me!  What  did  I  go 
out  into  society  for?  To  flatter  your  vanity;  it  was  for  you 
I  dressed,  and  you  know  it.  If  I  had  been  wrong,  I  should 
be  too  cruelly  punished;  your  absence  is  a  bitter  expiation 
for  our  domestic  happiness.  That  happiness  was  too  com- 
plete; it  could  not  fail  to  be  paid  for  by  some  great  sorrow; 
and  here  it  is!  After  such  delights,  so  carefully  screened 
from  the  eyes  of  the  curious;  after  these  constant  festivities, 
varied  only  by  the  secret  madness  of  our  affection,  there  is 
no  alternative  but  solitude.  Solitude,  my  dear  one,  feeds 
great  passions,  and  I  long  for  it.  What  can  I  do  in  the 
world  of  fashion;  to  whom  should  I  report  my  triumphs? 

4 'Ah,  to  live  at  Lanstrac,  on  the  estate  laid  out  by  your 
father,  in  the  house  you  restored  so  luxuriously — to  live 
there  with  your  child,  waiting  for  you,  and  sending  forth  to 
you  night  and  morning  the  prayers  of  the  mother  and  child, 
of  the  woman  and  the  angel — will  not  that  be  half  happiness  ? 
Cannot  you  see  the  little  hands  folded  in  mine?  Will  you 
still  remember,  as  I  shall  remember  every  evening,  the  happi- 
ness of  which  your  dear  letter  reminds  me  ?  Oh,  yes,  for  we 
love  each  other  equally.  I  no  more  doubt  you  than  you 
doubt  me. 

"What  consolations  can  I  offer  you  here,  I,  who  am  left 
desolate,  crushed ;  I,  who  look  forward  to  the  next  six  years 
as  a  desert  to  be  crossed  ?  Well,  I  am  not  the  most  to  be 
pitied,  for  will  not  that  desert  be  cheered  by  our  little  one  ? 
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Yes — a  boy — I  must  give  you  a  boy,  must  I  not?  So  fare- 
well, dearly  beloved  one,  our  thoughts  and  our  love  will 
ever  follow  you.  The  tears  on  my  paper  will  tell  you  much 
that  I  cannot  express,  and  take  the  kisses  you  will  find  left 
here,  below  my  name,  by  your  own  NATALIE." 

This  letter  threw  Paul  into  a  day-dream,  caused  no  less 
by  the  rapture  into  which  he  was  thrown  by  these  expressions 
ot  love  than  by  the  reminiscences  of  happiness  thus  inten- 
tionally called  up;  and  he  went  over  them  all,  one  by  one, 
to  account  for  this  promise  of  a  child. 

The  happier  a  man  is,  the  greater  are  his  fears.  In  souls 
that  are  exclusively  tender — and  a  tender  nature  is  generally 
a  little  weak — jealousy  and  disquietude  are  usually  in  direct 
proportion  to  happiness  and  to  its  greatness.  Strong  souls 
are  neither  jealous  nor  easily  frightened:  jealousy  is  doubt, 
and  fear  is  small-minded.  Belief  without  limits  is  the  lead- 
ing attribute  of  a  high-minded  man;  if  he  is  deceived — and 
strength  as  well  as  weakness  may  make  him  a  dupe — his 
scorn  serves  him  as  a  hatchet,  and  he  cuts  through  every- 
thing. Such  greatness  is  exceptional.  Which  of  us  has  not 
known  what  it  is  to  be  deserted  by  the  spirit  that  upholds 
this  frail  machine,  and  to  hear  only  the  unknown  voice  that 
denies  everything  ? 

Paul,  caught  as  it  were  in  the  toils  of  certain  undeniable 
facts,  doubted  and  believed  both  at  once.  Lost  in  thought, 
a  prey  to  terrible  but  involuntary  questionings,  and  yet 
struggling  with  the  proofs  of  true  affection  and  his  belief  in 
Natalie,  he  read  this  discursive  epistle  through  twice,  unable 
to  come  to  any  conclusion  for  or  against  his  wife.  Love  may 
be  as  great  in  wordiness  as  in  brevity  of  expression. 

Thoroughly  to  understand  Paul's  frame  of  mind,  he  must 
be  seen  floating  on  the  ocean  as  on  the  wide  expanse  of  the 
past;  looking  back  on  his  life  as  on  a  cloudless  sky,  and 
coming  back  at  last  after  whirlwinds  of  doubt  to  the  pure, 
entire,  and  untarnished  faith  of  a  believer,  of  a  Christian,  of 
r  lover  convinced  by  the  voice  of  hi?  heart. 
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It  is  now  not  less  necessary  to  give  the  letter  to  which 
Henri  de  Marsay's  was  a  reply. 

COMTE   PAUL    DE    MANERVILLE   TO   MONSIEUR    LE    MARQUIS 
HENRI    DE    MARSAY 

"HENRI — I  am  going  to  tell  you  one  of  the  greatest  things 
a  man  can  tell  a  friend:  I  am  ruined.  When  you  read  this 
I  shall  be  starting  from  Bordeaux  for  Calcutta  on  board  the 
good  ship  ' Belle- Ame'lie.'  You  will  find  in  your  notary's 
hands  a  deed  which  only  needs  your  signature  to  ratify  it, 
in  which  I  let  my  house  to  you  for  six  years  on  a  hypothetical 
lease ;  you  will  write  a  letter  counteracting  it  to  my  wife.  I 
am  obliged  to  take  this  precaution  in  order  that  Natalie  may 
remain  in  her  own  house  without  any  fear  of  being  turned 
out  of  it.  I  also  empower  you  to  draw  the  income  of  the 
entailed  property  for  four  years,  as  against  a  sum  of  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  thousand  francs  that  I  will  beg  you  to  send 
by  a  bill,  drawn  on  some  house  in  Bordeaux,  to  the  order  of 
Mathias.  My  wife  will  give  you  her  guarantee  to  enable 
you  to  draw  the  income.  If  the  revenue  from  the  entail 
should  repay  you  sooner  than  I  imagine,  we  can  settle  ac- 
counts on  my  return.  The  sum  I  ask  of  you  is  indispensable 
to  enable  me  to  set  out  to  seek  my  fortune ;  and,  if  I  am  not 
mistaken  in  you,  I  shall  receive  it  without  delay  at  Bordeaux 
the  day  before  I  sail. 

I  have  acted  exactly  as  you  would  have  acted  in  my 
place.  I  have  held  out  till  the  last  moment  without  allow- 
ing any  one  to  suspect  my  position.  Then,  when  the  news 
of  the  seizure  of  my  salable  estates  reached  Paris,  I  had 
raised  money  by  notes  of  hand  to  the  sum  of  a  hundred 
thousand  francs,  to  try  gambling.  Some  stroke  of  luck 
might  reinstate  me. — I  lost. 

"How  did  I  ruin  myself?  Voluntarily,  my  dear  Henri. 
From  the  very  first  day  I  saw  that  I  could  not  go  on  in  the 
way  I  started  in;  I  knew  what  the  consequence  would  be; 
I  persisted  in  shutting  my  eyes,  for  I  could  not  bear  to  say 
to  my  wife,  'Let  us  leave  Paris  and  go  to  live  at  Lanstrac.' 
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T  have  ruined  myself  for  her,  as  a  man  ruins  himself  for  a 
mistress,  but  knowing  it. 

"Between  you  and  me,  I  am  neither  a  simpleton  nor  weak. 
A  simpleton  does  not  allow  himself  to  be  governed,  with  his 
eyes  open,  by  an  absorbing  passion;  and  a  man  who  sets  out 
to  reconstitute  his  fortune  in  the  Indies,  instead  of  blowing 
his  brains  out,  is  a  man  of  spirit.  And  so,  my  dear  friend, 
as  I  care  for  wealth  only  for  her  sake,  as  I  do  not  wish  to  be 
any  man's  dupe,  and  as  I  shall  be  absent  six  years,  I  place 
my  wife  in  your  keeping.  You  are  enough  the  favorite  of 
women  to  respect  Natalie,  and  to  give  me  the  benefit  of  the 
honest  friendship  that  binds  us.  I  know  of  ho  better  pro- 
tector than  you  will  be.  I  am  leaving  my  wife  childless; 
a  lover  would  be  a  danger.  You  must  know,  my  dear  de 
Marsay,  I  love  Natalie  desperately,  cringingly,  and  am  not 
ashamed  of  it.  I  could,  I  believe,  forgive  her  if  she  were 
unfaithful,  not  because  I  am  certain  that  I  could  be  revenged, 
if  I  were  to  die  for  it!  but  because  I  would  kill  myself  to 
leave  her  happy  if  I  myself  could  not  make  her  happy. 

"But  what  have  I  to  fear?  Natalie  has  for  me  that  true 
regard,  independent  of  love,  which  preserves  love.  I  have 
treated  her  like  a  spoiled  child.  I  found  such  perfect  hap- 
piness in  my  sacrifices,  one  led  so  naturally  to  the  other, 
that  she  would  be  a  monster  to  betray  me.  Love  deserves 
love. 

"Alas!  must  I  tell  you  the  whole  truth,  my  dear  Henri? 
I  have  just  written  her  a  letter  in  which  I  have  led  her  to 
believe  that  I  am  setting  out  full  of  hope,  with  a  calm  face; 
that  I  have  not  a  doubt,  no  jealousy,  no  fears;  such  a  letter 
as  sons  write  to  deceive  a  mother  when  they  go  forth  to  die. 
Good  God !  de  Marsay,  I  had  hell  within  me,  I  am  the  most 
miserable  man  on  earth.  You  mast  hear  my  cries,  my  gnash- 
ing of  the  teeth.  To  you  I  confess  the  tears  of  a  despairing 
lover.  Sooner  would  I  sweep  the  gutter  under  her  window 
for  six  years,  if  it  were  possible,  than  return  with  millions 
after  six  years'  absence.  I  suffer  the  utmost  anguish;  I 
shall  go  on  from  sorrow  to  sorrow  till  you  shall  have  written 
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me  a  line  to  say  that  you  accept  a  charge  which  you  alone 
in  the  world  can  fulfil  and  carry  out. 

"My  dear  de  Marsay,  I  cannot  live  without  that  woman; 
she  is  air  and  sunshine  to  me.  Take  her  under  your  aegis, 
keep  her  faithful  to  me — even  against  her  will.  Yes,  I  can 
still  be  happy  with  such  half -happiness.  Be  her  protector; 
I  have  no  fear  of  you.  Show  her  how  vulgar  it  would  be 
to  deceive  me;  that  it  would  make  her  like  every  other 
woman;  that  the  really  brilliant  thing  will  be  to  remain 
faithful. 

' '  She  must  still  have  money  enough  to  carry  on  her  easy 
and  undisturbed  life;  but  if  she  should  want  anything,  if  she 
should  have  a  whim,  be  her  banker — do  not  be  afraid,  I  shall 
come  home  rich. 

"After  all,  my  alarms  are  vain,  no  doubt;  Natalie  is  an 
angel  of  virtue.  When  Felix  de  Vandenesse  fell  desperately 
in  love  with  her  and  allowed  himself  to  pay  her  some  atten- 
tions, I  only  had  to  point  out  the  danger  to  Natalie,  and  she 
thanked  me  so  affectionately  that  I  was  moved  to  tears.  She 
said  that  it  wOuld  be  awkward  for  her  reputation  if  a  man 
suddenly  disappeared  from  her  house,  but  that  she  would 
find  means  to  dismiss  him;  and  she  did,  in  fact,  receive  him 
very  coldly,  so  that  everything  ended  well.  In  four  years 
we  have  never  had  any  other  subject  of  discussion,  if  a  con- 
versation as  between  friends  can  be  called  a  discussion. 

"Well,  my  dear  Henri,  I  must  say  good-by  like  a  man. 
The  disaster  has  come.  From  whatever  cause,  there  it  is; 
I  can  but  bow  to  it.  Poverty  and  Natalie  are  two  irrecon- 
cilable terms.  And  the  balance  of  my  debts  and  assets  will 
be  very  nearly  exact;  no  one  will  have  anything  to  complain 
of.  Still,  in  case  some  unforeseen  circumstance  should 
threaten  my  honor,  1  trust  in  you. 

"Finally,  if  any  serious  event  should  occur,  you  can 
write  to  me  under  cover  to  the  Governor-General  at  Calcutta. 
I  have  friends  in  his  household,  and  some  one  will  take 
charge  of  any  letters  for  me  that  may  arrive  from  Europe. 
My  dear  friend,  I  hop.e  to  find  you  still  the  same  on  my 
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return — a  man  who  can  make  fun  of  everything,  and  who 
is  nevertheless  alive  to  the  feelings  of  others  when  they  are 
in  harmony  with  the  noble  nature  you  feel  in  yourself. 

"You  can  stay  in  Paris!  At  the  moment  when  you  read 
this  I  shall  be  crying,  'To  Carthage!'  " 

THE   MARQUIS   HENRI   DE    MAR8AY   IN   REPLY   TO   THE 
COMTE   PAUL    DE   MANERVILLE 

"And  so,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  you  have  collapsed!  Mon- 
sieur the  Ambassador  has  turned  turtle !  Are  these  the  fine 
things  you  were  doing?  Why,  Paul,  did  you  keep  any 
secret  from  me?  If  you  had  said  but  one  word,  my  dear 
old  fellow,  I  could  have  thrown  light  on  the  matter. 

"Your  wife  refuses  her  guarantee.  That  should  be 
enough  to  unseal  your  eyes.  And  if  not,  I  would  have 
you  to  know  that  your  notes  of  hand  have  been  protested 
at  the  suit  of  one  Le'cuyer,  formerly  head-clerk  to  one  Solo- 
net,  a  notary  at  Bordeaux.  This  sucking  money-lender, 
having  come  from  Gascony  to  try  his  hand  at  stock-jobbing, 
lends  his  name  to  screen  your  very  honorable  mother-in- 
law,  the  real  creditor  to  whom  you  owe  the  hundred  thou- 
sand francs,  for  which,  it  is  said,  she  gave  you  seventy 
thousand.  Compared  to  Madame  Evangelista,  Daddy  Gob- 
seek  is  soft  flannel,  velvet,  a  soothing  draught,  a  meringue 
d  la  vanille,  a  fifth -act  uncle.  Your  vineyard  of  Bellerose 
will  be  your  wife's  booty;  her  mother  is  to  pay  her  the 
difference  between  the  price  it  sells  for  and  the  sum-total  of 
her  claims.  Madame  Evangelista  is  to  acquire  le  Guadet 
and  le  Grassol,  and  the  mortgages  on  your  house  at  Bordeaux 
are  all  in  her  hands  under  the  names  of  men  of  straw,  found 
for  her  by  that  fellow  Solonet.  And  in  this  way  these  two 
worthy  women  will  secure  an  income  of  a  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  francs,  the  amount  derivable  from  your 
estates,  added  to  thirty  odd  thousand  francs  a  year  in  the 
funds  which  the  dear  hussies  have  secured. 

"Your  wife's  guarantee  was  unnecessary.  The  afore- 
named Le'cuyer  came  this  morning  to  offer  me  repayment 
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of  the  money  I  have  sent  you  in  exchange  for  a  formal 
transfer  of  my  claims.  The  vintage  of  1825,  which  your 
mother-in-law  has  safe  in  the  cellars  at  Lanstrac,  is  enough 
to  pay  me  off.  So  the  two  women  have  calculated  that  you 
would  be  at  sea  by  this  time;  but  I  am  writing  by  special 
messenger  that  this  may  reach  you  in  time  for  you  to  follow 
the  advice  I  proceed  to  give  you. 

"I  made  this  Le'cuyer  talk;  and  from  his  lies,  his  state- 
ments, and  his  concealments,  I  have  culled  the  clews  that  1 
needed  to  reconstruct  the  whole  web  of  domestic  conspiracy 
that  has  been  working  against  you.  This  evening  at  the 
Spanish  Embassy  I  shall  pay  my  admiring  compliments  to 
your  wife  and  her  mother.  I  shall  be  most  attentive  to 
Madame  Evangelista,  I  shall  throw  you  over  in  the  mean- 
est way,  I  shall  abuse  you,  but  with  extreme  subtlety;  any- 
thing strong  would  at  once  put  this  Mascarille  in  petticoats 
on  the  scent.  What  did  you  do  that  set  her  against  you? 
That  is  what  I  mean  to  find  out.  If  only  you  had  had  wit 
enough  to  make  love  to  the  mother  before  marrying  the 
daughter,  you  would  at  this  moment  be  a  peer  of  France, 
Due  de  Manerville,  and  Ambassador  to  Madrid.  If  only 
you  had  sent  for  me  at  the  time  of  your  marriage!  I  could 
have  taught  you  to  know,  to  analyze,  the  two  women  you 
would  have  to  fight,  and  by  comparing  our  observations  we 
should  have  hit  on  some  good  counsel.  Was  not  I  the  only 
friend  you  had  who  would  certainly  honor  your  wife  ?  Was 
I  a  man  to  be  afraid  of  ? — But  after  these  women  had  learned 
to  judge  me,  they  took  fright  and  divided  us.  If  you  had 
not  been  so  silly  as  to  sulk  with  me,  they  could  not  have 
eaten  you  out  of  house  and  home. 

"Your  wife  contributed  largely  to  our  coolness.  She 
was  talked  over  by  her  mother,  to  whom  she  wrote  twice 
a  week,  and  you  never  heeded  it.  I  recognized  my  friend 
Paul  as  I  heard  this  detail. 

"Within  a  month  I  will  be  on  such  terms  with  your 
mother-in-law  that  she  herself  will  tell  me  the  reason  for 
the  Hispano-Italian  vendetta  she  has  evidently  vowed  on 
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you — you,  the  best  fellow  in  the  world.  Did  she  hate  you 
before  her -daughter  was  in  love  with  Fe*lix  de  Vandenesse? 
or  has  she  driven  you  to  the  Indies  that  her  daughter  may 
be  free,  as  a  woman  is  in  France  when  completely  separated 
from  her  husband  ?  That  is  the  problem. 

"I  can  see  you  leaping  and  howling  when  you  read  that 
your  wife  is  madly  in  love  with  Fe*lix  de  Vandenesse.  If  I 
had  not  taken  it  into  my  head  to  make  a  tour  in  the  East 
with  Montriveau,  Ronquerolles,  and  certain  other  jolly  fel- 
lows of  your  acquaintance,  I  could  have  told  you  more 
about  this  intrigue,  which  was  incipient  when  I  left.  I 
could  then  see  the  first  sprouting  seed  of  your  catastrophe. 
What  gentleman  could  be  scurvy  enough  to  open  such  a 
subject  without  some  invitation,  or  dare  to  blow  on  a 
woman?  Who  could  bear  to  break  the  witch's  mirror  in 
which  a  friend  loves  to  contemplate  the  fairy  scenes  of  a 
happy  marriage  ?  Are  not  such  illusions  the  wealth  of  the 
heart  ? — And  was  not  your  wife,  my  dear  boy,  in  the  widest 
sense  of  the  word,  a  woman  of  the  world  ?  She  thought 
of  nothing  but  her  success,  her  dress;  she  frequented  the 
Bouffons,  the  Opera,  and  balls;  rose  late,  drove  in  the  Bois, 
dined  out  or  gave  dinner-parties.  Such  a  life  seems  to  me 
to  be  to  women  what  war  is  to  men;  the  public  sees  only 
the  victorious,  and  forgets  the  dead.  Some  delicate  women 
die  of  this  exhausting  round;  those  who  survive  must  have 
iron  constitutions,  and  consequently  very  little  heart  and 
very  strong  stomachs.  Herein  lies  the  reason  of  the  want 
of  feeling,  the  cold  atmosphere  of  drawing-room  society. 
Nobler  souls  dwell  in  solitude;  the  tender  and  weak  suc- 
cumb. What  are  left  are  the  bowlders  which  keep  the  so- 
cial ocean  within  bounds  by  enduring  to  be  beaten  and 
rolled  by  the  breakers  without  wearing  out.  Your  wife 
was  made  to  withstand  this  life;  she  seemed  inured  to  it; 
she  was  always  fresh  and  beautiful.  To  me  the  inference 
was  obvious — she  did  not  love  you,  while  you  loved  her  to 
distraction.  To  strike  the  spark  of  love  in  this  flinty  nature 
a  man  of  iron  was  required. 
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"After  being  caught  by  Lady  Dudley,  who  could  not 
keep  him  (she  is  the  wife  of  my  real  father),  Felix  was 
obviously  the  man  for  Natalie.  Nor  was  there  any  great 
difficulty  in  guessing  that  your  wife  did  not  care  for  you. 
From  indifference  to  aversion  is  but  a  step;  and,  sooner  or 
later,  a  discussion,  a  word,  an  act  of  authority  on  your  part, 
a  mere  trifle,  would  make  your  wife  overleap  it. 

"I  myself  could  have  rehearsed  the  scene  that  took  place 
between  you  every  night  in  her  room.  You  have  no  child, 
my  boy.  Does  not  that  fact  account  for  many  things  to  an 
observer?  You,  who  were  in  love,  could  hardly  discern 
the  coldness  natural  to  a  young  woman  whom  you  have 
trained  to  the  very  point  for  Felix  de  Vandenesse.  If  you 
had  discovered  that  your  wife  was  cold-hearted,  the  stupid 
policy  of  married  life  would  have  prompted  you  to  regard 
it  as  the  reserve  of  innocence.  Like  all  husbands,  you  fan- 
cied you  could  preserve  her  virtue  in  a  world  where  women 
whisper  to  each  other  things  that  men  dare  not  say,  where 
all  that  a  husband  would  never  tell  his  wife  is  spoken  and 
commented  on  behind  a  fan,  with  laughter  and  banter,  a 
propos  to  a  trial  or  an  adventure.  Though  your  wife  liked 
the  advantages  of  a  married  life,  she  found  the  price  a  little 
heavy ;  the  price,  the  tax,  was  yourself ! 

"You,  seeing  none  of  these  things,  went  on  digging  pits 
and  covering  them  with  flowers,  to  use  the  time-honored 
rhetorical  figure.  You  calmly  submitted  to  the  rule  which 
governs  the  common  run  of  men,  and  from  which  I  had 
wished  to  protect  you. 

"My  dear  boy,  nothing  was  wanting  to  make  you  as 
great  an  ass  as  any  tradesman  who  is  surprised  when  his 
wife  deceives  him;  nothing  but  this  outcry  to  me  about 
your  sacrifices  and  your  love  for  Natalie:  'How  ungrateful 
she  would  be  to  betray  me;  I  have  done  this  and  that  and 
the  other,  and  I  will  do  more  yet,  I  will  go  to  India  for  her 
sake — '  etc.,  etc. — My  dear  Paul,  you  have  lived  in  Paris, 
and  you  have  had  the  honor  of  the  most  intimate  friendship 
of  one  Henri  de  Marsay,  and  you  do  not  know  the  common- 
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est  things,  the  first  principles  of  the  working  of  the  female 
mechanism,  the  alphabet  of  a  woman's  heart! — You  may 
slave  yourself  to  death,  you  may  go  to  Sainte-Pe*lagie,  you 
may  kill  two-and-twenty  men,  give  up  seven  mistresses, 
serve  Laban,  cross  the  Desert,  narrowly  escape  the  hulks, 
cover  yourself  with  disgrace;  like  Nelson,  refuse  to  give 
battle  because  you  must  kiss  Lady  Hamilton's  shoulder, 
or,  like  Bonaparte,  fight  old  Wurmser,  get  yourself  cut  up 
on  the  Bridge  of  Arcole,  rave  like  Rolando,  break  a  leg  in 
splints  to  dance  with  a  woman  for  five  minutes! — But,  my 
dear  boy,  what  has  any  of  these  things  to  do  with  her  loving 
you  ?  If  love  were  taken  as  proven  by  such  evidence,  men 
would  be  too  happy;  a  few  such  demonstrations  at  the  mo- 
ment when  he  wanted  her  would  win  the  woman  of  his  heart. 

"Love,  you  stupid  old  Paul,  is  a  belief  like  that  in  the 
immaculate  conception  of  the  Virgin.  You  have  it,  or  you 
have  it  not.  Of  what  avail  are  rivers  of  blood,  or  the  mines 
of  Potosi,  or  the  greatest  glory,  to  produce  an  involuntary 
and  inexplicable  feeling  ?  Young  men  like  you,  who  look 
for  love  to  balance  their  outlay,  seem  to  me  base  usurers. 
Our  legal  wives  owe  us  children  and  virtue;  but  they  do  not 
owe  love.  Love  is  the  consciousness  of  happiness  given  and 
received,  and  the  certainty  of  giving  and  getting  it;  it  is  an 
ever-living  attraction,  constantly  satisfied,  and  yet  insatiable. 
On  the  day  when  Vandenesse  stirred  in  your  wife's  heart  the 
chord  you  had  left  untouched  and  virginal,  your  amorous 
flourishes,  your  outpourings  of  soul,  and  of  money,  ceased 
even  to  be  remembered.  Your  nights  of  happiness  strewn 
with  roses — fudge!  Your  devotion — an  offering  of  remorse! 
Yourself — a  victim  to  be  slain  on  the  altar!  Your  previous 
life — a  blank!  One  impulse  of  love  annihilated  your  treas- 
ures of  passion,  which  were  now  but  old  iron.  He,  Felix, 
has  had  her  beauty,  her  devotion — for  no  return  perhaps; 
but,  in  love,  belief  is  as  good  as  reality. 

"Your  mother-in-law  was  naturally  on  the  srde  of  the 
lover  against  the  husband ;  secretly  or  confessedly  she  shut 
her  eyes — or  she  opened  them;  I  do  not  know  what  she  did, 
. 
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but  she  took  her  daughter's  part  against  you.  For  fifteen 
years  I  have  observed  society,  and  I  never  knew  a  mother 
who,  under  such  circumstances,  deserted  her  daughter. 
Such  indulgence  is  hereditary,  from  woman  to  woman. 
And  what  man  can  blame  them?  Some  lawyer,  perhaps, 
responsible  for  the  Civil  Code,  which  saw  only  formulas 
where  feelings  were  at  stake. — The  extravagance  into  which 
you  were  dragged  by  the  career  of  a  fashionable  wife,  the 
tendencies  of  an  easy  nature,  and  your  vanity  too,  perhaps, 
supplied  her  with  the  opportunity  of  getting  rid  of  you  by 
an  ingenious  scheme  of  ruin. 

"From  all  this  you  will  conclude,  my  good  friend,  that 
the  charge  you  put  upon  me,  and  which  I  should  have  ful- 
filled all  the  more  gloriously  because  it  would  have  amused 
me,  is,  so  to  speak,  null  and  void.  The  evil  I  was  to  have 
hindered  is  done — consummatum  est. — Forgive  me  for  writ- 
ing d  la  de  Marsay,  as  you  say,  on  matters  which  to  you  are 
so  serious.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  cut  capers  on  a  friend's 
grave,  as  heirs  do  on  that  of  an  uncle.  But  you  write  to  me 
that  you  mean  henceforth  to  be  a  man,  and  I  take  you  at 
your  word;  I  treat  you  as  a  politician,  and  not  as  a  lover. 

"Has  not  this  mishap  been  to  you  like  the  brand  on  his 
shoulder  that  determines  a  convict  on  a  systematic  antag- 
onism to  society,  and  a  revolt  against  it?  You  are  hereby 
released  from  one  care — marriage  was  your  master,  now  it 
is  3'our  servant.  Paul,  I  am  your  friend  in  the  fullest  mean- 
ing of  the  word.  If  your  brain  had  been  bound  in  a  circlet 
of  brass,  if  you  had  earlier  had  the  energy  that  has  come  to 
you  too  late,  I  could  have  proved  my  friendship  by  telling 
you  things  that  would  have  enabled  you  to  walk  over  human 
beings  as  on  a  carpet.  But  whenever  we  talked  over  the 
combinations  to  which  I  owed  the  faculty  of  amusing  myself 
with  a  few  friends  in  the  heart  of  Parisian  civilization,  like 
a  bull  in  a  china  shop;  whenever  I  told  you,  under  romantic 
disguises,  some  true  adventure  of  my  youth,  you  always 
regarded  them  as  romances,  and  did  not  see  their  bearing. 
Hence,  I  could  only  think  of  you  as  a  case  of  unrequited 
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passion.  Well,  on  my  word  of  honor,  in  the  existing  cir- 
cumstances, you  have  played  the  nobler  part,  and  you  have 
lost  nothing,  as  you  might  imagine,  in  my  opinion.  Though 
I  admire  a  great  scoundrel,  I  esteem  and  like  those  who  are 
taken  in. 

"A  propos  to  the  doctor  who  came  to  such  a  bad  end, 
brought  to  the  scaffold  by  his  love  for  his  mistress,  I  remem- 
ber telling  you  the  far  more  beautiful  story  of  the  unhappy 
lawyer  who  is  still  living  on  the  hulks,  I  know  not  where, 
branded  as  a  forger  because  he  wanted  to  give  his  wife— 
again,  an  adored  wife — thirty  thousand  francs  a  year,  and 
the  wife  gave  him  up  to  justice  in  order  to  get  rid  of  him 
and  live  with  another  gentleman.  You  cried  shame,  you 
and  some  others  too  who  were  supping  with  us.  Well,  my 
dear  fellow,  you  are  that  lawyer — minus  the  hulks. 

*'  Your  friends  do  not  spare  you  the  discredit  which,  in 
our  sphere  of  life,  is  equivalent  to  a  sentence  pronounced 
by  the  Bench.  The  Marquise  de  Listomere,  the  sister  of 
the  two  Vandenesses,  and  all  her  following,  in  which  little 
Rastignac  is  now  enlisted — a  young  rascal  who  is  coming  to 
the  front;  Madame  d'Aiglemont  and  all  her  set,  among 
whom  Charles  de  Vandenesse  is  regnant;  the  Lenoncourts, 
the  Comtesse  Fe"raud,  Madame  d'Espard,  the  Nucingens, 
the  Spanish  Embassy;  in  short,  a  whole  section  of  the 
fashionable  world,  very  cleverly  prompted,  heap  mud  upon 
your  name.  'You  are  a  dissipated  wretch,  a  gambler,  a 
debauchee,  and  have  made  away  with  your  money  in  the 
stupidest  way.  Your  wife — an  angel  of  virtue ! — after  pay- 
ing your  debts  several  times,  has  just  paid  off  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  to  redeem  bills  you  had  drawn,  though  her 
fortune  is  apart  from  yours.  Happily,  you  have  pronounced 
sentence  on  yourself  by  getting  out  of  the  way.  If  you  had 
gone  on  so,  you  would  have  reduced  her  to  beggary,  and  she 
would  have  been  a  martyr  to  conjugal  devotion  I'  When 
a  man  rises  to  power,  he  has  as  many  virtues  as  will  furnish 
an  epitaph;  if  he  falls  into  poverty,  he  has  more  vices  than 
the  prodigal  son;  you  could  never  imagine  how  many  vices 
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d  la  Don  Juan  are  attributed  to  you  now.  You  gambled  on 
the  Bourse,  you  had  licentious  tastes,  which  it  cost  you  vast 
sums  to  indulge,  and  which  are  mentioned  with  comments 
and  jests  that  mystify  the  women.  You  paid  enormous  in- 
terest to  the  money-lenders.  The  two  Vandenesses  laugh 
as  they  tell  a  story  of  Gigonnet's  selling  you  an  ivory  man- 
of-war  for  six  thousand  francs,  and  buying  it  of  your  man- 
servant for  five  crowns  only  to  sell  it  to  you  again,  till  you 
solemnly  smashed  it  on  discovering  that  you  might  have  a 
real  ship  for  the  money  it  was  costing  you.  The  adventure 
occurred  nine  years  ago,  and  Maxime  de  Trailles  was  the 
hero  of  it;  but  it  is  thought  to  fit  you  so  well  that  Maxime 
has  lost  the  command  of  his  frigate  for  good.  In  short,  I 
cannot  tell  you  everything,  for  you  have  furnished  forth 
a  perfect  encyclopedia  of  tittle-tattle,  which  every  woman 
tries  to  add  to.  In  this  state  of  affairs,  the  most  prudish 
are  ready  to  legitimize  any  consolation  bestowed  by  Gomte 
Felix  de  Vandenesse — for  their  father  is  dead  at  last, 
yesterday. 

"Your  wife  is  the  great  success  of  the  hour.  Yesterday 
Madame  de  Camps  was  repeating  all  these  stories  to  me  at 
the  Italian  Opera.  'Don't  talk  to  me,'  said  I,  'you  none  of 
you  know  half  the  facts.  Paul  had  robbed  the  Bank  and 
swindled  the  Treasury.  He  murdered  Ezzelino,  and  caused 
the  death  of  three  Medoras  of  the  Eue  Saint-Denis,  and,  be- 
tween you  and  me,  I  believe  him  to  be  implicated  in  the 
doings  of  the  Ten  Thousand.  His  agent  is  the  notorious 
Jacques  Collin,  whom  the  police  have  never  been  able  to 
find  since  his  last  escape  from  the  hulks;  Paul  harbored 
him  in  his  house.  As  you  see,  he  is  capable  of  any  crime; 
he  is  deceiving  the  Government.  Now  they  have  gone  off 
together  to  see  what  they  can  do  in  India,  and  rob  the  Great 
Mogul.' — Madame  de  Camps  understood  that  a  woman  of 
such  distinction  as  herself  ought  not  to  use  her  pretty  lips 
as  a  Venetian  lion's  maw. 

"Many  persons,  on  hearing  these  tragi-comedies,  refuse 
to  believe  them;  they  defend  human  nature  and  noble  sen- 
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timents,  and  insist  that  these  are  fictions.  My  dear  feflow, 
Talleyrand  made  this  clever  remark,  'Everything  happens.' 
Certainly  even  stranger  things  than  this  domestic  conspiracy 
happen  under  our  eyes;  but  the  world  is  so  deeply  interested 
in  denying  them,  and  in  declaring  that  it  is  slandered,  and 
besides,  these  great  dramas  are  played  so  naturally,  with  a 
veneer  of  such  perfect  good  taste,  that  I  often  have  to  wipe 
my  eyeglass  before  I  can  see  to  the  bottom  of  things.  But 
I  say  once  more,  when  a  man  is  my  friend  with  whom  I 
have  received  the  baptism  of  Champagne,  and  communion 
at  the  altar  of  Venus  Commoda,  when  we  have  together 
been  confirmed  by  the  clawing  fingers  of  the  croupier,  and 
when  then  my  friend  is  in  a  false  position,  I  would  uproot 
twenty  families  to  set  him  straight  again. 

"You  must  see  that  I  have  a  real  affection  for  you;  have 
I  ever  to  your  knowledge  written  so  long  a  letter  as  this  is  ? 
So  read  with  care  all  that  follows. 

"Alack I  Paul;  I  must  take  to  writing,  I  must  get  into 
the  habit  of  jotting  down  the  minutes  for  despatches;  I  am 
starting  on  a  political  career.  Within  five  years  1  mean  to 
have  a  Minister's  portfolio,  or  find  myself  an  ambassador 
where  I  can  stir  public  affairs  round  in  my  own  way. 
There  is  an  age  when  a  man's  fairest  mistress  is  his  coun- 
try. I  am  joining  the  ranks  of  those  who  mean  to  over- 
throw not  merely  the  existing  Ministry,  but  their  whole 
system.  In  fact,  I  am  swimming  in  the  wake  of  a  prince 
who  halts  only  on  one  foot,  and  whom  1  regard  as  a  man 
of  political  genius,  whose  name  is  growing  great  in  his- 
tory ;  as  complete  a  prince  as  a  great  artist  may  be.  We 
are  Ronquerolles,  Montriveau,  the  Grandlieus,  the  Roche- 
Hugons,  Se*rizy,  Fe'raud,  and  Granville,  all  united  against 
the  priestly  party,  as  the  silly  party  that  is  represented  by 
the  'Constitutional'  ingeniously  calls  it.  We  mean  to 
upset  the  two  Vandenesses,  the  Dues  de  Lenoncourt,  de 
Navarreins,  de  Langeais,  and  de  la  Grande-Aumo'nerie. 
To  gain  our  end,  we  may  go  so  far  as  to  form  a  coalition 
with  la  Fayette,  the  Orleanists,  the  Left — all  men  who 
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must  be  got  rid  of  as  soon  as  we  have  won  the  day,  for 
to  govern  on  their  principles  is  impossible;  and  we  are 
capable  of  anything  for  the  good  of  the  country — and 
our  own. 

"Personal  questions  as  to  the  King's  person  are  mere 
sentimental  folly  in  these  days;  they  must  be  cleared 
away.  From  that  point  of  view,  the  English,  with  their 
sort  of  Doge,  are  more  advanced  than  we  are.  Politics 
have  nothing  to  do  with  that,  my  dear  fellow.  Politics 
consist  in  giving  the  nation  an  impetus  by  creating  an 
oligarchy  embodying  a  fixed  theory  of  government,  and 
able  to  direct  public  affairs  along  a  straight  path,  instead 
of  allowing  the  country  to  be  pulled  in  a  thousand  differ- 
ent directions,  which  is  what  has  been  happening  for  the 
last  forty  years  in  our  beautiful  France — at  once  so  intelli- 
gent and  so  sottish,  so  wise  and  so  foolish ;  it  needs  a  system 
indeed,  much  more  than  men.  What  are  individuals  in 
this  great  question  ?  If  the  end  is  a  great  one,  if  the  coun- 
try may  live  happy  and  free  from  trouble,  what  do  the 
masses  care  for  the  profits  of  our  stewardship,  our  for- 
tune, privileges,  and  pleasures? 

"I  am  now  standing  firm  on  my  feet.  I  have  at  the  pres- 
ent moment  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs  a  year  in 
the  Three  per  Cents,  and  a  reserve  of  two  hundred  thousand 
francs  to  repair  damages.  Even  this  does  not  seem  to  me 
very  much  ballast  in  the  pocket  of  a  man  starting  left  foot 
foremost  to  scale  the  heights  of  power. 

"A  fortunate  accident  settled  the  question  of  my  setting 
out  on  this  career,  which  did  not  particularly  smile  on  me, 
for  you  know  my  predilection  for  the  life  of  the  East.  After 
thirty-five  years  of  slumber,  my  highly-respected  mother  woke 
up  to  the  recollection  that  she  had  a  son  who  might  do  her 
honor.  Often  when  a  vine-stock  is  eradicated,  some  years 
after  shoots  come  up  to  the  surface  of  the  ground ;  well,  my 
dear  boy,  my  mother  had  almost  torn  me  up  by  the  roots 
from  her  heart,  and  I  sprouted  again  in  her  head.  At  the 
age  of  fifty-eight,  she  thinks  herself  old  enough  to  think 
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no  more  of  any  men  but  her  son.  At  this  juncture  she 
has  met  in  some  hot-water  caldron,  at  I  know  not  what 
baths,  a  delightful  old  maid — English,  with  two  hundred 
and  forty  thousand  francs  a  year;  and,  like  a  good  mother, 
she  has  inspired  her  with  an  audacious  ambition  to  become 
my  wife.  A  maid  of  six-and-thirty,  my  word!  Brought  up 
in  the  strictest  puritanical  principles,  a  steady  setting  hen, 
who  maintains  that  unfaithful  wives  should  be  publicly 
burned.  'Where  will  you  find  wood  enough?'  I  asked 
her.  I  could  have  sent  her  to  the  devil,  for  two  hundred 
and  forty  thousand  francs  a  year  are  no  equivalent  for  lib- 
erty, not  a  fair  price  for  my  physical  and  moral  worth  and 
my  prospects.  But  she  is  the  sole  heiress  of  a  gouty  old 
fellow,  some  London  brewer,  who  within  a  calculable  time 
will  leave  her  a  fortune  equal  at  least  to  what  the  sweet 
creature  has  already.  Added  to  these  advantages,  she  has 
a  red  nose,  the  eyes  of  a  dead  goat,  a  waist  that  makes  one 
fear  lest  she  should  break  into  three  pieces  if  she  falls  down, 
and  the  coloring  of  a  badly  painted  doll.  But — she  is  de- 
lightfully economical;  but — she  will  adore  her  husband,  do 
what  he  will;  but — she  has  the  English  gift;  shs  will  man- 
age my  house,  my  stables,  my  servants,  my  estates  better 
than  any  steward.  She  has  all  the  dignity  of  virtue;  she 
holds  herself  as  erect  as  a  confidante  on  the  stage  of  the 
Fran$ais;  nothing  will  persuade  me  that  she  has  not  been 
impaled  and  the  shaft  broken  off  in  her  body.  Miss 
Stevens  is,  however,  fair  enough  to  be  not  too  unpleasing 
if  I  must  positively  marry  her.  But — and  this  to  me  is 
truly  pathetic — she  has  the  hands  of  a  woman  as  immacu- 
late as  the  sacred  ark ;  they  are  so  red  that  I  have  not  yet 
hit  on  any  way  to  whiten  them  that  will  not  be  too  costly, 
and  I  have  no  idea  how  to  fine  down  her  fingers,  which  are 
like  sausages.  Yes;  she  evidently  belongs  to  the  brew- 
house  by  her  hands,  and  to  the  aristocracy  by  her  money; 
but  she  is  apt  to  affect  the  great  lady  a  little  too  much,  as 
rich  Englishwomen  do  who  want  to  be  mistaken  for  them, 
and  she  displays  her  lobster's-claws  too  freely. 
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"She  has,  however,  as  little  intelligence  as  I  could  wish 
in  a  woman.  If  there  were  a  stupider  one  to  be  found,  I 
would  set  out  to  seek  her.  This  girl,  whose  name  is  Dinah, 
will  never  criticise -me ;  she  will  never  contradict  me;  I  shall 
be  her  Upper  Chamber,  her  Lords  and  Commons.  In  short, 
Paul,  she  is  indefeasible  evidence  of  the  English  genius;  she 
is  a  product  of  English  mechanics  brought  to  their  highest 
pitch  of  perfection;  she  was  undoubtedly  made  at  Man- 
chester, between  the  manufactory  of  Perry's  pens  and  the 
workshops  for  steam-engines.  It  eats,  it  drinks,  it  walks, 
it  may  have  children,  take  good  care  of  them,  and  bring 
them  up  admirably,  and  it  apes  a  woman  so  well  that  you 
would  believe  it  real. 

"When  my  mother  introduced  us,  she  had  set  up  the 
machine  so  cleverly,  had  so  carefully  fitted  the  pegs,  and 
oiled  the  wheels  so  thoroughly,  that  nothing  jarred;  then, 
when  she  saw  I  did  not  make  a  very  wry  face,  she  set  the 
springs  in  motion,  and  the  woman  spoke.  Finally,  my 
mother  uttered  the  decisive  words,  'Miss  Dinah  Stevens 
spends  no  more  than  thirty  thousand  francs  a  year,  and 
has  been  travelling  for  seven  years  in  order  to  economize.' 
— So  there  is  another  image,  and  that  one  is  silver. 

"Matters  are  so  far  advanced  that  the  banns  are  to  be 
published.  We  have  got  as  far  as  'My  dear  love.'  Miss 
makes  eyes  at  me  that  might  floor  a  porter.  The  settle- 
ments are  prepared.  My  fortune  is  not  inquired  into;  Miss 
Stevens  devotes  a  portion  of  hers  to  creating  an  entail  in 
landed  estate,  bearing  an  income  of  two  hundred  and  forty 
thousand  francs,  and  to  the  purchase  of  a  house,  likewise 
entailed.  The  settlement  credited  to  me  is  of  a  million 
francs.  She  has  nothing  to  complain  of.  I  leave  her 
uncle's  money  untouched. 

"The  worthy  brewer,  who  has  helped  to  found  the  en- 
tail, was  near  bursting  with  joy  when  he  heard  that  his 
niece  was  to  be  a  marquise.  He  would  be  capable  of 
doing  something  handsome  for  my  eldest  boy. 

"I  shall  sell  out  of  the  funds  as  soon  as  they  are  up  to 
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eighty,  and  invest  in  land.  Thus,  in  two  years  I  may  look 
to  get  six  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year  out  of  real  estate. 
So,  you  see,  Paul,  I  do  not  give  my  friends  advice  that  I  am 
not  ready  to  act  upon. 

"If  you  had  but  listened  to  me,  you  would  have  an  En- 
glish wife,  some  Nabob's  daughter,  who  would  leave  you 
the  freedom  of  a  bachelor  and  the  independence  necessary 
for  playing  the  whist  of  ambition.  I  would  concede  my 
future  wife  to  you  if  you  were  not  married  already.  But 
that  cannot  be  helped,  and  I  am  not  the  man  to  bid  you 
chew  the  cud  of  the  past. 

"All  this  preamble  was  needful  to  explain  to  you  that  for 
the  future  my  position  in  life  will  be  such  as  a  man  needs  if 
he  wants  to  play  the  great  game  of  pitch-and-toss.  I  cannot 
do  without  you,  my  friend.  Instead  of  going  to  pickle  in 
the  Indies,  you  will  find  it  much  simpler  to  swim  in  my 
convoy  in  the  waters  of  the  Seine.  Believe  me,  Paris  is 
still  the  spot  where  fortune  crops  up  most  freely.  Potosi 
is  situated  in  the  Eue  Vivienne  or  the  Kue  de  la  Paix,  the 
Place  Vendome,  or  the  Rue  de  Rivoli.  In  every  other 
country,  manual  labor,  the  sweat  of  the  perspiring  agent, 
marches  and  counter-marches,  are  indispensable  to  the  ac- 
cumulation of  a  fortune;  here  intelligence  is  sufficient. 
Here  a  man,  even  of  moderate  talent,  may  discover  a 
gold-mine  as  he  puts  on  his  slippers,  or  picks  his  teeth 
after  dinner,  as  he  goes  to  bed  or  gets  up  in  the  morning. 
Find  me  a  spot  on  earth  where  a  good  commonplace  idea 
brings  in  more  money,  or  is  more  immediately  understood 
than  it  is  here?  If  I  climb  to  the  top  of  the  tree,  am  I 
the  man  to  refuse  you  a  hand,  a  word,  a  signature?  Do 
not  we  young  scamps  need  a  friend  we  can  rely  on,  if  it 
were  only  to  compromise  him  in  our  place  and  stead,  to 
send  him  forth  to  die  as  a  private,  so  as  to  save  the  Gen- 
eral ?  Politics  are  impossible  without  a  man  of  honor  at 
hand,  to  whom  everything  may  be  said  and  done. 

"This,   then,    is   my   advice  to    you.      Let    the   'Belle- 
Amdlie'    sail   without    you;    return   here    like   a   lightning 
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flash,  and  I  will  arrange  a  duel  for  you  with  Fe*lix  de 
Vandenesse,  in  which  you  must  fire  first,  and  down  with 
your  man  as  dead  as  a  pigeon.  In  France  an  outraged 
husband  who  kills  his  man  is  at  once  respectable  and  re- 
spected. No  one  ever  makes  game  of  him!  Fear,  my 
dear  boy,  is  an  element  of  social  life,  and  a  means  of  suc- 
cess for  those  whose  eyes  never  fall  before  the  gaze  of  any 
other  man. — I,  who  care  no  more  for  life  than  for  a  cup  of 
ass's  milk,  and  who  never  felt  a  qualm  of  fear,  have  ob- 
served the  strange  effects  of  that  form  of  emotion  on 
modern  manners.  Some  dread  the  idea  of  losing  the  en- 
joyments to  which  they  are  fettered,  others  that  of  parting 
from  some  woman.  The  adventurous  temper  of  past  times, 
when  a  man  threw  away  his  life  like  a  slipper,  has  ceased 
to  exist.  In  many  men  courage  is  merely  a  clever  specu- 
lation on  the  fear  that  may  seize  their  adversary.  None 
but  the  Poles  now,  in  Europe,  ever  fight  for  the  pleasure 
of  it;  they  still  cultivate  the  art  for  art's  sake,  and  not  as 
a  matter  of  calculation.  Kill  Vandenesse,  and  your  wife 
will  tremble,  your  mother-in-law  will  tremble,  the  public 
will  tremble;  you  will  be  rehabilitated,  you  will  proclaim 
your  frantic  passion  for  your  wife,  every  one  will  believe 
you,  and  you  will  be  a  hero.  Such  is  France. 

"I  shall  not  stickle  over  a  hundred  thousand  francs  with 
you.  You  can  pay  your  principal  debts,  and  can  prevent 
utter  ruin  by  pledging  your  property  on  a  time  bargain 
with  option  of  repurchase,  for  you  will  soon  be  in  a  posi- 
tion that  will  allow  you  to  pay  off  the  mortgage  before  the 
time  is  up.  Also,  knowing  your  wife's  character,  you  can 
henceforth  rule  her  with  a  word.  While  you  loved  her  you 
could  not  hold  your  own ;  now,  having  ceased  to  love  her, 
your  power  will  be  irresistible.  I  shall  have  made  your 
mother-in-law  as  supple  as  a  glove;  for  what  you  have  to 
do  is  to  reinstate  yourself  with  the  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand francs  those  women  have  saved  for  themselves. 

"So  give  up  your  self -exile,  which  always  seems  to  me 
the  charcoal-brazier  of  men  of  brains.  If  you  run  away,  you 
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leave  slander  mistress  of  the  field.  The  gambler  who  goes 
home  to  fetch  his  money  and  comes  back  to  the  tables  loses 
all.  You  must  have  your  funds  in  your  pocket.  You  ap- 
pear to  me  to  be  seeking  fresh  reinforcements  in  the  Indies. 
No  good  at  all ! — We  are  two  gamblers  at  the  green  table  of 
politics;  between  you  and  me  loans  are  a  matter  of  course. 
So  take  post-horses,  come  to  Paris,  and  begin  a  new  game; 
with  Henri  de  Marsay  for  a  partner  you  will  win,  for  Henri 
de  Marsay  knows  what  he  wants  and  when  to  strike. 

"This,  you  see,  is  where  we  stand.  My  real  father  is  in 
the  English  Ministry.  We  shall  have  connections  with  Spain 
through  the  Evangelistas;  for  as  soon  as  your  mother-in-law 
and  I  have  measured  claws,  we  shall  perceive  that  when 
devil  meets  devil  there  is  nothing  to  be  gained  on  either  side. 
Montriveau  is  a  Lieutenant-General;  he  will  certainly  be  War 
Minister  sooner  or  later,  for  his  eloquence  gives  him  much 
power  in  the  Chamber.  Ronquerolles  is  in  the  Ministry  and 
on  the  Privy  Council.  Martial  de  la  Roche-Hugon  is  ap- 
pointed Minister  to  Germany,  and  made  a  peer  of  France, 
and  he  has  brought  us  as  an  addition  Marshal  the  Due  de 
Carigliano  and  all  the  'rump'  of  the  Empire,  which  so  stu- 
pidly held  on  to  the  rear  of  the  Restoration.  Se*rizy  is 
leader  of  the  State  Council;  he  is  indispensable  there.  Gran- 
ville  is  master  of  the  legal  party;  he  has  two  sons  on  the 
Bench.  The  Grandlieus  are  in  high  favor  at  Court.  Fdraud 
is  the  soul  of  the  Gondreville  set,  low  intriguers  who,  I  know 
not  why,  are  always  at  the  top. — Thus  supported,  what  have 
we  to  fear?  We  have  a  foot  in  every  capital,  an  eye  in  every 
cabinet;  we  hem  in  the  whole  administration  without  their 
suspecting  it. 

"Is  not  the  money  question  a  mere  trifle,  nothing  at  all, 
when  all  this  machinery  is  ready?  And,  above  all,  what 
is  a  woman  ?  Will  you  never  be  anything  but  a  schoolboy  ? 
What  is  life,  iny  dear  fellow,  when  it  is  wrapped  up  in  a 
woman?  A  ship  over  which  we  have  no  command,  which 
obeys  a  wild  compass  though  it  has  indeed  a  loadstone; 
which  runs  before  every  wind  that  blows,  and  in  which  the 
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man  really  is  a  galley-slave,  obedient  not  only  to  the  law, 
but  to  every  rule  improvised  by  his  driver,  without  the  pos- 
sibility of  retaliation.  Faugh  1 

"I  can  understand  that  from  passion,  or  the  pleasure  to 
be  found  in  placing  our  power  in  a  pair  of  white  hands,  a 
man  should  obey  his  wife — but  when  it  comes  to  obeying 
MeMor — then  away  with  Angelica! — The  great  secret  of  social 
alchemy,  my  dear  sir,  is  to  get  the  best  of  everything  out  of 
each  stage  of  our  life,  to  gather  all  its  leaves  in  spring,  all 
its  flowers  in  summer,  all  its  fruits  in  autumn.  Now  we — 
I  and  some  boon  companions — have  enjoyed  ourselves  for 
twelve  years,  like  musketeers,  black,  white,  and  red,  refus- 
ing ourselves  nothing,  not  even  a  filibustering  expedition 
now  and  again;  henceforth  we  mean  to  shake  down  ripe 
plums,  at  an  age  when  experience  has  ripened  the  harvest. 
Come,  join  us;  you  shall  have  a  share  of  the  pudding  we 
mean  to  stir. 

"Come,  and  you  will  find  a  friend  wholly  yours  in  the 
skin  of  HENRI  DE  M." 

At  the  moment  when  Paul  de  Manerville  finished  reading 
this  letter,  of  which  every  sentence  fell  like  a  sledge-hammer 
on  the  tower  of  his  hopes,  his  illusions,  and  his  love,  he  was 
already  beyond  the  Azores.  In  the  midst  of  this  ruin,  rage 
surged  up  in  him,  cold  and  impotent  rage. 

"What  had  I  done  to  them?"  he  asked  himself. 

This  question  is  the  impulse  of  the  simpleton,  of  the  weak 
natures,  which,  as  they  can  see  nothing,  can  foresee  nothing. 

"Henri,  Henri!"  he  cried  aloud.     "The  one  true  friend!" 

Many  men  would  have  gone  mad.  Paul  went  to  bed  and 
slept  the  deep  sleep  which  supervenes  on  immeasurable  dis- 
aster; as  Napoleon  slept  after  the  battle  of  Waterloo. 

PARIS,  September- October,  1835. 
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TO  LAURE 

To  whose  bright  and  modest  wit  I  owe  the 
idea  of  this  Scene.     Hers  be  the  honor! 

Her  brother,      De  Balzac 

AILR  OA DS,  in  a  future  now  not  far  distant,  must 
lead  to  the  disappearance  of  certain  industries,  and 
modify  others,  especially  such  as  are  concerned  in 
the  various  modes  of  transport  commonly  used  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Paris.  In  fact,  the  persons  and  the  things  which 
form  the  accessories  of  this  little  drama  will  ere  long  give  it 
the  dignity  of  an  archaeological  study.  Will  not  our  grand- 
children be  glad  to  know  something  of  a  time  which  they  will 
speak  of  as  the  old  days  ? 

For  instance,  the  picturesque  vehicles  known  as  Coucous, 
which  used  to  stand  on  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  and  crowd 
the  Cours-la-Keine,  which  flourished  so  greatly  during  a 
century,  and  still  survived  in  1830,  exist  no  more.  Even 
on  the  occasion  of  the  most  attractive  rural  festivity,  hardly 
one  is  to  be  seen  on  the  road  in  this  year  1842. 

In  1820  not  all  the  places  famous  for  their  situation,  and 
designated  as  the  environs  of  Paris,  had  any  regular  service 
of  coaches.  The  Touchards,  father  and  son,  had,  however, 
a  monopoly  of  conveyances  to  and  from  the  largest  towns 
within  a  radius  of  fifteen  leagues,  and  their  establishment 
occupied  splendid  premises  in  the  Rue  du  Faubourg  Saint- 
Denis.  In  spite  of  their  old  standing  and  their  strenuous 
efforts,  in  spite  of  their  large  capital  and  all  the  advantages 
of  strong  centralization,  Touchards'  service  had  formidable 
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rivals  in  the  Coucous  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Denis  for  dis- 
tances of  seven  or  eight  leagues  out  of  Paris.  The  Parisian 
has  indeed  such  a  passion  for  the  country  that  local  establish- 
ments also  held  their  own  in  many  cases  against  the  Petites 
Messageries,  a  name  given  to  Touchards'  short-distance 
coaches,  to  distinguish  them  from  the  Grandes  Messageries, 
the  general  conveyance  company,  in  the  Rue  Montmartre. 

At  that  time  the  success  of  the  Touchards  stimulated 
speculation;  conveyances  were  put  on  the  road  to  and  from 
the  smallest  towns — handsome,  quick,  and  commodious 
vehicles,  starting  and  returning  at  fixed  hours;  and  these, 
in  a  circuit  of  ten  leagues  or  so,  gave  rise  to  vehement  com- 
petition. Beaten  on  the  longer  distances,  the  Coucou  fell 
back  on  short  runs,  and  survived  a  few  years  longer.  It 
finally  succumbed  when  the  omnibus  had  proved  the  pos- 
sibility of  packing  eighteen  persons  into  a  vehicle  drawn  by 
two  horses.  Nowadays  the  Coucou,  if  a  bird  of  such  heavy 
flight  is  by  chance  still  to  be  found  in  the  recesses  of  some 
store  for  dilapidated  vehicles,  would,  from  its  structure  and 
arrangement,  be  the  subject  of  learned  investigations,  like 
Cuvier's  researches  on  the  animals  discovered  in  the  lime- 
quarries  of  Montmartre. 

These  smaller  companies,  being  threatened  by  larger 
speculations  competing,  after  1822,  with  the  Touchards,  had 
nevertheless  a  fulcrum  of  support  in  the  sympathies  of  the 
residents  in  the  places  they  plied  to.  The  master  of  the  con- 
cern, who  was  both  owner  and  driver  of  the  vehicle,  was 
usually  an  innkeeper  of  the  district,  to  whom  its  inhabitants 
were  as  familiar  as  were  their  common  objects  and  interests. 
He  was  intelligent  in  fulfilling  commissions;  he  asked  less 
for  his  little  services,  and  therefore  obtained  more,  than  the 
employe's  of  the  Touchards.  He  was  clever  at  evading  the 
necessity  for  an  excise  pass.  At  a  pinch  he  would  infringe 
the  rules  as  to  the  number  of  passengers  he  might  carry.  In 
fact,  he  was  master  of  the  affections  of  the  people.  Hence, 
when  a  rival  appeared  in  the  field,  if  the  old-established  con- 
veyance ran  on  alternate  days  of  the  week,  there  were  persons 
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who  would  postpone  their  journey  to  take  it  in  the  company 
of  the  original  driver,  even  though  his  vehicle  and  horses 
were  none  of  the  safest  and  best. 

One  of  the  lines  which  the  Touchards,  father  and  son, 
tried  hard  to  monopolize,  but  which  was  hotly  disputed — 
nay,  which  is  still  a  subject  of  dispute  with  their  successors 
the  Toulouses — was  that  between  Paris  and  Beaumont-sur- 
Oise,  a  highly  profitable  district,  since  in  1822  three  lines 
of  conveyances  worked  it  at  once.  The  Touchards  lowered 
their  prices,  but  in  vain,  and  in  vain  increased  the  number 
of  services;  in  vain  they  put  superior  vehicles  on  the  road, 
the  competitors  held  their  own,  so  profitable  is  a  line  running 
through  little  towns  like  Saint-Denis  and  Saint-Brice,  and 
such  a  string  of  villages  as  Pierrefitte,  Groslay,  Ecouen, 
Poncelles,  Moisselles,  Baillet,  Monsoult,  Maffliers,  Francon- 
ville,  Presles,  Nointel,  Nerville,  and  others.  The  Touchards 
at  last  extended  their  line  of  service  as  far  as  to  Chambly; 
the  rivals  ran  to  Chambly.  And  at  the  present  day  the 
Toulouses  go  as  far  as  Beauvais. 

On  this  road,  the  highroad  to  England,  there  is  a  place 
which  is  not  ill  named  la  Cave  (the  Cellar),  a  hollow  way 
leading  down  into  one  of  the  most  delightful  nooks  of  the 
Oise  valley,  and  to  the  little  town  of  TIsle-Adam,  doubly 
famous  as  the  native  place  of  the  now  extinct  family  de  1'lsle- 
Adam,  and  as  the  splendid  residence  of  the  Princes  of  Bour- 
bon-Conti.  L'Isle-Adam  is  a  charming  little  town,  flanked 
by  two  large  hamlets,  that  of  Nogent  and  that  of  Parmain, 
both  remarkable  for  the  immense  quarries  which  have  fur- 
nished the  materials  for  the  finest  edifices  of  Paris,  and  in- 
deed abroad  too,  for  the  base  and  capitals  of  the  theatre 
at  Brussels  are  of  Nogent  stone. 

Though  remarkable  for  its  beautiful  points  of  view,  and 
for  famous  chateaux  built  by  princes,  abbots,  or  famous 
architects,  as  at  Cassan,  Stors,  le  Val,  Nointel,  Persan,  etc., 
this  district,  in  1822,  had  as  yet  escaped  competition,  and 
was  served  by  two  coach-owners,  who  agreed  to  work  it 
between  them.  This  exceptional  state  of  things  was  based 
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on  causes  easily  explained.  From  la  Cave,  where,  on  the 
highroad,  begins  the  fine  paved  way  due  to  the  magnificence 
of  the  Princes  of  Conti,  to  1 'Isle- Adam,  is  a  distance  of  two 
leagues:  no  main  line  coach  could  diverge  so  far  from  the 
highroad,  especially  as  1'Isle-Adam  was  at  that  time  the  end 
of  things  in  that  direction.  The  road  led  thither,  and  ended 
there.  Of  late,  a  highroad  joins  the  valley  of  Montmorency 
to  that  of  1'Isle-Adam,  Leaving  Saint-Denis,  it  passes 
through  Saint-Leu-Taverny,  Me*ru,  1'Isle-Adam,  and  along 
by  the  Oise  as  far  as  Beaumont.  But  in  1822  the  only  road 
to  1'Isle-Adam  was  that  made  by  the  Princes  de  Oonti. 

Consequently  Pierrotin  and  his  colleague  reigned  supreme 
from  Paris  to  1'Isle-Adam,  beloved  of  all  the  district.  Pier- 
rotin's  coach  and  his  friend's  ran  by  Stors,  le  Yal,  Parmain, 
Champagne,  Hours,  Prerolles,  Nogent,  Nerville,  and  Maf- 
fliers.  Pierrotin  was  so  well  known  that  the  residents  at 
Monsoult,  Moisselles,  Baillet,  and  Saint-Brice,  though  living 
on  the  highroad,  made  use  of  his  coach,  in  which  there  was 
more  often  a  chance  of  a  seat  than  in  the  Beaumont  diligence, 
which  was  always  full.  Pierrotin  and  his  friendly  rival 
agreed  to  admiration.  When  Pierrotin  started  from  1'Isle 
Adam,  the  other  set  out  from  Paris,  and  vice  versa.  Of  the 
opposition  driver,  nothing  need  be  said.  Pierrotin  was  the 
favorite  in  the  line.  And  of  the  two,  he  alone  appears  on 
the  scene  in  this  veracious  history.  So  it  will  suffice  to  say 
that  the  two  coach-drivers  lived  on  excellent  terms,  compet- 
ing in  honest  warfare,  and  contending  for  customers  without 
sharp  practice.  In  Paris,  out  of  economy,  they  put  up  at  the 
same  inn,  using  the  same  yard,  the  same  stable,  the  same 
coach-shed,  the  same  office,  the  same  booking-clerk.  And 
this  fact  is  enough  to  show  that  Pierrotin  and  his  opponent 
were,  as  the  common  folk  say,  of  a  very  good  sort. 

That  inn,  at  the  corner  of  the  Eue  d'Bnghien,  exists  to 
this  day,  and  is  called  the  Silver  Lion.  The  proprietor 
of  this  hostlery — a  hostlery  from  time  immemorial  for  coach- 
drivers — himself  managed  a  line  of  vehicles  to  Dammartin 
on  so  sound  a  basis  that  his  neighbors  the  Touchards,  of  the 
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Petites  Messageries  opposite,  never  thought  of  starting  a 
conveyance  on  that  road. 

Though  the  coaches  for  1'Isle-Adam  were  supposed  to  set 
out  punctually,  Pierrotin  and  his  friend  displayed  a  degree 
of  indulgence  on  this  point  which,  while  it  won  them  the 
affections  of  the  natives,  brought  down  severe  remonstrances 
from  strangers  who  were  accustomed  to  the  exactitude  of  the 
larger  public  companies;  but  the  two  drivers  of  these  vehicles, 
half  diligence,  half  coucou,  always  found  partisans  among 
their  regular  customers.  In  the  afternoon  the  start  fixed  for 
four  o'clock  always  dragged  on  till  half -past;  and  in  the 
morning,  though  eight  was  the  hour  named,  the  coach  never 
got  off  before  nine. 

This  system  was,  however,  very  elastic.  In  summer,  the 
golden  season  for  coaches,  the  time  of  departure,  rigorously 
punctual  as  concerned  strangers,  gave  way  for  natives  of  the 
district.  This  method  afforded  Pierrotin  the  chance  of  pock- 
eting the  price  of  two  places  for  one  when  a  resident  in  the 
town  came  early  to  secure  a  place  already  booked  by  a  bird 
of  passage,  who,  by  ill-luck,  was  behind  time.  Such  elastic 
rules  would  certainly  not  be  approved  by  a  Puritan  moralist; 
but  Pierrotin  and  his  colleague  justified  it  by  the  hard  times, 
by  their  losses  during  the  winter  season,  by  the  necessity 
they  would  presently  be  under  of  purchasing  better  carriages, 
and  finally,  by  an  exact  application  of  the  rules  printed  on 
their  tickets,  copies  of  which  were  of  the  greatest  rarity,  and 
never  given  but  to  those  travellers  who  were  so  perverse  as 
to  insist. 

Pierrotin,  a  man  of  forty,  was  already  the  father  of  a 
family.  He  had  left  the  cavalry  in  1815  when  the  army 
was  disbanded,  and  then  this  very  good  fellow  had  suc- 
ceeded his  father,  who  drove  a  coucou  between  1' Isle- A  dam 
and  Paris  on  somewhat  erratic  principles.  After  marrying 
the  daughter  of  a  small  innkeeper,  he  extended  and  regu- 
lated the  business,  and  was  noted  for  his  intelligence  and 
military  punctuality.  Brisk  and  decisive,  Pierrotin — a  nick- 
name, no  doubt — had  a  mobile  countenance  which  gave  an 
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amusing  expression  and  a  semblance  of  intelligence  to  a  face 
reddened  by  exposure  to  the  weather.  Nor  did  he  lack  the 
"gift  of  the  gab,"  which  is  caught  by  intercourse  with  the 
world,  and  by  seeing  different  parts  of  it.  His  voice,  by 
dint  of  talking  to  his  horses,  and  shouting  to  others  to  get 
out  of  the  way,  was  somewhat  harsh,  but  he  could  soften 
it  to  a  customer. 

His  costume,  that  of  coach-drivers  of  the  superior  class, 
consisted  of  stout,  strong  boots,  heavy  with  nails,  and  made 
at  I'lsle-Adam,  trousers  of  bottle-green  velveteen,  and  a 
jacket  of  the  same,  over  which,  in  the  exercise  of  his  func- 
tions, he  wore  a  blue  blouse,  embroidered  in  colors  on  the 
collar,  shoulder-pieces,  and  wristbands.  On  his  head  was  a 
cap  with  a  peak.  His  experience  of  military  service  had 
stamped  on  Pierrotin  the  greatest  respect  for  social  superi- 
ority, and  a  habit  of  obedience  to  people  of  the  upper  ranks; 
but  while  he  was  ready  to  be  on  familiar  terms  with  the 
modest  citizen,  he  was  always  respectful  to  women,  of  what- 
ever class.  At  the  same  time,  the  habit  of  "carting  folk 
about,"  to  use  his  own  expression,  had  led  him  to  regard  his 
travellers  as  parcels;  though,  being  on  feet,  they  demanded 
less  care  than  the  other  merchandise,  which  was  the  aim  and 
end  of  the  service. 

Warned  by  the  general  advance,  which  since  the  peace 
had  begun  to  tell  on  his  business,  Pierrotin  was  determined 
not  to  be  beaten  by  the  progress  of  the  world.  Ever  since 
the  last  summer  season  he  had  talked  a  great  deal  of  a  cer- 
tain large  conveyance  he  had  ordered  of  Farry,  Breilmann 
and  Co.,  the  best  diligence  builders,  as  being  needed  by 
the  constant  increase  of  travellers.  Pierrotin's  plant  at  that 
time  consisted  of  two  vehicles.  One,  which  did  duty  for  the 
winter,  and  the  only  one  he  ever  showed  to  the  tax-collector, 
was  of  the  coucou  species.  The  bulging  sides  of  this  vehicle 
allowed  it  to  carry  six  passengers  on  two  seats  as  hard  as 
iron,  though  covered  with  yellow  worsted  velvet.  These 
seats  were  divided  by  a  wooden  bar,  which  could  be  re- 
moved at  pleasure  or  refixed  in  two  grooves  in  the  sides, 
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at  the  height  of  a  man's  back.  This  bar,  perfidiously  cov- 
ered by  Pierrotin  with  yellow  velvet,  and  called  by  him  a 
back  to  the  seat,  was  the  cause  of  much  despair  to  the  trav- 
ellers from  the  difficulty  of  moving  and  readjusting  it.  If 
the  board  was  painful  to  fix,  it  was  far  more  so  to  the 
shoulder-blades  when  it  was  fitted;  on  the  other  hand,  if 
it  was  not  unshipped,  it  made  entrance  and  egress  equally 
perilous,  especially  to  women. 

Though  each  seat  of  this  vehicle,  which  bulged  at  the 
sides  like  a  woman  before  childbirth,  was  licensed  to  hold 
no  more  than  three  passengers,  it  was  not  unusual  to  see 
eight  packed  in  it  like  herrings  in  a  barrel.  Pierrotin  de- 
clared that  they  were  all  the  more  comfortable,  since  they 
formed  a  compact  and  immovable  mass,  whereas  three  were 
constantly  thrown  against  each  other,  and  often  ran  the  risk 
of  spoiling  their  hats  against  the  roof  of  the  vehicle  by  rea- 
son of  the  violent  jolting  on  the  road.  In  front  of  the  body 
of  this  carriage  there  was  a  wooden  box  seat,  Pierrotin 's 
driving-seat,  which  could  also  carry  three  passengers,  who 
were  designated,  as  all  the  world  knows,  as  lapins  (rabbits). 
Occasionally,  Pierrotin  would  accommodate  four  lapins,  and 
then  sat  askew  on  a  sort  of  box  below  the  front  seat  for  the 
lapins  to  rest  their  feet  on ;  this  was  filled  with  straw  or  such 
parcels  as  could  not  be  injured. 

The  body  of  the  vehicle,  painted  yellow,  was  ornamented 
by  a  band  of  bright  blue,  on  which  might  be  read  in  white 
letters,  on  each  side,  IS  Isle- Adam — Paris  ;  and  on  the  back, 
Service  de  VIsle-Adam.  Our  descendants  will  be  under  a 
mistake  if  they  imagine  that  this  conveyance  could  carry  no 
more  than  thirteen  persons,  including  Pierrotin.  On  great 
occasions  three  more  could  be  seated  in  a  square  compart- 
ment covered  with  tarpaulin  in  which  trunks,  boxes,  and 
parcels  were  generally  piled ;  but  Pierrotin  was  too  prudent 
to  let  any  but  regular  customers  sit  there,  and  only  took 
them  up  three  or  four  hundred  yards  outside  the  barrier. 
These  passengers  in  the  poulailler,  or  hen-coop,  the  name 
given  by  the  conductors  to  this  part  of  a  coach,  were  re- 


162  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

quired  to  get  out  before  reaching  any  village  on  the  road 
where  there  was  a  station  of  gendarmerie ;  for  the  overload- 
ing, forbidden  by  tke  regulations  for  the  greater  safety  of  trav- 
ellers, was  in  these  cases  so  excessive  that  the  gendarme — 
always  Pierrotin's  very  good  friend — could  not  have  excused 
himself  from  reporting  such  a  flagrant  breach  of  rules.  But 
thus  Pierrotin's  vehicle,  on  certain  Saturday  evenings  and 
t  Monday  mornings,  carted  out  fifteen  passengers;  and  then 
to  help  pull  it,  he  gave  his  large  but  aged  horse,  named 
Rougeot,  the  assistance  of  a  second  nag  about  as  big  as  a 
pony,  which  he  could  never  sufficiently  praise.  This  little 
steed  was  a  mare  called  Bichette;  and  she  ate  little,  she 
was  full  of  spirit,  nothing  could  tire  her,  she  was  worth 
her  weight  in  gold! 

"My  wife  would  not  exchange  her  for  that  great  lazy 
beast  Eougeot!"  Pierrotin  would  exclaim,  when  a  trav- 
eller laughed  at  him  about  this  concentrated  extract  of 
horse. 

The  difference  between  this  carriage  and  the  other  was, 
that  the  second  had  four  wheels.  This  vehicle,  a  remark- 
able structure,  always  spoken  of  as  "the  four-wheeled 
coach,"  could  hold  seventeen  passengers,  being  intended 
to  carry  fourteen.  It  rattled  so  preposterously  that  the 
folk  in  I'lsle-Adam  would  say,  "Here  comes  Pierrotin!" 
when  he  had  but  just  come  out  of  the  wood  that  hangs 
on  the  slope  to  the  valley.  It  was  divided  into  two  lobes, 
one  of  which,  called  the  interieur,  the  body  of  the  coach, 
carried  six  passengers  on  two  seats,  and  the  other,  a  sort 
of  cab  stuck  on  in  front,  was  styled  the  coupe.  This  coupe 
could  be  closed  by  an  inconvenient  and  eccentric  arrange- 
ment of  glass  windows,  which  would  take  too  long  to  de- 
scribe in  this  place.  The  four-wheeled  coach  also  had  at  top 
a  sort  of  gig  with  a  hood,  into  which  Pierrotin  packed  six 
travellers;  it  closed  with  leather  curtains.  Pierrotin  him- 
self had  an  almost  invisible  perch  below  the  glass  windows 
of  the  coupe. 

The  coach  to  1'Isle-Adam  only  paid  the  taxes  levied  on 
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public  vehicles  for  the  coucou,  represented  to  carry  six 
travellers,  and  whenever  Pierrotin  turned  out  the  "four- 
wheeled  coach"  he  took  out  a  special  license.  This  may 
seem  strange  indeed  in  these  days;  but  at  first  the  tax  on 
vehicles,  imposed  somewhat  timidly,  allowed  the  owners  of 
coaches  to  play  these  little  tricks,  which  gave  them  the 
pleasure  of  "putting  their  thumbs  to  their  noses"  behind 
the  collector's  back,  as  they  phrased  it.  By  degrees,  how- 
ever, the  hungry  Exchequer  grew  strict;  it  allowed  no 
vehicle  to  take  the  road  without  displaying  the  two  plates 
which  now  certify  that  their  capacity  is  registered  and  the 
tax  paid.  Everything,  even  a  tax,  has  its  age  of  innocence, 
and  toward  the  end  of  1822  that  age  was  not  yet  over.  Very 
often,  in  summer,  the  four-wheeled  coach  and  the  covered 
chaise  made  the  journey  in  company,  carrying  in  all  thirty 
passengers,  while  Pierrotin  paid  only  for  six. 

On  these  golden  days  the  convoy  started  from  the  Fau- 
bourg Saint-Denis  at  half-past  four,  and  arrived  in  style  at 
1'Isle-Adam  by  ten  o'clock  at  night.  And  then  Pierrotin, 
proud  of  his  run,  which  necessitated  the  hire  of  extra  horses, 
would  say,  "We  have  made  a  good  pace  to-day  I"  To  enable 
him  to  do  nine  leagues  in  five  hours  with,  this  machinery, 
he  did  not  stop,  as  the  coaches  usually  do  on  this  road,  at 
Saint-Brice,  Moisselles,  and  la  Cave. 

The  Silver  Lion  inn  occupied  a  plot  of  ground  running 
very  far  back.  Though  the  front  to  the  Hue  Saint-Denis 
has  no  more  than  three  or  four  windows,  there  was  at  that 
time,  on  one  side  of  the  long  yard,  with  the  stables  at  the 
bottom,  a  large  house  backing  on  the  wall  of  the  adjoining 
property.  The  entrance  was  through  an  arched  way  under 
the  first  floor,  and  there  was  standing-room  here  for  two  or 
three  coaches.  In  1822,  the  booking-office  for  all  the  line? 
that  put  up  at  the  Silver  Lion  was  kept  by  the  innkeeper's 
wife,  who  had  a  book  for  each  line;  she  took  the  money, 
wrote  down  the  names,  and  good-naturedly  accommodated 
passengers'  luggage  in  her  vast  kitchen.  The  travellers 
were  quite  satisfied  with  this  patriarchally  free-and-easy 
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mode  of  business.  If  they  came  too  early,  they  sat  down 
by  the  fire  within  the  immense  chimney-place,  or  lounged 
in  the  passage,  or  went  to  the  cafe*  de  1'Echiquier,  at  the 
corner  of  the  street  of  that  name,  parallel  to  the  Rue  d'En- 
ghien,  from  which  it  is  divided  by  a  few  houses  only. 

Quite  early  'in  the  autumn  of  that  year,  one  Saturday 
morning,  Pierrotin,  his  hands  stuffed  through  holes  in  his 
blouse  and  into  his  pockets,  was  standing  at  the  front  gate 
of  the  Silver  Lion,  whence  he  had  a  perspective  view  of 
the  inn  kitchen,  and  beyond  it  of  the  long  yard  and  the 
stables  at  the  end,  like  black  caverns.  The  Dammartin  dil- 
igence had  just  started,  and  was  lumbering  after  Touchard's 
coaches.  It  was  past  eight  o'clock.  Under  the  wide  arch- 
way, over  which  was  inscribed  on  a  long  board,  HOTEL  DU 
LION  D'ARGENT,  the  stablemen  and  coach-porters  were 
watching  the  vehicles  start  at  the  brisk  pace  which  de- 
ludes the  traveller  into  the  belief  that  the  horses  will 
continue  to  keep  it  up. 

"Shall  I  bring  out  the  horses,  master?"  said  Pierrotin's 
stable-boy,  when  there  was  nothing  more  to  be  seen. 

"A  quarter  past  eight,  and  I  see  no  passengers,"  said 
Pierrotin.  "What  the  deuce  is  become  of  them?  Put  the 
horses  to,  all  the  same. — No  parcels  neither.  Bless  us  and 
save  us!  This  afternoon,  now,  he  won't  know  how  to  stow 
his  passengers,  as  it  is  so  fine,  and  I  have  only  four  booked. 
There's  a  pretty  lookout  for  a  Saturday!  That's  always  the 
way  when  you're  wanting  the  ready !  It's  dog's  work,  and 
work  for  a  dog ! ' ' 

"And  if  you  had  any,  where  would  you  stow  'em?  You 
have  nothing  but  your  two- wheel  cab,"  said  the  luggage- 
porter,  trying  to  smooth  down  Pierrotin. 

"And  what  about  my  new  coach?" 

"Then  there  is  such  a  thing  as  your  new  coach?"  asked 
the  sturdy  Auvergnat,  grinning  and  showing  his  front  teeth, 
as  white  and  as  broad  as  almonds. 

"You  old  good-for-nothing!      Why,   she  will  take  the 
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road  to-morrow,  Sunday,  and  we  want  eighteen  passengers 
to  fill  her!" 

"Oh,  ho!  A  fine  turnout;  that'll  make  the  folk  stare!" 
said  the  Auvergnat. 

"A  coach  like  the  one  that  runs  to  Beaumont,  I  can  tell 
you!  Brand  new,  painted  in  red  and  gold,  enough  to  make 
the  Touchard's  burst  with  envy!  It  will  take  three  horses. 
I  have  found  a  fellow  to  Rougeot,  and  Bichette  will  trot 
unicorn  like  a  good  'un. — Come,  harness  up,"  said  Pierrotin, 
who  was  looking  toward  the  Porte  Saint-Denis  while  cram- 
ming his  short  pipe  with  tobacco,  "I  see  a  lady  out  there, 
and  a  little  man  with  bundles  under  his  arm.  They  are 
looking  for  the  Silver  Lion,  for  they  would  have  nothing  to 
say  to  the  coucous  on  the  stand.  Hey  day,  I  seem  to  know 
the  lady  for  a  customer." 

"You  often  get  home  filled  up  after  starting  empty," 
said  his  man. 

"But  no  parcels!"  replied  Pierrotin.  "By  the  Mass! 
What  devil's  luck!" 

And  Pierrotin  sat  down  on  one  of  the  enormous  curb- 
stones which  protected  the  lower  part  of  the  wheels  from  the 
friction  of  the  axles,  but  he  wore  an  anxious  and  thoughtful 
look  that  was  not  usual  with  him.  This  dialogue,  apparently 
so  trivial,  had  stirred  up  serious  anxieties  at  the  bottom  of 
Pierrotin's  heart.  And  what  could  trouble  Pierrotin's  heart 
but  the  thought  of  a  handsome  coach?  To  cut  a  dash  on 
the  road,  to  rival  the  Touchards,  extend  his  service,  carry 
passengers  who  might  congratulate  him  on  the  increased 
convenience  due  to  the  improvements  in  coachbuilding,  in- 
stead of  hearing  constant  complaints  of  his  drags,  this  was 
Pierrotin's  laudable  ambition. 

Now  the  worthy  man,  carried  away  by  his  desire  to 
triumph  over  his  colleague,  and  to  induce  him  some  day 
perhaps  to  leave  him  without  a  competitor  on  the  road  to 
1'Isle-Adam,  had  overstrained  his  resources.  He  had  or- 
dered his  coach  from  Farry,  Breilmann  and  Co.,  the  mak- 
ers who  had  lately  introduced  English  coach-springs  in  the 
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place  of  the  swan's-neck  and  other  old-fashioned  French 
springs;  but  these  hard-hearted  and  mistrustful  makers 
would  only  deliver  the  vehicle  for  ready  cash.  Not  car- 
ing, indeed,  to  build  a  conveyance  so  unsalable  if  it  were 
left  on  their  hands,  these  shrewd  tradesmen  had  not  under- 
taken the  job  till  Pierrotin  had  paid  them  two  thousand 
francs  on  account.  To  satisfy  their  justifiable  require- 
ments, Pierrotin  had  exhausted  his  savings  and  his  credit. 
He  had  bled  his  wife,  his  father-in-law,  and  his  friends.  He 
had  been  to  look  at  the  superb  vehicle  the  day  before  in  the 
painter's  shop;  it  was  ready,  and  waiting  to  take  the  road, 
but  in  order  to  see  it  there  on  the  following  day  he  must 
pay  up. 

Hence  Pierrotin  was  in  need  of  a  thousand  francs! 
Being  in  debt  to  the  innkeeper  for  stable-room,  he  dared 
not  borrow  the  sum  of  him.  For  lack  of  this  thousand 
francs,  he  risked  losing  the  two  thousand  already  paid  in 
advance,  to  say  nothing  of  five  hundred,  the  cost  of  Rou- 
geot  the  second,  and  three  hundred  for  new  harness,  for 
which,  however,  he  had  three  months'  credit.  And  yet, 
urged  by  the  wrath  of  despair  and  the  folly  of  vanity,  he 
had  just  declared  that  his  coach  would  start  on  the  mor- 
row, Sunday.  In  paying  the  fifteen  hundred  francs  on 
account  of  the  two  thousand  five  hundred,  he  had  hoped 
that  the  coachmakers'  feelings  might  be  touched  so  far 
that  they  would  let  him  have  the  vehicle;  but,  after  three 
minutes'  reflection,  he  exclaimed: 

"No,  no!  they  are  sharks,  perfect  skinflints. — Supposing 
I  were  to  apply  to  Monsieur  Moreau,  the  steward  at  Presles 
— he  is  such  a  good  fellow,  that  he  would,  perhaps,  take  my 
note  of  hand  at  six  months'  date,"  thought  he,  struck  by  a 
new  idea. 

At  this  instant,  a  servant  out  of  livery,  carrying  a  leather 
trunk,  on  coming  across  from  the  Touchards'  office,  where  he 
had  failed  to  find  a  place  vacant  on  the  Chambly  coach  start- 
ing at  one  o'clock,  said  to  the  driver:  "Pierrotin? — Is  that 
you?" 
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"What  then?"  said  Pierrotin. 

"If  you  can  wait  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  you  can 
carry  my  master;  if  not,  I  will  take  his  portmanteau  back 
again,  and  he  must  make  the  best  of  a  chaise  off  the  stand." 

"I  will  wait  two — three-quarters  of  an  hour,  and  five  min- 
utes more  to  that,  my  lad,"  said  Pierrotin,  with  a  glance  at 
the  smart  little  leather  trunk,  neatly  strapped,  and  fastened 
with  a  brass  lock  engraved  with  a  coat-of-arms. 

"Very  good,  then,  there  you  are,"  said  the  man,  relieving 
his  shoulder  of  the  trunk,  which  Pierrotin  lifted,  weighed  in 
his  hand,  and  scrutinized. 

"Here,"  said  he  to  his  stable-boy,  "pack  it  round  with 
soft  hay,  and  put  it  in  the  boot  at  the  back. — There  is  no 
name  on  it,"  said  he. 

"There  are  Monseigneur's  arms,"  replied  the  servant. 

"Monseigneur? — worth  his  weight  in  gold! — Come  and 
have  a  short  drink,"  said  Pierrotin,  with  a  wink,  as  he  led 
the  way  to  the  cafe"  of  the  Echiquiers. — "Two  of  absinthe," 
cried  he  to  the  waiter  as  they  went  in. — "But  who  is  your 
master,  and  where  is  he  bound?  I  never  saw  you  before," 
said  Pierrotin  to  the  servant  as  they  clinked  glasses. 

"And  for  very  good  reasons,"  replied  the  footman.  "My 
master  does  not  go  your  way  once  a  year,  and  always  in  his 
own  carriage.  He  prefers  the  road  by  the  Orge  valley,  where 
he  has  the  finest  park  near  Paris,  a  perfect  Versailles,  a  fam- 
ily estate,  from  which  he  takes  his  name. — Don't  you  know 
Monsieur  Moreau?" 

"The  steward  at  Presles?"  said  Pierrotin. 

"Well,  Monsieur  le  Comte  is  going  to  spend  two  days  at 
Presles. ' ' 

"Oh,  ho,  then  my  passenger  is  the  Comte  de  Se*rizy!" 
cried  Pierrotin. 

"Yes,  my  man,  no  less.  But,  mind,  he  sends  strict 
orders.  If  you  have  any  of  the  people  belonging  to  your 
parts  in  your  chaise,  do  not  mention  the  Count's  name;  he 
wants  to  travel  incognito,  and  desired  me  to  tell  you  so,  and 
promise  you  a  handsome  tip." 
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"Hah!  and  has  this  hide-and-seek  journey  anything  to 
do,  by  any  chance,  with  the  bargain  that  old  Le'ger,  the 
farmer  at  les  Moulineaux,  wants  to  make?" 

"I  don't  know,"  replied  the  man;  "but  the  fat  is  in 
the  fire.  Last  evening  I  was  sent  to  the  stables  to  order 
the  chaise  a  la  Daumont,  by  seven  this  morning,  to  drive 
to  Presles;  but  at  seven  my  master  countermanded  it. 
Augustin,  his  valet,  ascribes  this  change  of  plan  to  the 
visit  of  a  lady,  who  seemed  to  have  come  from  the 
country." 

"Can  any  one  have  had  anything  to  say  against  Mon- 
sieur Moreau  ?  The  best  of  men,  the  most  honest,  the 
king  of  men,  I  say!  He  might  have  made  a  deal  more 
money  than  he  has  done  if  he  had  chosen,  take  my  word 
for  it!—" 

"Then  he  was  very  foolish,"  said  the  servant  senten- 
tiously. 

"Then  Monsieur  de  Sdrizy  is  going  to  live  at  Presles  at 
last  ?  The  chateau  has  been  refurnished  and  done  up, ' '  said 
Pierrotin  after  a  pause.  "Is  it  true  that  two  hundred  thou- 
sand francs  have  been  spent  on  it  already  ?" 

"If  you  or  I  had  the  money  that  has  been  spent  there,  we 
could  set  up  in  the  world. — If  Madame  la  Comtesse  goes  down 
there,  the  Moreaus'  fun  will  be  over,"  added  the  man,  with 
mysterious  significance. 

"A  good  man  is  Monsieur  Moreau,"  repeated  Pierrotin, 
who  was  still  thinking  of  borrowing  the  thousand  francs 
from  the  steward;  "a  man  that  makes  his  men  work,  and 
does  not  spare  them;  who  gets  all  the  profit  out  of  the 
land,  and  for  his  master's  benefit  too.  A  good  man!  He 
often  comes  to  Paris,  and  always  by  my  coach;  he  gives 
me  something  handsome  for  myself,  and  always  has  a  lot 
of  parcels  to  and  fro.  Three  or  four  a  day,  sometimes  for 
Monsieur,  and  sometimes  for  Madame;  a  bill  of  fifty  francs 
a  month  say,  only  on  the  carrier's  score.  Though  Madame 
holds  her  head  a  little  above  her  place,  she  is  fond  of  her 
children;  I  take  them  to  school  for  her  and  bring  them  home 
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again.  And  she  always  gives  me  five  francs,  and  your  big- 
gest pot  would  not  do  more.  And  whenever  I  have  any  one 
from  them  or  to  them,  I  always  drive  right  up  to  the  gates  of 
the  house — I  could  not  do  less,  now,  could  I?" 

"They  say  that  Monsieur  Moreau  had  no  more  than  a 
thousand  crowns  in  the  world  when  Monsieur  le  Comte 
put  him  in  as  land  steward  at  Presles?"  said  the  servant. 

"But  in  seventeen  years'  time — since  1806 — the  man 
must  have  made  something,"  replied  Pierrotin. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  the  servant,  shaking  his  head. 
"And  masters  are  queer  too.  I  hope,  for  Moreau's  sake, 
that  he  has  feathered  his  nest." 

"I  often  deliver  hampers  at  your  house  in  the  Chaussee- 
d'Antin,"  said  Pierrotin,  "but  I  never  had  the  privilege  of 
seeing  either  the  master  or  his  lady." 

"Monsieur  le  Comte  is  a  very  good  sort,"  said  the  man 
confidentially;  "but  if  he  wants  you  to  hold  your  tongue 
about  his  cognito,  there  is  a  screw  loose  you  may  depend. 
— At  least,  that  is  what  we  think  at  home.  For  why  else 
should  he  counter-order  the  travelling  carriage?  Why 
ride  in  a  public  chaise?  A  peer  of  France  might  take  a 
hired  chaise,  you  would  think." 

"A  hired  chaise  might  cost  him  as  much  as  forty  francs 
for  the  double  journey;  for,  I  can  tell,  if  you  don't  know 
our  road,  it  is  fit  for  squirrels  to  climb.  Everlastingly  up 
and  down!"  said  Pierrotin.  "Peer  of  France  or  tradesman, 
everybody  looks  at  both  sides  of  a  five-franc  piece. — If  this 
trip  means  mischief  to  Monsieur  Moreau — dear,  dear,  I 
should  be  vexed  indeed  if  any  harm  came  to  him.  By 
the  Mass!  Can  no  way  be  found  of  warning  him?  For 
he  is  a  real  good  'un,  an  honest  sort,  the  king  of  men, 
I  say-" 

"Pooh!  Monsieur  le  Comte  is  much  attached  to  Mon- 
sieur Moreau,"  said  the  other.  "But  if  you  will  take  a 
bit  of  good  advice  from  me,  mind  your  own  business,  and 
let  him  mind  his.  We  all  have  quite  enough  to  do  to  take 
care  of  ourselves.  You  just  do  what  you  are  asked  to  do; 
VoL  C.  BALZA.O— H 
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all  the  more  because  it  does  not  pay  to  play  fast  and  loose 
with  Monseigneur.  Add  to  that,  the  Count  is  generous.  If 
you  oblige  him  that  much,"  said  the  man,  measuring  off  the 
nail  of  one  finger,  "he  will  reward  you  that  much,"  and  he 
stretched  out  his  arm. 

This  judicious  hint,  and  yet  more  the  illustrative  figure, 
coming  from  a  man  so  high  in  office  as  the  Comte  de  Serizy's 
second  footman,  had  the  effect  of  cooling  Pierrotin's  zeal  for 
the  steward  of  Presles. 

"Well,  good-day,  Monsieur  Pierrotin,"  said  the  man. 

A  short  sketch  of  the  previous  history  of  the  Comte  de 
Se'rizy  and  his  steward  is  here  necessary  to  explain  the  little 
drama  about  to  be  played  in  Pierrotin's  coach. 

Monsieur  Hugret  de  Se'rizy  is  descended  in  a  direct  line 
from  the  famous  President  Hugret,  ennobled  by  Francis  the 
First.  They  bear  as  arms  party  per  pale  or  and  sable,  an  orle 
and  two  lozenges  counter  changed.  Motto,  /  Semper  Melius  eris, 
which,  like  the  two  winders  assumed  as  supporters,  shows  the 
modest  pretence  of  the  citizen  class  at  a  time  when  each  rank 
of  society  had  its  own  place  in  the  State,  and  also  the  artless- 
ness  of  the  age  in  the  punning  motto,  where  eris  with  the  /at 
the  beginning,  and  the  final  S  of  Melius,  represent  the  name 
Serisi  of  the  estate,  whence  the  title. 

The  present  Count's  father  was  a  President  of  Parlement 
before  the  Eevolution.  He  himself,  a  member  of  the  High 
Council  of  State  in  1787,  at  the  early  age  of  two-and-twenty, 
was  favorably  known  for  certain  reports  on  some  delicate 
matters.  He  did  not  emigrate  during  the  Kevolution,  but 
remained  on  his  lands  of  Serizy,  near  Arpajon,  where  the 
respect  felt  for  his  father  protected  him  from  molestation. 

A  f ter  spending  a  few  years  in  nursing  the  old  President, 
whom  he  lost  in  1794,  he  was  elected  to  the  Council  of  Five 
Hundred,  and  took  up  his  legislative  functions  as  a  distrac- 
tion from  his  grief. 

After  the  eighteenth  Brumaire,  Monsieur  de  Se'rizy  be- 
came the  object— as  did  all  the  families  connected  with  the 
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old  Parlements — of  the  First  Consul's  attentions,  and  by 
him  he  was  appointed  a  Councillor  of  State  to  reorganize 
one  of  the  most  disorganized  branches  of  the  Administra- 
tion. Thus  this  scion  of  a  great  historical  family  became 
one  of  the  most  important  wheels  in  the  vast  and  admirable 
machinery  due  to  Napoleon.  The  State  Councillor  ere  long 
left  his  department  to  be  made  a  Minister.  The  Emperor 
created  him  Count  and  Senator,  and  he  was  pro-consul  to 
two  different  kingdoms  in  succession. 

In  1806,  at  the  age  of  forty,  he  married  the  sister  of  the 
ci-devant  Marquis  de  Ronquerolles,  and  widow,  at  the  age 
of  twenty,  of  Gaubert,  one  of  the  most  distinguished  of  the 
Eepublican  Generals,  who  left  her  all  his  wealth.  This 
match,  suitable  in  point  of  rank,  doubled  the  Comte  de 
Se*rizy's  already  considerable  fortune,  he  was  now  the  broth- 
er-in-law of  the  ci-devant  Marquis  de  Rouvre,  whom  Napoleon 
created  Count  and  appointed  to  be  his  chamberlain. 

In  1814,  worn  out  with  incessant  work,  Monsieur  de 
Se'rizy,  whose  broken  health  needed  rest,  gave  up  all  his 
appointments,  left  the  district  of  which  Napoleon  had 
made  him  Governor,  and  came  to  Paris,  where  the  Em- 
peror was  compelled  by  ocular  evidence  to  concede  his 
claims.  This  indefatigable  master,  who  could  not  believe 
in  fatigue  in  other  people,  had  at  first  supposed  the  neces- 
sity that  prompted  the  Comte  de  Se'rizy  to  be  simple  defec- 
tion. Though  the  Senator  was  not  in  disgrace,  it  was  said 
that  he  had  cause  for  complaint  of  Napoleon.  Consequently, 
when  the  Bourbons  came  back,  Louis  XVIII.,  whom  Mon- 
sieur de  Se'rizy  acknowledged  as  his  legitimate  sovereign, 
granted  to  the  Senator,  now  a  peer  of  France,  the  highly 
confidential  post  of  Steward  of  his  Privy  Purse,  and  made 
him  a  Minister  of  State. 

On  the  20th  March,  Monsieur  be  Se'rizy  did  not  follow 
the  King  to  Ghent;  he  made  it  known  to  Napoleon  that  he 
remained  faithful  to  the  House  of  Bourbon,  and  accepted  no 
peerage  during  the  hundred  days,  but  spent  that  brief  reign 
on  his  estate  of  Se'rizy.  After  the  Emperor's  second  fall, 
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the  Count  naturally  resumed  his  seat  in  the  Privy  Council, 
was  one  of  the  Council  of  State,  and  Liquidator  on  behalf 
of  France  in  the  settlement  of  the  indemnities  demanded 
by  foreign  powers. 

He  had  no  love  of  personal  magnificence,  no  ambition 
even,  but  exerted  great  influence  in  public  affairs.  No 
important  political  step  was  ever  taken  without  his  being 
consulted,  but  he  never  went  to  Court,  and  was  seldom 
seen  in  his  own  drawing-room.  His  noble  life,  devoted  to 
work  from  the  first,  ended  by  being  perpetual  work  and 
nothing  else.  The  Count  rose  at  four  in  the  morning  in 
all  seasons,  worked  till  midday,  then  took  up  his  duties  as 
a  Peer,  or  as  Vice-President  of  the  Council,  and  went  to 
bed  at  nine. 

Monsieur  de  Se*rizy  had  long  worn  the  Grand  Cross  of 
the  Legion  of  Honor;  he  also  had  the  Orders  of  the  Golden 
Fleece,  of  Saint  Andrew  of  Kussia,  of  the  Prussian  Eagle; 
in  short,  almost  every  order  of  the  European  Courts.  No 
one  was  less  conspicuous  or  more  valuable  than  he  in  the 
world  of  politics.  As  may  be  supposed,  to  a  man  of  his 
temper  the  flourish  of  Court  favor  and  worldly  success  were 
a  matter  of  indifference. 

But  no  man,  unless  he  is  a  priest,  can  live  such  a  life 
without  some  strong  motive;  and  his  mysterious  conduct 
had  its  key — a  cruel  one.  The  Count  had  loved  his  wife 
before  he  married  her,  and  in  him  this  passion  had  with- 
stood all  the  domestic  discomforts  of  matrimony  with  a 
widow  who  remained  mistress  of  herself,  after  as  well  as 
before  her  second  marriage,  and  who  took  all  the  more 
advantage  of  her  liberty  because  Monsieur  de  Serizy  in- 
dulged her  as  a  mother  indulges  a  spoiled  child.  Inces- 
sant work  served  him  as  a  shield  against  his  heartfelt  woes, 
buried  with  the  care  that  a  man  engaged  in  politics  takes  to 
hide  such  secrets.  And  he  fully  understood  how  ridiculous 
jealousy  would  be  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  which  would  cer- 
tainly never  have  admitted  the  possibility  of  conjugal  passion 
in  a  time-worn  official. 
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How  was  it  that  his  wile  had  thus  bewitched  him  from 
the  first  days  of  marriage  ?  Why  had  he  suffered  in  those 
curly  days  without  taking  his  revenge?  Why  did  he  no 
longer  dare  to  be  revenged?  And  why,  deluded  by  hope, 
had  he  allowed  time  to  slip  away?  By  what  means  had  his 
young,  pretty,  clever  wife  reduced  him  to  subjection  ?  The 
answer  to  these  questions  would  require  a  long  story,  out  of 
place  in  this  "Scene,"  and  women,  if  not  men,  may  be  able 
to  guess  it.  At  the  same  time,  it  may  be  observed  that  the 
Count's  incessant  work  and  many  sorrows  had  unfortunately 
done  much  to  deprive  him  of  the  advantages  indispensable 
to  a  man  who  has  to  compete  with  unfavorable  comparisons. 
The  saddest  perhaps  of  all  the  Count's  secrets  was  the  fact 
that  his  wife's  repulsion  was  partly  justified  by  ailments 
which  he  owed  entirely  to  overwork.  Kind,  nay,  more  than 
kind,  to  his  wife,  he  made  her  mistress  in  her  own  house; 
she  received  all  Paris,  she  went  into  the  country,  or  she  came 
back  again,  precisely  as  though  she  were  still  a  widow;  he 
took  care  of  her  money,  and  supplied  her  luxuries  as  if 
he  had  been  her  agent. 

The  Countess  held  her  husband  in  the  highest  esteem, 
indeed,  she  liked  his  turn  of  wit.  Her  approbation  could 
give  him  pleasure,  and  thus  she  could  do  what  she  liked  with 
the  poor  man  by  sitting  and  chatting  with  him  for  an  hour. 
Like  the  great  nobles  of  former  days,  the  Count  so  effectually 
protected  his  wife  that  he  would  have  regarded  any  slur  cast 
on  her  reputation  as  an  unpardonable  insult  to  himself.  The 
world  greatly  admired  his  character,  and  Madame  de  Sdrizy 
owed  much  to  her  husband.  Any  other  woman,  even  though 
she  belonged  to  so  distinguished  a  family  as  that  of  Ron- 
querolles,  might  have  found  herself  disgraced  forever.  The 
Countess  was  very  ungrateful — but  charming  in  her  ingrati- 
tude. And  from  time  to  time  she  would  pour  bairn  on  the 
Count's  wounds. 

We  must  now  explain  the  cause  of  the  Minister's  hurried 
journey  and  wish  to  remain  unknown. 

A  rich  farmer  of  Beaumont-sur-Oise,  named  Le'ger,  held 
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a  farm  of  which  the  various  portions  were  all  fractions  of  the 
estate  owned  by  the  Count,  thus  impairing  the  splendid 
property  of  Presles.  The  farm-lands  belonged  to  a  towns- 
man of  Beaumont-sur-Oise,  one  Margueron.  The  lease  he 
had  granted  to  Le'ger  in  1799,  at  a  time  when  the  advance 
since  made  in  agriculture  could  not  be  foreseen,  was  nearly 
run  out,  and  the  owner  had  refused  Ldger's  terms  for  renew- 
ing it.  Long  since,  Monsieur  de  SeVizy,  wanting  to  be  quit 
of  the  worry  and  squabbling  that  come  of  such  inclosed  plots, 
had  hoped  to  be  able  to  buy  the  farm,  having  heard  that 
Monsieur  Margueron's  sole  ambition  was  to  see  his  only  son, 
a  modest  official,  promoted  to  be  collector  of  the  revenue  at 
Senlis. 

Moreau  had  hinted  to  his  master  that  he  had  a  dangerous 
rival  in  the  person  of  old  Leger.  The  farmer,  knowing  that 
he  could  run  up  the  land  to  a  high  price  by  selling  it  piece- 
meal to  the  Count,  was  capable  of  paying  a  sum  so  high  as 
to  outbid  the  profit  derivable  from  the  collectorship  to  be 
bestowed  on  the  younger  Margueron.  Two  days  since,  the 
Count,  who  wanted  to  have  done  with  the  matter,  had  sent 
for  his  notary  Alexandre  Crottat,  and  Derville  his  solicitor, 
to  inquire  into  the  state  of  the  affair.  Though  Crottat  and 
Derville  cast  doubts  on  the  steward's  zeal — and,  indeed,  it 
was  a  puzzling  letter  from  him  that  gave  rise  to  this  consulta- 
tion— the  Count  defended  Moreau,  who  had,  he  said,  served 
him  faithfully  for  seventeen  years. 

"Well,"  Derville  replied,  "I  can  only  advise  your  lord- 
ship to  go  in  person  to  Presles  and  ask  this  Margueron  to 
dinner.  Crottat  will  send  down  his  head-clerk  with  a  form 
of  sale  ready  drawn  out,  leaving  blank  pages  or  lines  for  the 
insertion  of  descriptions  of  the  plots  and  the  necessary  titles. 
Your  Excellency  will  do  well  to  go  provided  with  a  check 
for  part  of  the  purchase-money  in  case  of  need,  and  not  to 
forget  the  letter  appointing  the  son  to  the  collectorship 
at  Senlis.  If  you  do  not  strike  on  the  nail,  the  farm  will 
slip  through  your  fingers.  You  have  no  idea,  Monsieur 
le  Comte,  of  peasant  cunning.  Given  a  peasant  on  one 
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side  and  a  diplomat  on  the  other,  the  peasant  will  win  the 
day." 

Crottat  confirmed  this  advice,  which,  from  the  footman's 
report  to  Pierrotin,  the  Count  had  evidently  adopted.  On 
the  day  before,  the  Count  had  sent  a  note  to  Moreau  by  the 
Beaumont  diligence,  desiring  him  to  invite  Margueron  to 
dinner,  as  he  meant  to  come  to  some  conclusion  concerning 
the  Moulineaux  farm-lands. 

Before  all  this,  the  Count  had  given  orders  for  the  restora- 
tion of  the  living-rooms  at  Presles,  and  Monsieur  Grindot, 
a  fashionable  architect,  went  down  there  once  a  week.  So, 
while  treating  for  his  acquisition,  Monsieur  de  Serizy  pro- 
posed inspecting  the  works  at  the  same  time  and  the  effect 
of  the  new  decorations.  He  intended  to  give  his  wife  a  sur- 
prise by  taking  her  to  Presles,  and  the  restoration  of  the 
chateau  was  a  matter  of  pride  to  him.  What  event,  then, 
could  have  happened  that  the  Count,  who,  only  the  day 
before,  was  intending  to  go  overtly  to  Presles,  should  now 
wish  to  travel  thither  incognito,  in  Pierrotin's  chaise? 

Here  a  few  words  are  necessary  as  to  the  antecedent  his- 
tory of  the  steward  at  Presles. 

This  man,  Moreau,  was  the  son  of  a  proctor  in  a  provin- 
cial town,  who  at  the  time  of  the  Kevolution  had  been  made 
a  magistrate  (procureur -syndic)  at  Versailles.  In  this  position 
the  elder  Moreau  had  been  largely  instrumental  in  saving  the 
property  and  life  of  the  Se*rizys,  father  and  son.  Citizen 
Moreau  had  belonged  to  the  party  of  Danton;  Robespierre, 
implacable  in  revenge,  hunted  him  down,  caught  him,  and 
had  him  executed  at  Versailles.  The  younger  Moreau, 
inheriting  his  father's  doctrines  and  attachments,  got  mixed 
up  in  one  of  the  conspiracies  plotted  against  the  First  Consul 
on  his  accession  to  power.  Then  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy,  anx- 
ious to  pay  a  debt  of  gratitude,  succeeded  in  effecting 
Moreau's  escape  after  he  was  condemned  to  death;  in  1804 
he  asked  and  obtained  his  pardon;  he  at  first  found  him  a 
place  in  his  office,  and  afterward  made  him  his  secretary  and 
manager  of  his  private  affairs. 


176  BALZAC'S   WORKS 

Some  time  after  his  patron's  marriage,  Moreau  fell  in  love 
with  the  Countess's  maid  and  married  her.  To  avoid  the 
unpleasantly  false  position  in  which  he  was  placed  by  this 
union — and  there  were  many  such  at  the  Imperial  Court — he 
asked  to  be  appointed  land  steward  at  Presles,  where  his 
wife  could  play  the  lady,  and  where,  in  a  neighborhood  of 
small  folk,  they  would  neither  of  them  be  hurt  in  their  own 
conceits.  The  Count  needed  a  faithful  agent  at  Presles, 
because  his  wife  preferred  to  reside  at  Serizy,  which  is  no 
more  than  five  leagues  from  Paris.  Moreau  was  familiar 
with  all  his  affairs,  and  he  was  intelligent;  before  the  Revo- 
lution he  had  studied  law  under  his  father.  So  Monsieur  de 
Serizy  said  to  him:  "You  will  not  make  a  fortune,  for  you 
have  tied  a  millstone  round  your  neck;  but  you  will  be  well 
off,  for  I  will  provide  for  that." 

And,  in  fact,  the  Count  gave  Moreau  a  fixed  salary  of  a 
thousand  crowns,  and  a  pretty  little  lodge  to  live  in  beyond 
the  outbuildings;  he  also  allowed  him  so  many  cords  of  wood 
a  year  out  of  the  plantations  for  fuel,  so  much  straw,  oats, 
and  hay  for  two  horses,  and  a  certain  proportion  of  the  pay- 
ments in  kind.  A  sous-pre'fet  is  less  well  off. 

During  the  first  eight  years  of  his  stewardship,  Moreau 
managed  the  estate  conscientiously,  and  took  an  interest  in 
his  work.  The  Count,  when  he  came  down  to  inspect  the 
domain,  to  decide  on  purchases  or  sanction  improvements, 
was  struck  by  Moreau's  faithful  service,  and  showed  his 
approbation  by  handsome  presents.  But  when  Moreau  found 
himself  the  father  of  a  girl — his  third  child — he  was  so  com- 
pletely established  at  his  ease  at  Presles  that  he  forgot  how 
greatly  he  was  indebted  to  Monsieur  de  Serizy  for  such  un- 
usually liberal  advantages.  Thus  in  1816,  the  steward,  who 
had  hitherto  done  no  more  than  help  himself  freely,  accepted 
from  a  wood-merchant  a  bonus  of  twenty-five  thousand  francs, 
with  the  promise  of  a  rise,  for  signing  an  agreement  for  twelve 
years  allowing  the  contractor  to  cut  fire-logs  in  the  woods  of 
Presles.  Moreau  argued  thus:  He  had  no  promise  of  a  pen- 
sion ;  he  was  the  father  of  a  family ;  the  Count  certainly  owed 
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him  so  much  by  way  of  premium  on  nearly  ten  years'  service. 
He  was  already  lawfully  possessed  of  sixty  thousand  francs 
in  savings;  with  this  sum  added  to  it  he  could  purchase  for 
a  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  a  farm  in  the  vicinity  of 
Champagne,  a  hamlet  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Oise  a  little 
way  above  1'Isle-Adam. 

The  stir  of  politics  hindered  the  Count  and  the  country- 
folk from  taking  cognizance  of  this  investment;  the  business 
was  indeed  transacted  in  the  name  of  Madame  Moreau,  who 
was  supposed  to  have  come  into  some  money  from  an  old 
great-aunt  in  her  own  part  of  the  country,  at  Saint-L6. 

When  once  the  steward  had  tasted  the  delicious  fruits 
of  ownership,  though  his  conduct  was  still  apparently  hon- 
esty itself,  he  never  missed  an  opportunity  of  adding  to  his 
clandestine  wealth ;  the  interests  of  his  three  children  served 
as  an  emollient  to  quench  the  ardors  of  his  honesty,  and  we 
must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  that  while  he  was  open  to  a 
bribe,  took  care  of  himself  in  concluding  a  bargain,  and 
strained  his  rights  to  the  last  point,  he  was  still  honest  in  the 
eye  of  the  law;  no  proof  could  have  been  brought  in  support 
of  any  accusation.  According  to  the  jurisprudence  of  the 
least  dishonest  of  Paris  cooks,  he  shared  with  his  master  the 
profits  due  to  his  sharp  practice.  This  way  of  making  a  for- 
tune was  a  matter  of  conscience — nothing  more.  Energetic, 
and  fully  alive  to  the  Count's  interests,  Moreau  looked  out 
all  the  more  keenly  for  good  opportunities  of  driving  a  bar- 
gain, since  he  was  sure  of  a  handsome  douceur.  Presles  was 
worth  sixty-two  thousand  francs  in  cash  rents ;  and  through- 
out the  district,  for  ten  leagues  round,  the  saying  was,  "Mon- 
sieur de  Se*rizy  has  a  second  self  in  Moreau!" 

Moreau,  like  a  prudent  man,  had,  since  1817,  invested  his 
salary  and  his  profits  year  by  year  in  the  funds,  feathering 
his  nest  in  absolute  secrecy.  He  had  refused  various  busi- 
ness speculations  on  the  plea  of  want  of  money,  and  affected 
poverty  so  well  to  the  Count  that  he  had  obtained  two  scholar- 
ships for  his  boys  at  the  College  Henri  IV.  And,  at  this 
moment,  Moreau  owned  a  hundred  and  twenty  thousand 
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francs  in  reduced  consols,  then  paying  five  per  cent,  and 
quoted  at  eighty.  These  unacknowledged  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  francs,  and  his  farm  at  Champagne,  to 
which  he  had  made  additions,  amounted  to  a  fortune  of  about 
two  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  francs,  yielding  an  income 
of  sixteen  thousand  francs  a  year. 

This,  then,  was  the  steward's  position  at  the  time  when 
the  Count  wished  to  purchase  the  farm  of  les  Moulineaux, 
of  which  the  possession  had  become  indispensable  to  his  com- 
fort. This  farm  comprehended  ninety-six  plots  of  land,  ad- 
joining, bordering,  and  marching  with  the  estate  of  Presles, 
in  many  cases  indeed  completely  surrounded  by  the  Count's 
property,  like  a  square  in  the  middle  of  a  chess-board,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  dividing  hedges  and  ditches,  which  gave  rise 
to  constant  disputes  when  a  tree  was  to  be  cut  down  if  it 
stood  on  debatable  ground.  Any  other  Minister  of  State 
would  have  fought  twenty  lawsuits  a  year  over  the  lands  of 
les  Moulineaux. 

Old  Le*ger  wanted  to  buy  them  only  to  sell  to  the  Count; 
and  to  make  the  thirty  or  forty  thousand  francs  of  profit  he 
hoped  for,  he  had  long  been  endeavoring  to  come  to  terms 
with  Moreau.  Only  three  days  before  this  critical  Saturday, 
farmer  Ldger,  driven  by  press  of  circumstances,  had,  stand- 
ing out  in  the  fields,  clearly  demonstrated  to  the  steward  how 
he  could  invest  the  Comte  de  Serizy's  money  at  two  and  a 
half  per  cent  in  purchasing  other  plots,  that  is  to  say,  could, 
as  usual,  seem  to  be  serving  the  Count's  interests  while  pock- 
eting the  bonus  of  forty  thousand  francs  offered  him  on  the 
transaction. 

"And  on  my  honor,"  said  the  steward  to  his  wife  as  they 
went  to  bed  that  evening,  "if  I  can  make  fifty  thousand 
francs  on  the  purchase  of  les  Moulineaux — for  the  Count  will 
give  me  ten  thousand  at  least — we  will  retire  to  1 'Isle- Adam 
to  the  Pavilion  de  Nogent. ' ' 

This  pavilion  is  a  charming  little  house  built  for  a  lady 
by  the  Prince  de  Conti  in  a  style  of  prodigal  elegance. 

"I  should  like  that,"   said  his  wife.     "The  Dutchman 
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who  has  been  living  there  has  done  it  up  very  handsomely, 
and  he  will  let  us  have  it  for  thirty  thousand  francs,  since 
he  is  obliged  to  go  back  to  the  Indies." 

"It  is  but  a  stone's  throw  from  Champagne,"  Moreau 
went  on.  "I  have  hopes  of  being  able  to  buy  the  farm  and 
mill  at  Mours  for  a  hundred  thousand  francs.  We  should 
thus  have  ten  thousand  francs  a  year  out  of  land,  one  of  the 
prettiest  places  in  all  the  valley,  close  to  our  farm  lands,  and 
six  thousand  francs  a  year  still  in  the  funds." 

"And  why  should  you  not  apply  to  be  appointed  Justice 
of  the  Peace  at  I'lsle-Adam?  It  would  give  us  importance 
and  fifteen  hundred  francs  a  year  more." 

"Yes,  I  have  thought  of  that." 

In  this  frame  of  mind,  on  learning  that  his  patron  was 
coming  to  Presles,  and  wished  him  to  invite  Margueron  to 
dinner  on  Saturday,  Moreau  at  once  sent  off  a  messenger, 
who  delivered  a  note  to  the  Count's  valet  too  late  in  the 
evening  for  it  to  be  delivered  to  Monsieur  de  SeVizy;  but 
Augustin  laid  it,  as  was  usual,  on  his  master's  desk.  In  this 
letter  Moreau  begged  the  Count  not  to  take  so  much  trouble; 
to  leave  the  matter  to  his  management.  By  his  account 
Margueron  no  longer  wished  to  sell  the  lands  in  one  lot,  but 
talked  of  dividing  the  farm  into  ninety -six  plots.  This,  at 
any  rate,  he  must  be  persuaded  to  give  up ;  and  perhaps,  said 
the  steward,  it  might  be  necessary  to  find  some  one  to  lend 
his  name  as  a  screen. 

Now,  everybody  has  enemies.  The  steward  of  Presles 
and  his  wife  had  given  offence  to  a  retired  officer  named  de 
Beybert  and  his  wife.  From  stinging  words  and  pin-pricks 
they  had  come  to  daggers  drawn.  Monsieur  de  Beybert 
breathed  nothing  but  vengeance;  he  aimed  at  getting  Mo- 
reau deposed  from  his  place  and  filling  it  himself.  These 
two  ideas  are  twins.  Hence  the  agent's  conduct,  narrowly 
watched  for  two  years  past,  had  no  secrets  from  the  Bey- 
berts.  At  the  very  time  when  Moreau  was  despatching  his 
letter  to  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy,  Beybert  had  sent  his  wife  to 
Paris.  Madame  de  Beybert  so  strongly  insisted  on  seeing 
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the  Count,  that,  being  refused  at  nine  in  the  evening,  when 
he  was  going  to  bed,  she  was  shown  into  his  study  bj  seven 
o'clock  next  morning. 

"Monseigneur,"  said  she  to  the  Minister,  "my  husband 
and  I  are  incapable  of  writing  an  anonymous  letter.  I  am 
Madame  de  Keybert,  nee  de  Corroy.  My  husband  has  a 
pension  of  no  more  than  six  hundred  francs  a  year,  and  we 
live  at  Presles,  where  your  land-steward  exposes  us  to  insult 
upon  insult,  though  we  are  gentlefolk. — Monsieur  de  Rey- 
bert,  who  has  no  love  of  intrigue — far  from  it! — retired  as  a 
Captain  of  Artillery  in  1816  after  twenty  years'  service,  but 
he  never  came  under  the  Emperor's  eye,  Monsieur  le  Comte; 
and  you  must  know  how  slowly  promotion  came  to  those  who 
did  not  serve  under  the  Master  himself;  and  besides,  my 
husband's  honesty  and  plain  speaking  did  not  please  his 
superiors. 

"For  three  years  my  husband  has  been  watching  your 
steward  for  the  purpose  of  depriving  him  of  his  place. — We 
are  outspoken,  you  see.  Moreau  has  made  us  his  enemies, 
and  we  have  kept  our  eyes  open.  I  have  come  therefore 
to  tell  you  that  you  are  being  tricked  in  this  business  of  the 
Moulineaux  farm  lands.  You  are  to  be  cheated  of  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs,  which  will  be  shared  between  the 
notary,  Le'ger,'  and  Moreau.  You  have  given  orders  that 
Margueron  is  to  be  asked  to  dinner,  and  you  intend  to  go  to 
Presles  to-morrow;  but  Margueron  will  be  ill,  and  Le'ger  is 
so  confident  of  getting  the  farm  that  he  is  in  Paris  realiz- 
ing enough  capital.  As  we  have  enlightened  you,  if  you 
want  an  honest  agent,  engage  my  husband.  Though  of 
noble  birth,  he  will  serve  you  as  he  served  his  country. 
Your  steward  has  made  and  saved  two  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  francs,  so  he  is  not  to  be  pitied." 

The  Count  thanked  Madame  de  Eeybert  very  coldly  and 
answered  her  with  empty  speeches,  for  he  detested  an  in- 
former; still,  as  he  remembered  Derville's  suspicions,  he  was 
shaken  in  his  mind,  and  then  his  eye  fell  on  Moreau's  letter; 
he  read  it,  and  in  those  assurances  of  devotion,  and  the 
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respectful  remonstrances  as  to  the  want  of  confidence  im- 
plied by  his  intention  of  conducting  this  business  himself, 
he  saw  the  truth  about  Moreau. 

"Corruption  has  come  with  wealth,  as  usual,"  said  he  to 
himself. 

He  had  questioned  Madame  de  Reybert  less  to  ascertain 
the  details  than  to  give  himself  time  to  study  her,  and  he 
had  then  written  a  line  to  his  notary  to  desire  him  not  to  send 
his  clerk  to  Presles,  but  to  go  there  himself  and  meet  him 
at  dinner. 

"If  you  should  have  formed  a  bad  opinion  of  me,  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte,  for  the  step  I  have  taken  unknown  to  my 
husband,"  said  Madame  Reybert  in  conclusion,  "you  must 
at  least  be  convinced  that  we  have  obtained  our  knowledge 
as  concerning  your  steward  by  perfectly  natural  means;  the 
most  sensitive  conscience  can  find  nothing  to  blame  us  for.n 

Madame  de  Reybert,  nfe  de  Corroy,  held  herself  as 
straight  as  a  pikestaff. 

The  Count's  rapid  survey  took  in  a  face  pitted  by  the 
smallpox  till  it  looked  like  a  colander,  a  lean,  flat  figure, 
a  pair  of  eager,  light-colored  eyes,  fair  curls  flattened  on  an 
anxious  brow,  a  faded  green  silk  bonnet  lined  with  pink,  a 
white  stuff  dress  with  lilac  spots,  and  kid  shoes.  Monsieur 
de  SeVizy  discerned  in  her  the  wife  of  the  poor  gentleman; 
some  Puritanical  soul  subscribing  to  the  "Courrier  Fran- 
9ais,"  glowing  with  virtue,  but  very  well  aware  of  the 
advantages  of  a  fixed  place,  and  coveting  it. 

"A  pension  of  six  hundred  francs,  you  said?"  replied 
the  Count,  answering  himself  rather  than  Madame  de  Rey- 
bert's  communication. 

"Yes,  Monsieur  le  Comte." 
You  were  a  de  Corroy  ?" 

"Yes,  Monsieur,  of  a  noble  family  of  the  Messin  country, 
my  husband's  country." 

"And  in  what  regiment  was  Monsieur  de  Reybert?" 

"In  the  7th  Artillery." 

"Good!"  said  the  Count,  writing  down  the  number. 
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He  thought  he  might  very  well  place  the  management 
of  the  estate  in  the  hands  of  a  retired  officer,  concerning 
whom  he  could  get  the  fullest  information  at  the  War  Office. 

"Madame,"  he  went  on,  ringing  for  his  valet,  "return 
to  Presles  with  my  notary,  who  is  to  arrange  to  dine  there 
to-night,  and  to  whom  I  have  written  a  line  of  introduction; 
this  is  his  address.  I  am  going  to  Presles  myself,  but  se- 
cretly, and  will  let  Monsieur  de  Keybert  know  when  to  call 
on  me." 

So  it  was  not  a  false  alarm  that  had  startled  Pierrotin 
with  the  news  of  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy's  journey  in  a  public 
chaise,  and  the  warning  to  keep  his  name  a  secret;  he  fore- 
saw imminent  danger  about  to  fall  on  one  of  his  best  cus- 
tomers. 

On  coming  out  of  the  cafe",  Pierrotin  perceived,  at  the 
gate  of  the  Silver  Lion,  the  woman  and  youth  whom  his 
acumen  had  recognized  as  travellers;  for  the  lady,  with  out- 
stretched neck  and  an  anxious  face,  was  evidently  looking 
for  him.  This  lady,  in  a  redyed  black  silk,  a  gray  bonnet, 
and  an  old  French  cashmere  shawl,  shod  in  open-work  silk 
stockings  and  kid  shoes,  held  a  flat  straw  basket  and  a  bright 
blue  umbrella.  She  had  once  been  handsome,  and  now 
looked  about  forty;  and  her  blue  eyes,  bereft  of  the  sparkle 
that  happiness  might  have  given  them,  showed  that  she  had 
long  since  renounced  the  world.  Her  dress  no  less  than  her 
person  betrayed  a  mother  entirely  given  up  to  her  house- 
keeping and  her  son.  If  the  bonnet-strings  were  shabby, 
the  shape  of  it  dated  from  three  years  back.  Her  shawl  was 
fastened  with  a  large  broken  needle,  converted  into  a  pin  by 
means  of  a  head  of  sealing-wax. 

This  person  was  impatiently  awaiting  Pierrotin  to  com- 
mend her  son  to  his  care ;  the  lad  was  probably  travelling 
alone  for  the  first  time,  and  she  had  accompanied  him  as  far 
as  the  coach  office,  as  much  out  of  mistrust  as  out  of  moth- 
erly devotion.  The  son  was  in  a  way  supplementary  to  his 
mother;  and  without  the  mother  the  son  would  have  seemed 
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less  comprehensible.  While  the  mother  \ras  content  to  dis- 
play darned  gloves,  the  son  wore  an  olive -green  overcoat, 
with  sleeves  rather  short  at  the  wrists,  showing  that  he  was 
still  growing,  as  lads  do  between  eighteen  and  nineteen.  And 
his  blue  trousers,  mended  by  the  mother,  showed  that  they 
had  been  new -seated  whenever  the  tails  of  his  coat  parted 
maliciously  behind. 

"Do  not  twist  your  gloves  up  in  that  way,"  she  was  say- 
ing when  Pierrotin  appeared,  "you  wear  them  shabby. — Are 
you  the  driver? — Ah!  it  is  you,  Pierrotin  I"  she  went  on, 
leaving  her  son  for  a  moment  and  taking  the  coachman  aside. 

"All  well,  Madame  Clapart?"  said  Pierrotin,  with  an 
expression  on  his  face  of  mingled  respect  and  familiarity. 

"Yes,  Pierrotin.  Take  good  care  of  my  Oscar;  he  is 
travelling  alone  for  the  first  time." 

"Oh!  if  he  is  going  alone  to  Monsieur  Moreau's — ?"  said 
Pierrotin,  to  discover  whether  it  were  really  there  that  the 
young  fellow  was  being  sent. 

"Yes,"  said  the  mother. 

"Has  Madame  Moreau  a  liking  for  him,  then  ?"  said  the 
man,  with  a  knowing  look. 

"Oh!  it  will  not  be  all  roses  for  the  poor  boy;  but  his 
future  prospects  make  it  absolutely  necessary  that  he  should 

go." 

Pierrotin  was  struck  by  this  remark,  and  he  did  not  like 
to  confide  his  doubts  concerning  the  steward  to  Madame 
Clapart;  while  she,  on  her  part,  dared  not  offend  her  son 
by  giving  Pierrotin  such  instructions  as  would  put  the  coach- 
man in  the  position  of  a  mentor. 

During  this  brief  hesitation  on  both  sides,  under  cover 
of  a  few  remarks  on  the  weather,  the  roads,  the  stopping 
places  on  the  way,  it  will  not  be  superfluous  to  explain  the 
circumstances  which  had  thrown  Pierrotin  and  Madame  Cla- 
part together  and  given  rise  to  their  few  words  of  confiden- 
tial talk.  Frequently — that  is  to  say,  three  or  four  times 
a  month — Pierrotin,  on  his  way  to  Paris,  found  the  steward 
waiting  at  la  Cave,  and  as  the  coach  came  up  he  beckoned 
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to  a  gardener,  who  then  helped  Pierrotin  to  place  on  the 
coach  one  or  two  baskets  full  of  such  fruit  and  vegetables 
as  were  in  season,  with  fowls,  eggs, '  butter,  or  game.  Mo- 
reau  always  paid  the  carriage  himself,  and  gave  him  money 
enough  to  pay  the  excise  duties  at  the  barrier,  if  the  baskets 
contained  anything  subject  to  the  octroi.  These  hampers  and 
baskets  never  bore  any  label.  The  first  time,  and  once  for 
all,  the  steward  had  given  the  shrewd  driver  Madame  Cla- 
part's  address  by  word  of  mouth,  desiring  him  never  to  trust 
anybody  else  with  these  precious  parcels.  Pierrotin,  dream- 
ing of  an  intrigue  between  some  pretty  girl  and  the  agent, 
had  gone  as  directed  to  No.  7  Eue  de  la  Cerisaie,  near  the 
Arsenal,  where  he  had  seen  the  Madame  Clapart  above  de- 
scribed, instead  of  the  fair  young  creature  he  had  expected 
to  find. 

Carriers,  in  the  course  of  their  day's  work,  are  initiated 
into  many  homes  and  trusted  with  many  secrets;  but  the 
chances  of  the  social  system — a  sort  of  deputy  providence — 
having  ordained  that  they  should  have  no  education  or  be 
unendowed  with  the  gift  of  observation,  it  follows  that  they 
are  not  dangerous.  Nevertheless,  after  many  months  Pier- 
rotin could  not  account  to  himself  for  the  friendship  between 
Madame  Clapart  and  Monsieur  Moreau,  from  what  little  he 
saw  of  the  household  in  the  Rue  de  la  Cerisaie.  Though 
rents  were  not  at  that  time  high  in  the  neighborhood  of  the 
Arsenal,  Madame  Clapart  lived  on  the  third  floor  on  the  inner 
side  of  a  courtyard,  in  a  house  which  had  been  in  its  day  the 
residence  of  some  magnate,  at  a  period  when  the  highest 
nobility  in  the  kingdom  lived  on  what  had  been  the  site  of 
the  Palais  des  Tournelles  and  the  Hotel  Saint-Paul.  Toward 
the  close  of  the  sixteenth  century  the  great  families  spread 
themselves  over  vast  plots  previously  occupied  by  the  King's 
Palace  Gardens,  of  which  the  record  survives  in  the  names 
of  the  streets,  Eue  de  la  Cerisaie,  Rue  Beautreillis,  Rue  des 
Lions,  and  so  on.  This  apartment,  of  which  every  room 
was  panelled  with  old  wainscot,  consisted  of  three  rooms 
in  a  row — a  dining-room,  a  drawing-room,  and  a  bedroom. 
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Above  were  the  kitchen  and  Oscar's  room.  Fronting  tbo 
door  that  opened  on  to  the  landing  was  the  door  of  another 
room  at  an  angle  to  these,  in  a  sort  of  square  tower  of  mas- 
sive stone  built  out  all  the  way  up,  and  containing  besides 
a  wooden  staircase.  This  tower  room  was  where  Moreau 
slept  whenever  he  spent  a  night  in  Pans. 

Pierrotin  deposited  the  baskets  in  the  first  room,  where 
he  could  see  six  straw-bottomed,  walnut- wood  chairs,  a  table, 
and  a  sideboard;  narrow  russet- brown  curtains  screened  the 
windows.  Afterward,  when  he  was  admitted  to  the  drawing- 
room,  he  found  it  fitted  with  old  furniture  of  the  time  of  the 
Empire,  much  worn ;  and  there  was  no  more  of  it  at  all  than 
the  landlord  would  insist  upon  as  a  guarantee  for  the  rent. 
The  carved  panels,  painted  coarsely  in  distemper  of  a  dull 
pinkish  white,  and  in  such  a  way  as  to  fill  up  the  moldings 
and  thicken  the  scrolls  and  figures,  far  from  being  orna- 
mental, were  positively  depressing.  The  floor,  which  was 
never  waxed,  was  as  dingy  as  the  boards  of  a  schoolroom. 
If  the  carrier  by  chance  disturbed  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Clapart  at  a  meal,  the  plates,  the  glasses,  the  most  trifling 
things  revealed  miserable  poverty;  they  had  silver  plate,  it 
is  true,  but  the  dishes  and  tureen,  chipped  and  riveted  like 
those  of  the  very  poor,  were  truly  pitiable.  Monsieur  Cla- 
part, in  a  dirty  short  coat,  with  squalid  slippers  on  his  feet, 
and  always  green  spectacles  to  protect  his  eyes,  as  he  took 
off  a  horrible  peaked  cap,  five  years  old  at  least,  showed 
a  high-pointed  skull,  with  a  few  dirty  locks  hanging  about 
it,'  which  a  poet  would  have  declined  to  call  hair.  This 
colorless  creature  looked  a  coward,  and  was  probably  a  tyrant. 

In  this  dismal  apartment,  facing  north,  with  no  outlook 
but  on  a  vine  nailed  out  on  the  opposite  wall,  arid  a  well  in 
the  corner  of  the  yard,  Madame  Clapart  gave  herself  the  airs 
of  a  queen,  and  trod  like  a  woman  who  could  not  go  out  on 
foot.  Often,  as  she  thanked  Pierrotiu,  she  would  give  him 
a  look  that  might  have  touched  the  heart  of  a  looker-on; 
now  and  again  she  would  slip  a  twelve-sou  piece  into  his 
hand.  Her  voice  in  speech  was  very  sweet.  Oscar  was  un- 
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known  to  Pierrotin,  for  the  boy  had  but  just  left  school,  and 
he  had  never  seen  him  at  home. 

This  was  the  sad  story  which  Pierrotin  never  could  have 
guessed,  not  even  after  questioning  the  gate-keeper's  wife, 
as  he  sometimes  did — for  the  woman  knew  nothing  beyond 
the  fact  that  the  Claparts'  rent  was  but  two  hundred  and 
fifty  francs;  that  they  only  had  a  woman  in  to  help  for  a 
few  hours  in  the  morning;  that  Madame  would  sometimes 
do  her  own  little  bit  of  washing,  and  paid  for  every  letter 
as  it  came  as  if  she  were  afraid  to  let  the  account  stand. 

There  is  no  such  thing — or  rather,  there  is  very  rarely 
such  a  thing — as  a  criminal  who  is  bad  all  through.  How 
much  more  rare  it  must  be  to  find  a  man  who  is  dishonest 
all  through!  He  may  make  up  his  accounts  to  his  own 
advantage  rather  than  his  master's,  or  pull  as  much  hay  as 
possible  to  his  end  of  the  manger;  but  even  while  making 
a  little  fortune  by  illicit  means,  few  men  deny  themselves 
the  luxury  of  some  good  action.  If  only  out  of  curiosity, 
as  a  contrast,  or  perhaps  by  chance,  every  man  has  known 
his  hour  of  generosity;  he  may  speak  of  it  as  a  mistake,  and 
never  repeat  it;  still,  once  or  twice  in  his  life,  he  will  have 
sacrificed  to  well-doing,  as  the  veriest  lout  w.Ul  sacrifice  to 
the  Graces.  If  Moreau's  sins  can  be  forgiven  him,  will  it 
not  be  for  the  sake  of  his  constancy  in  helping  a  poor  woman 
of  whose  favors  he  had  once  been  proud,  and  under  whose 
roof  he  had  found  refuge  in  danger. 

This  woman,  famous  at  the  time  of  the  Directoire  for  her 
connection  with  one  of  the  five  kings  of  the  day,  married, 
under  his  powerful  patronage,  a  contractor,  who  made  mil- 
lions, and  then  was  ruined  by  Napoleon  in  1802.  This  man, 
named  Husson,  was  driven  mad  by  his  sudden  fall  from 
opulence  to  poverty;  he  threw  himself  into  the  Seine,  leav- 
ing his  handsome  wife  expecting  a  child.  Moreau,  who  was 
on  very  intimate  terms  with  Madame  Husson,  was  at  the 
time  under  sentence  of  death,  so  he  could  not  marry  the 
widow,  and  was  in  fact  obliged  to  leave  France  for  a  time. 
Madame  Husson,  only  two-and-twenty,  in  her  utter  poverty 
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married  an  official  named  Clapart,  a  young  man  of  twenty- 
seven — a  man  of  promise,  it  was  said.  Heaven  preserve 
women  from  handsome  men  of  promise!  In  those  days 
officials  rose  rapidly  from  humble  beginnings,  for  the  Em- 
peror had  an  eye  for  capable  men.  But  Clapart,  vulgarly 
handsome  indeed,  had  no  brains.  Believing  Madame  Hus- 
son  to  be  very  rich,  he  had  affected  a  great  passion ;  he  was 
simply  a  burden  to  her,  never  able,  either  then  or  later,  to 
satisfy  the  habits  she  had  acquired  in  her  days  of  opulence. 
Clapart  filled — badly  enough — a  small  place  in  the  Exchequer 
Office  at  a  salary  of  not  more  than  eighteen  hundred  francs 
a  year. 

When  Moreau  came  back  to  be  with  the  Comte  de  Se*rizy 
and  heard  of  Madame  Husson's  desperate  plight,  he  suc- 
ceeded, before  his  own  marriage,  in  getting  her  a  place  as 
woman  of  the  bedchamber  in  attendance  on  MADAME,  the 
Emperor's  mother.  But  in  spite  of  such  powerful  patron- 
age, Clapart  could  never  get  on;  his  incapacity  was  too 
immediately  obvious. 

In  1815  the  brilliant  Aspasia  of  the  Directory,  ruined 
by  the  Emperor's  overthrow,  was  left  with  nothing  to  live 
on  but  the  salary  of  twelve  hundred  francs  attached  to  a 
clerkship  in  the  Municipal  Offices,  which  the  Comte  de 
Se*rizy's  influence  secured  for  Clapart.  Moreau,  now  the 
only  friend  of  a  woman  whom  he  had  known  as  the  pos- 
sessor of  millions,  obtained  for  Oscar  Husson  a  half -scholar- 
ship held  by  the  Municipality  of  Paris  in  the  College  Henri 
IV.,  and  he  sent  to  the  Rue  de  la  Cerisaie,  by  Pierrotin,  all 
he  could  decently  offer  to  the  impoverished  lady. 

Oscar  was  his  mother's  one  hope,  her  very  life.  The 
only  fault  to  be  found  with  the  poor  woman  was  her  exces- 
sive fondness  for  this  boy — his  stepfather's  utter  aversion. 
Oscar  was,  unluckily,  gifted  with  a  depth  of  silliness  which 
his  mother  could  never  suspect,  in  spite  of  Clapart's  ironical 
remarks.  This  silliness — or,  to  be  accurate,  this  bumptious- 
ness— disturbed  Monsieur  Moreau  so  greatly  that  he  had 
begged  Madame  Clapart  to  send  the  lad  to  him  for  a  month 
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that  he  might  judge  for  himself  what  line  of  life  he  would 
prove  fit  for.  The  steward  had  some  thought  of  introducing 
Oscar  one  day  to  the  Count  as  his  successor. 

But,  to  give  God  and  the  Devil  their  due,  it  may  here  be 
observed  as  an  excuse  for  Oscar's  preposterous  conceit,  that 
he  had  been  born  under  the  roof  of  the  Emperor's  mother; 
in  his  earliest  years  his  eyes  had  been  dazzled  by  Impe- 
rial splendor.  His  impressible  imagination  had  no  doubt 
retained  the  memory  of  those  magnificent  spectacles,  and 
an  image  of  that  golden  time  of  festivities,  with  a  dream  of 
seeing  them  again.  The  boastfulness  common  to  school- 
boys, all  possessed  by  desire  to  shine  at  the  expense  of 
their  fellows,  had  in  him  been  exaggerated  by  these  mem- 
ories of  his  childhood;  and  at  home  perhaps  his  mother  was 
rather  too  apt  to  recall  with  complacency  the  days  when  she 
had  been  a  queen  of  Paris  under  the  Directory.  Oscar,  who 
had  just  finished  his  studies,  had,  no  doubt,  often  been 
obliged  to  assert  himself  as  superior  to  the  humiliations 
which  the  pupils  who  pay  are  always  ready  to  inflict  on  the 
"charity- boys"  when  the  scholars  are  not  physically  strong 
enough  to  impress  them  with  their  superiority. 

This  mixture  of  departed  splendor  and  faded  beauty,  of 
affection  resigned  to  poverty,  of  hope  founded  on  this  son 
and  maternal  blindness,  with  the  heroic  endurance  of-  suffer- 
ing, made  this  mother  one  of  the  sublime  figures  which  in 
Paris  deserve  the  notice  of  the  observer. 

Pierrotin,  who,  of  course,  could  not  know  how  truly 
Moreau  was  attached  to  this  woman,  and  she,  on  her  part, 
to  the  man  who  had  protected  her  in  1797,  and  was  now  her 
only  friend,  would  not  mention  to  her  the  suspicion  that 
had  dawned  in  his  brain  as  to  the  danger  which  threatened 
Moreau.  The  manservant's  ominous  speech,  "We  have 
all  enough  to  do  to  take  care  of  ourselves,"  recurred  to  his 
mind  with  the  instinct  of  obedience  to  those  whom  he  des- 
ignated as  "first  in  the  ranks."  Also,  at  this  moment  Pier- 
rotin felt  as  many  darts  stinging  his  brain  as  there  are  five- 
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franc  pieces  in  a  thousand  francs.  A  journey  of  seven 
leagues  seemed,  no  doubt,  quite  an  undertaking  to  this 
poor  mother,  who  in  all  her  fine  lady  existence  had  hardly 
ever  been  beyond  the  barrier;  for  Pierrotin's  replies,  "Yes, 
Madame;  no,  Madame — "  again  and  again,  plainly  showed 
that  the  man  was  only  anxious  to  escape  from  her  too 
numerous  and  useless  instructions. 

"You  will  put  the  luggage  where  it  cannot  get  wet  if  the 
weather  should  change?" 

"I  have  a  tarpaulin,"  said  Pierrotin;  "and,  you  see, 
Madame,  it  is  carefully  packed  away." 

"Oscar,  do  not  stay  more  than  a  fortnight,  even  if  you 
are  pressed,"  Madame  Clapart  went  on,  coming  back  to  her 
son.  "Do  what  you  will,  Madame  Moreau  will  never  take 
to  you;  besides,  you  must  get  home  by  the  end  of  Septem- 
ber. We  are  going  to  Belleville,  you  know,  to  your  uncle 
Cardot's." 

"Yes,  mamma." 

"Above  all,"  she  added  in  a  low  tone,  "never  talk  about 
servants.  Always  remember  that  Madame  Moreau  was  a 
lady's  maid — " 

"Yes,  mamma." 

Oscar,  like  all  young  people  whose  conceit  is  touchy, 
seemed  much  put  out  by  these  admonitions  delivered  in  the 
gateway  of  the  Silver  Lion. 

"Well,  good-by,  mamma;  we  shall  soon  be  off,  the  horse 
is  put  in." 

The  mother,  forgetting  that  she  was  in  the  open  street, 
hugged  her  Oscar,  and  taking  a  nice  little  roll  out  of  her 
bag:  "Here,"  said  she,  "you  were  forgetting  your  bread 
and  chocolate.  Once  more,  my  dear  boy,  do  not  eat  any- 
thing at  the  inns;  you  have  to  pay  ten  times  the  value  for 
the  smallest  morsel." 

Oscar  wished  his  mother  further  as  she  stuffed  the  roll 
and  the  chocolate  into  his  pocket. 

There  were  two  witnesses  to  the  scene,  two  young  men 
a  few  years  older  than  the  newly-fledged  schoolboy,  better 
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dressed  than  he,  and  come  without  their  mothers,  their  de- 
meanor, dress,  and  manner  proclaiming  the  entire  independ- 
ence which  is  the  end  of  every  lad's  desire  while  still  under 
direct  maternal  government.  To  Oscar,  at  this  moment, 
these  two  young  fellows  epitomized  the  "World. 

" Mamma  1  says  he,"  cried  one  of  these  strangers,  with 
a  laugh. 

The  words  reached  Oscar's  ears,  and  in  an  impulse  of 
intense  irritation  he  shouted  out:  "Good-by,  mother!" 

It  must  be  owned  that  Madame  Clapart  spoke  rather  too 
loud,  and  seemed  to  admit  the  passers-by  to  bear  witness  to 
her  affectionate  care. 

"What  on  earth  ails  you,  Oscar?"  said  the  poor  woman, 
much  hurt.  "I  do  not  understand  you,"  she  added  severely, 
fancying  she  could  thus  inspire  him  with  respect — a  common 
mistake  with  women  who  spoil  their  children.  "Listen,  dear 
Oscar,"  she  went  on,  resuming  her  coaxing  gentleness,  "you 
have  a  propensity  for  talking  to  everybody,  telling  everything 
you  know  and  everything  you  don't  know — out  of  brag  and 
a  young  man's  foolish  self-conceit.  I  beg  you  once  more  to 
bridle  your  tongue.  You  have  not  seen  enough  of  life,  my 
dearest  treasure,  to  gauge  the  people  you  may  meet,  and 
there  is  nothing  more  dangerous  than  talking  at  random  in 
a  public  conveyance.  In  a  diligence  well-bred  persons  keep 
silence." 

The  two  young  men,  who  had,  no  doubt,  walked  to  the 
end  of  the  yard  and  back,  now  made  the  sound  of  their 
boots  heard  once  more  under  the  gateway ;  they  might  have 
heard  this  little  lecture ;  and  so,  to  be  quit  of  his  mother, 
Oscar  took  heroic  measures,  showing  how  much  self-esteem 
can  stimulate  the  inventive  powers. 

"Mamma,"  said  he,  "you  are  standing  in  a  thorough 
draught,  you  will  catch  cold.  Besides,  I  must  take  my 
place." 

The  lad  had  touched  some  tender  chord,  for  his  mother 
clasped  him  in  her  arms  as  if  he  were  starting  on  some  long 
voyage,  and  saw  him  into  the  chaise  with  tears  in  her  eyes. 
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"Do  not  forget  to  give  five  francs  to  the  servants,"  said 
she.  "And  write  to  me  at  least  three  times  in  the  course 
of  the  fortnight.  Behave  discreetly,  and  remember  all  my 
instructions.  You  have  enough  linen  to  need  none  washed. 
And,  above  all,  remember  all  Monsieur  Moreau's  kindness; 
listen  to  him  as  to  a  father,  and  follow  his  advice." 

As  he  got  into  the  chaise  Oscar  displayed  a  pair  of  blue 
stockings  as  his  trousers  slipped  up,  and  the  new  seat  to  his 
trousers  as  his  coat-tails  parted.  And  the  smile  on  the  faces 
of  the  two  young  men,  who  did  not  fail  to  see  these  evidences 
of  honorable  poverty,  was  a  fresh  blow  to  Oscar's  self-esteem. 

"Oscar's  place  is  No.  1,"  said  Madame  Clapart  to  Pier- 
rotin.  "Settle  yourself  in  the  corner,"  she  went  on,  still 
gazing  at  her  son  with  tender  affection. 

Oh!  how  much  Oscar  regretted  his  mother's  beauty, 
spoiled  by  misfortune  and  sorrow,  and  the  poverty  and  self- 
sacrifice  that  hindered  her  from  being  nicely  dressed.  One 
of  the  youngsters — the  one  who  wore  boots  and  spurs — 
nudged  the  other  with  his  elbow  to  point  out  Oscar's 
mother,  and  the  other  twirled  his  mustache  with  an  air, 
as  much  as  to  say,  "A  neat  figure!" 

"How  am  I  to  get  rid  of  my  mother?"  thought  Oscar, 
looking  quite  anxious. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  Madame  Clapart. 

Oscar  pretended  not  to  hear,  the  wretch !  And  perhaps, 
under  the  circumstances,  Madame  Clapart  showed  want  of 
tact;  but  an  absorbing  passion  is  so  selfish! 

"Georges,  do  you  like  travelling  with  children?"  asked 
one  of  the  young  men  of  his  friend. 

"Yes,  if  they  are  weaned,  and  are  called  Oscar,  and  have 
chocolate  to  eat,  my  dear  Amaury." 

These  remarks  were  exchanged  in  an  undertone,  leaving 
Oscar  free  to  hear  or  not  to  hear  them.  His  manner  would 
show  the  young  man  what  he  might  venture  on  with  the  lad 
to  amuse  himself  in  the  course  of  the  journey.  Oscar  would 
not  hear.  He  looked  round  to  see  whether  his  mother,  who 
weighed  on  him  like  a  nightmare,  was  still  waiting;  but, 
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indeed,  he  knew  she  was  too  fond  of  him  to  have  deserted 
him  yet.  He  not  only  involuntarily  compared  his  travelling 
companions'  dress  with  his  own,  but  he  also  felt  that  his 
mother's  costume  counted  for  something  as  provoking  the 
young  men's  mocking  smile. 

"If  only  they  would  go!"  thought  he. 

Alas!  Amaury  had  just  said  to  Georges  as  he  struck  the 
wheel  of  the  chaise  with  his  cane:  "And  you  are  prepared 
to  trust  your  future  career  on  board  this  frail  vessel?" 

"Needs  must!"  replied  Georges  in  a  fateful  tone. 

Oscar  heaved  a  sigh  as  he  noted  the  youth's  hat,  cocked 
cavalierly  over  one  ear  to  show  a  fine  head  of  fair  hair  elab- 
orately curled,  while  he,  by  his  stepfather's  orders,  wore  his 
black  hair  in  a  brush  above  his  forehead,  cut  quite  short  like 
a  soldier's.  The  vain  boy's  face  was  round  and  chubby, 
bright  with  the  color  of  vigorous  health;  that  of  Georges 
was  long,  delicate,  and  pale.  This  young  man  had  a  broad 
brow,  and  his  chest  filled  out  a  shawl-pattern  waistcoat.  As 
Oscar  admired  his  tightly-fitting  iron-gray  trousers  and  his 
overcoat,  fitting  closely  to  the  figure,  with  Brandenburg 
braiding  and  oval  buttons,  he  felt  as  if  the  romantic 
stranger,  blessed  with  so  many  advantages,  were  making 
an  unfair  display  of  his  superiority,  just  as  an  ugly  woman 
is  offended  by  the  mere  sight  of  a  beauty.  The  ring  of  his 
spurred  boot-heels,  which  the  young  man  accentuated  rather 
too  much  for  Oscar's  liking,  went  to  the  boy's  heart.  In 
short,  Oscar  was  as  uncomfortable  in  his  clothes,  home-made 
perhaps  out  of  his  stepfather's  old  ones,  as  the  other  enviable 
youth  was  satisfied  in  his. 

"That  fellow  must  have  ten  francs  at  least  in  his  pocket," 
thought  Oscar. 

The  stranger  happening  to  turn  round,  what  were  Oscar's 
feelings  when  he  discerned  a  gold  chain  about  his  neck — with 
a  gold  watch,  no  doubt,  at  the  end  of  it. 

Living  in  the  Eue  de  la  Cerisaie  since  1815,  taken  to  and 
from  school  on  his  holidays  by  his  stepfather  Clapart,  Oscar 
had  never  had  any  standard  of  comparison  but  his  mother's 
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poverty-stricken  household.  Kept  very  strictly,  by  Moreau'a 
advice,  he  rarely  went  to  the  play,  and  then  aspired  no  higher 
than  to  the  Anibigu  Comique,  where  little  elegance  met  his 
gaze,  even  if  the  absorbed  attention  a  boy  devotes  to  the 
stage  had  allowed  him  to  study  the  house.  His  stepfather 
still  wore  his  watch  in  a  fob  in  the  fashion  of  the  Empire, 
with  a  heavy  gold  chain  hanging  over  his  stomach,  and 
ending  in  a  bunch  of  miscellaneous  objects — seals,  and  a 
watch-key  with  a  flat  round  top,  in  which  was  set  a  land- 
scape in  mosaic.  Oscar,  who  looked  on  this  out-of-date 
splendor  as  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  luxury,  was  quite  bewil- 
dered by  this  revelation  of  superior  and .  less  ponderous 
elegance.  The  young  man  also  made  an  insolent  display 
of  a  pair  of  good  gloves,  and  seemed  bent  on  blinding 
Oscar  by  his  graceful  handling  of  a  smart  cane  with  a 
gold  knob. 

Oscar  had  just  reached  the  final  stage  of  boyhood  in 
which  trifles  are  the  cause  of  great  joys  and  great  anguish, 
when  a  real  misfortune  seems  "preferable  to  a  ridiculous  cos- 
tume ;  and  vanity,  having  no  great  interests  in  life  to  absorb 
it,  centres  in  frivolities,  and  dress,  and  the  anxiety  to  be 
thought  a  man.  The  youth  magnifies  himself,  and  his  self- 
assertion  is  all  the  more  marked  because  it  turns  on  trifles; 
still,  though  he  envies  a  well-dressed  noodle,  he  can  be  also 
tired  with  enthusiasm  for  talent,  and  admire  a  man  of  genius. 
His  faults,  when  they  are  not  rooted  in  his  heart,  only  show 
the  exuberance  of  vitality  and  a  lavish  imagination.  When 
a  boy  of  nineteen,  an  only  son,  austerely  brought  up  at  home 
as  a  result  of  the  poverty  that  weighs  so  cruelly  on  a  clerk 
with  twelve  hundred  francs'  salary,  but  worshipped  by  a 
mother,  who  for  his  sake  endures  the  bitterest  privations 
— when  such  a  boy  is  dazzled  by  a  youth  of  two-and- 
twenty,  envies  him  his  frogged  coat  lined  with  silk,  his 
sham  cashmere  waistcoat,  and  a  tie  slipped  through  a 
vulgar  ring,  is  not  this  a  mere  peccadillo  such  as  may  be 
seen  in  every  class  of  life  in  the  inferior  who  envies  hid 
betters  'I 
Vol.  0.  BALZAC— I 
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Even  a  man  of  genius  yields  to  this  primitive  passion. 
Did  not  Bousseau  of  Geneva  envy  Venture  and  Bade  ? 

But  Oscar  went  on  from  the  peccadillo  to  the  real  fault; 
he  felt  humiliated;  he  owed  his  travelling  companion  a 
grudge;  and  a  secret  desire  surged  up  in  his  heart  to 
show  him  that  he  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

The  two  young  bucks  walked  to  and  fro,  from  the  gate- 
way to  the  stables  and  back,  going  out  to  the  street;  and  as 
they  turned  on  their  heel,  they  each  time  looked  at  Oscar 
ensconced  in  his  corner.  Oscar,  convinced  that  whenever 
they  laughed  it  was  at  him,  affected  profound  indifference. 
He  began  to  hum  the  tune  of  a  song  then  in  fashion  among 
the  Liberals,  "  C'est  la  faute  d  Voltaire,  c'est  la  faute  a  Rous- 
seau.'11 (It  is  all  the  fault  of  Voltaire  and  Kousseau.)  This 
assumption,  no  doubt,  made  them  take  him  for  some  under- 
ling lawyer's  clerk. 

"Why,  perhaps  he  sings  in  the  chorus  at  the  Opera!" 
said  Amaury. 

Exasperated  this  time,  Oscar  bounded  in  his  seat;  rais- 
ing the  back  curtain,  he  said  to  Pierrotin:  "When  are  we 
to  be  off?" 

"Directly,"  said  the  man,  who  had  his  whip  in  his  hand, 
but  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  Rue  d'Enghien. 

The  scene  was  now  enlivened  by  the  arrival  of  a  young 
man  escorted  by  a  perfect  pickle  of  a  boy,  who  appeared 
with  a  porter  at  their  heels  hauling  a  barrow  by  a  strap. 
The  young  man  spoke  confidentially  to  Pierrotin,  who 
wagged  his  head  and  hailed  his  stable-man.  The  man 
hurried  up  to  help  unload  the  barrow,  which  contained, 
besides  two  trunks,  pails,  brushes,  and  boxes  of  strange 
shape,  a  mass  of  packets  and  utensils,  which  the  younger 
of  the  two  new-comers  who  had  climbed  to  the  box-seat 
stowed  and  packed  away  with  such  expedition  that  Oscar, 
smiling  at  his  mother,  who  was  now  watching  him  from 
the  other  side  of  the  street,  failed  to  see  any  of  the  para- 
phernalia which  might  have  explained  to  him  in  what  pro- 
fession his  travelling  companions  were  employed.  This 
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boy,  about  sixteen  years  of  age,  wore  a  holland  blouse 
with  a  patent-leather  belt;  his  cap,  knowingly  stuck  on 
one  side,  proclaimed  him  a  merry  youth,  as  did  the  pic- 
turesque disorder  of  his  curly  brown  hair  tumbling  about 
his  shoulders.  A  black  silk  tie  marked  a  black  line  on  a 
very  white  neck,  and  seemed  to  heighten  the  brightness  of 
his  gray  eyes.  The  restless  vivacity  of  a  sunburned,  rosy 
face,  the  shape  of  his  full  lips,  his  prominent  ears,  and  his 
turn-up  nose — every  feature  of  his  face  showed  the  banter- 
ing wit  of  a  Figaro  and  the  recklessness  of  youth,  while  the 
quickness  of  his  gestures  and  saucy  glances  revealed  a  keen 
intelligence,  early  developed  by  the  practice  of  a  profession 
taken  up  in  boyhood.  This  boy,  whom  art  or  nature  had 
already  made  a  man,  seemed  indifferent  to  the  question  of 
dress,  as  though  he  were  conscious  of  some  intrinsic  moral 
worth;  for  he  looked  at  his  unpolished  boots  as  if  he  thought 
them  rather  a  joke,  and  at  his  plain  drill  trousers  to  note  the 
stains  on  them,  but  rather  to  study  the  effect  than  to  hide  them. 

"I  have  acquired  a  fine  tone!"  said  he,  giving  himself  a 
shake,  and  addressing  his  companion. 

The  expression  of  the  senior  showed  some  authority  over 
this  youngster,  in  whom  experienced  eyes  would  at  once  have 
discerned  the  jolly  art  student,  known  in  French  studio  slang 
as  a  rapin. 

"Behave,  Mistigris!"  replied  the  master,  calling  him  no 
doubt  by  a  nickname  bestowed  on  him  in  the  studio. 

The  elder  traveller  was  a  slight  and  pallid  young  fellow, 
with  immensely  thick  black  hair  in  quite  fantastic  disorder; 
but  this  abundant  hair  seemed  naturally  necessary  to  a  very 
large  head  with  a  powerful  forehead  that  spoke  of  precocious 
intelligence.  His  curiously  puckered  face,  too  peculiar  to 
be  called  ugly,  was  as  hollow  as  though  this  singular  young 
man  were  suffering  either  from  some  chronic  malady  or  from 
the  privations  of  extreme  poverty — which  is  indeed  a  ter- 
rible chronic  malady — or  from  sorrows  too  recent  to  have 
been  forgotten. 

His  clothes,  almost  in  keeping  with  those  of  Mistigris  in 
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proportion  to  his  age  and  dignity,  consisted  of  a  much  worn 
coat  of  a  dull  green  color,  shabby,  but  quite  clean  and  well 
brushed,  a  black  waistcoat  buttoned  to  the  neck,  as  the  coat 
was  too,  only  just  showing  a  red  handkerchief  round  his 
throat.  Black  trousers,  as  shabby  as  the  coat,  hung  loosely 
round  his  lean  legs.  His  boots  were  muddy,  showing  that 
he  had  come  far,  and  on  foot.  With  one  swift  glance  the 
artist  took  in  the  depths  of  the  hostlery  of  the  Silver  Lion, 
the  stables,  the  tones  of  color,  and  every  detail,  and  he 
looked  at  Mistigris,  who  had  imitated  him,  with  an  ironi- 
cal twinkle. 

"Rather  nice!"  said  Mistigris. 

"Yes,  very  nice,"  replied  the  other. 

"We  are  still  too  early,"  said  Mistigris.  "Couldn't  we 
snatch  a  toothful?  My  stomach,  like  nature,  abhors  a 
vacuum!" 

"Have  we  time  to  get  a  cup  of  coffee?"  said  the  artist, 
in  a  pleasant  voice,  to  Pierrotin. 

"Well,  don't  be  long,"  said  Pierrotin. 

"We  have  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  added  Mistigris,  thus 
revealing  the  genius  for  inference,  which  is  characteristic  of 
the  Paris  art  student. 

The  couple  disappeared.  Just  then  nine  o'clock  struck 
in  the  inn  kitchen.  Georges  thought  it  only  fair  and  reason- 
able to  appeal  to  Pierrotin. 

"I  say,  my  good  friend,  when  you  are  the  proud  posses- 
sor of  such  a  shandrydan  as  this,"  and  he  rapped  the  wheel 
with  his  cane,  "you  should  at  least  make  a  merit  of  punctu- 
ality. The  deuce  is  in  it!  we  do  not  ride  in  that  machine 
for  our  pleasure,  and  business  must  be  devilish  pressing  be- 
fore we  trust  our  precious  selves  in  it!  And  that  old  hack 
you  call  Rougeot  will  certainly  not  pick  up  lost  time!" 

"We  will  harness  on  Bichette  while  those  two  gentlemen 
are  drinking  their  coffee,"  replied  Pierrotin.  "Go  on,  you," 
he  added  to  the  stableman,  "and  see  if  old  Le*ger  means  to 
come  with  us — " 

"Where  is  your  old  Leger?"  asked  Georges. 
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"Just  opposite  at  Number  60;  he  couldn't  find  room  in 
the  Beaumont  coach,"  said  Pierrotin  to  his  man,  paying  no 
heed  to  Georges,  and  going  off  himself  in  search  of  Bichette. 

Georges  shook  hands  with  his  friend  and  got  into  the 
chaise,  after  tossing  in  a  large  portfolio,  with  an  air  of 
much  importance;  this  he  placed  under  the  cushion.  He 
took  the  opposite  corner  to  Oscar. 

"This  'old  Le'ger'  bothers  me,"  said  he. 

"They  cannot  deprive  us  of  our  places,"  said  Oscar. 
"Mine  is  No.  1." 

"And  mine  No.  2,"  replied  Georges. 

Just  as  Pierrotin  reappeared,  leading  Bichette,  the  stable- 
man returned,  having  in  tow  a  huge  man  weighing  nearly  sev- 
enteen stone  at  least. 

Old  Le'ger  was  of  the  class  of  farmer  who,  with  an  enor- 
mous stomach  and  broad  shoulders,  wears  a  powdered  queue 
and  a  light  coat  of  blue  linen.  His  white  gaiters  were  tightly 
strapped  above  the  knee  over  corduroy  breeches,  and  finished 
off  with  silver  buckles.  His  hobnailed  shoes  weighed  each  a 
couple  of  pounds.  In  his  hand  he  carried  a  little  knotted  red 
switch,  very  shiny,  and  with  a  heavy  knob,  secured  round  his 
wrist  by  a  leather  cord. 

"And  is  it  you  who  are  known  as  old  Le'ger?"  (Farmer 
Light),  said  Georges  gravely  as  the  farmer  tried  to  lift  his 
foot  to  the  step  of -the  chaise. 

"At  your  service,"  said  the  farmer,  showing  him  a  face 
rather  like  that  of  Louis  XVIII.,  with  a  fat,  red  jowl,  while 
above  it  rose  a  nose  which  in  any  other  face  would  have 
seemed  enormous.  His  twinkling  eyes  were  deep  set  in  rolls 
of  fat.  "Come,  lend  a  hand,  my  boy,"  said  he  to  Pierrotin. 

The  farmer  was  hoisted  in  by  the  driver  and  the  stable- 
man to  a  shout  of  "Yo,  heave  ho!"  from  Georges. 

"Oh!  I  am  not  going  far;  I  am  only  going  to  la  Cave!" 
said  Farmer  Light,  answering  a  jest  with  good  humor.  In 
France  everybody  understands  a  joke. 

"Get  into  the  corner,'' said  Pierrotin.  "There  will  be 
six  of  you." 
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"And  your  other  horse?"  asked  Georges.  "Is  it  as 
fabulous  as  the  third  horse  of  a  post-chaise?" 

"There  it  is,  master,"  said  Pierrotin,  pointing  to  the 
little  mare  that  had  come  up  without  calling. 

"He  calls  that  insect  a  horse  1"  said  Georges,  astonished. 

"Oh,  she  is  a  good  one  to  go,  is  that  little  mare,"  said  the 
farmer,  who  had  taken  his  seat. — "Morning,  gentlemen. — Are 
we  going  to  weigh  anchor,  Pierrotin  ?" 

"Two  of  my  travellers  are  getting  a  cup  of  coffee,"  said 
the  driver. 

The  young  man  with  the  hollow  cheeks  and  his  follower 
now  reappeared. 

' '  Come,  let  us  get  off, ' '  was  now  the  universal  cry. 

"We  are  off — we  are  off!"  replied  Pierrotin.  "Let  her 
go,"  he  added  to  his  man,  who  kicked  away  the  stones  that 
scotched  the  wheels. 

Pierrotin  took  hold  of  Rougeot's  bridle  with  an  encourag- 
ing "Tclk,  tclk,"  to  warn  the  two  steeds  to  pull  themselves 
together;  and,  torpid  as  they  evidently  were,  they  started 
the  vehicle,  which  Pierrotin  brought  to  a  standstill  in  front 
of  the  gate  of  the  Silver  Lion.  After  this  purely  prelim- 
inary manoeuvre,  he  again  looked  down  the  Eue  d'Enghien, 
and  vanished,  leaving  the  conveyance  in  the  care  of  the 
stableman. 

"Well!  Is  your  governor  subject  to  these  attacks?" 
Mistigris  asked  of  the  man. 

"He  is  gone  to  fetch  his  oats  away  from  the  stable," 
replied  the  Auvergnat,  who  was  up  to  all  the  arts  in  use 
to  pacify  the  impatience  of  travellers. 

"After  all,"  said  Mistigris,  "time  is  a  great  plaster." 

At  that  time  there  was  in  the  Paris  studios  a  mania  for 
distorting  proverbs.  It  was  considered  a  triumph  to  hit  on 
some  change  of  letters  or  some  rhyming  word  which  should 
suggest  an  absurd  meaning,  or  even  make  it  absolute  non- 
sense.1 

!  To  translate  these  not  always  funny  jests  is  impossible.  I  have  generally 
tried  for  no  more  than  an  equivalent  rendering. — Translator. 
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"And  Paris  was  not  gilt  in  a  play,"  replied  hJs  com- 
rade. 

Pierrotin  now  returned,  accompanied  by  the  Comte  de 
Serizy,  round  the  corner  of  the  Rue  de  1'Echiquier;  they 
had  no  doubt  had  a  short  conversation. 

"Pere  Ldger,  would  you  mind  giving  your  place  up  to 
Monsieur  le  Comte  ?  It  will  trim  the  chaise  better." 

"And  we  shall  not  be  off  for  an  hour  yet  if  you  go  on 
like  this,"  said  Georges.  "You  will  have  to  take  out  that 
infernal  bar  we  have  had  such  plaguy  trouble  to  fit  in,  and 
everybody  will  have  to  get  out  for  the  last  comer.  Each  of 
us  has  a  right  to  the  place  he  booked.  What  number  is  this 
gentleman's? — Come,  call  them  over.  Have  you  a  way-bill ? 
Do  you  keep  a  book?  Which  is  Monsieur  le  Comte's  place? 
—Count  of  what?" 

"Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  Pierrotin,  visibly  disturbed, 
"you  will  not  be  comfortable." 

"Can't  you  count,  man?"  said  Mistigris.  "Short  counts 
make  tall  friends." 

"Mistigris,  behave  1"  said  his  master  quite  seriously. 

Monsieur  de  Sdrizy  was  supposed  by  his  fellow-travellers 
to  be  some  respectable  citizen  called  Lecomte. 

"Do  not  disturb  anybody,"  said  the  Count  to  Pierrotin; 
"I  will  sit  in  front  by  you." 

"Now,  Mistigris,"  said  the  young  artist,  "remember  the 
respect  due  to  age.  You  don't  know  how  dreadfully  old  you 
may  live  to  be.  Manners  take  the  van.  Give  your  place  up 
to  the  gentleman." 

Mistigris  opened  the  apron  of  the  chaise,  and  jumped  out 
as  nimbly  as  a  frog  into  the  water. 

"You  cannot  sit  as  rabbit,  august  old  man!"  said  he  to 
Monsieur  de  Se"rizy. 

"Mistigris,  Tarts  are  the  end  of 'man ,"  said  his  master. 

"Thank  you,  Monsieur,"  said  the  Count  to  the  artist,  by 
whose  side  he  now  took  his  seat.  And  the  statesman  looked 
with  a  sagacious  eye  at  the  possessors  of  the  back  seat,  in  a 
way  that  deeply  aggrieved  Oscar  and  Georges. 
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"We  are  an  hour  and  a  quarter  behind  time,  *  remarked 
Oscar. 

"People  who  want  a  chaise  to  themselves  should  book  all 
the  places,"  added  Georges. 

The  Comte  de  Se"rizy,  quite  sure  now  that  he  was  not 
recognized,  made  no  reply,  but  sat  with  the  expression  of  a 
good-natured  tradesman. 

"And  if  you  had  been  late,  you  would  have  liked  us  to 
wait  for  you,  I  suppose?"  said  the  farmer  to  the  two  young 
fellows. 

Pierrotin  was  looking  out  toward  the  Porte  Saint-Denis, 
and  paused  for  a  moment  before  mounting  to  the  hard  box- 
seat,  where  Mistigris  was  kicking  his  heels. 

"If  you  are  still  waiting  for  somebody,  I  am  not  the  last," 
remarked  the  Count. 

' '  That  is  sound  reasoning, ' '  said  Mistigris. 

Georges  and  Oscar  laughed  very  rudely. 

"The  old  gentleman  is  not  strikingly  original,"  said 
Georges  to  Oscar,  who  was  enchanted  with  this  apparent 
alliance. 

When  Pierrotin  had  settled  himself  in  his  place,  he  again 
looked  back,  but  failed  to  discern  in  the  crowd  the  two  trav- 
ellers who  were  wanting  to  fill  up  his  cargo. 

"By  the  Mass,  but  a  couple  more  passengers  would  not 
come  amiss,"  said  he. 

"Look  here,  I  have  not  paid;  I  shall  get  out,"  said 
Georges  in  alarm. 

"Why,  whom  do  you  expect,  Pierrotin?"  said  Leger. 

Pierrotin  cried  "Gee!"  in  a  particular  tone,  which  Eou- 
geot  and  Bichette  knew  to  mean  business  at  last,  and  they 
trotted  off  toward  the  hill  at  a  brisk  pace,  which,  however, 
soon  grew  slack. 

The  Count  had  a  very  red  face,  quite  scarlet  indeed,  with 
an  inflamed  spot  here  and  there,  and  set  off  all  the  more  by 
his  perfectly  white  hair.  By  any  but  quite  young  men  this 
complexion  would  have  been  understood  as  the  inflamma- 
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tory  effect  on  the  blood  of  incessant  work.  And,  indeed, 
these  angry  pimples  so  much  disfigured  his  really  noble  face 
that  only  close  inspection  could  discern  in  his  greenish  eyes 
all  the  acumen  of  the  judge,  the  subtlety  of  the  statesman, 
and  the  learning  of  the  legislator.  His  face  was  somewhat 
flat;  the  nose  especially  looked  as  if  it  had  been  flattened. 
His  hat  hid  the  breadth  and  beauty  of  his  brow;  and,  in  fact, 
there  was  some  justification  for  the  laughter  of  these  heedless 
lads,  in  the  strange  contrast  between  hair  as  white  as  silver 
and  thick,  bushy  eyebrows  still  quite  black.  The  Count, 
who  wore  a  long,  blue  overcoat,  buttoned  to  the  chin  in  mili- 
tary fashion,  had  a  white  handkerchief  round  his  neck, 
cotton-wool  in  his  ears,  and  a  high  shirt  collar,  showing  a 
square  white  corner  on  each  cheek.  His  black  trousers  cov- 
ered his  boots,  of  which  the  tip  scarcely  showed ;  he  had  no 
ribbon  at  his  buttonhole,  and  his  hands  were  hidden  by  his 
doeskin  gloves.  Certainly  there  was  nothing  in  this  man 
which  could  betray  to  the  lads  that  he  was  a  Peer  of  France, 
and  one  of  the  most  useful  men  living  to  his  country. 

Old  Pere  Le*ger  had  never  seen  the  Count,  who,  on  the 
other  hand,  knew  him  only  by  name.  Though  the  Count, 
as  he  got  into  the  chaise,  casf  about  him  the  inquiring  glance 
which  had  so  much  annoyed  Oscar  and  Georges,  it  was 
because  he  was  looking  for  his  notary's  clerk,  intending  to 
impress  on  him  the  need  for  the  greatest  secrecy  in  case 
he  should  have  been  compelled  to  travel,  like  himself,  by 
Pierrotin's  conveyance.  Bat  he  was  reassured  by  Oscar's 
appearance  and  by  that  of  the  old  farmer,  and,  above  all, 
by  the  air  of  aping  the  military,  with  his  mustache  and  his 
style  generally,  which  stamped  Georges  an  adventurer;  and 
he  concluded  that  his  note  had  reached  Maitre  Alexandre 
Crottat  in  good  time. 

"Pere  Le*ger,"  said  Pierrotin  as  they  came  to  the  steep 
hill  in  the  Faubourg  Saint-Denis,  at  the  Rue  de  la  Fidelite", 
"suppose  we  were  to  walk  a  bit,  heh?"  On  hearing  the 
name,  the  Count  observed:  "I  will  get  out  too;  we  must  ease 
the  horses." 
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"Oh!  If  you  go  on  at  this  rate,  we  shall  do  fourteen 
leagues  in  a  fortnight!"  exclaimed  Georges. 

"Well,  is  it  any  fault  of  mine,"  said  Pierrotin,  "if  a  pas- 
senger wishes  to  get  out  ?" 

"I  will  give  you  ten  louis  if  you  keep  my  secret  as  I  bid 
you,"  said  the  Count,  taking  Pierrotin  by  the  arm. 

"Oh,  ho!  My  thousand  francs!"  thought  Pierrotin,  after 
giving  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy  a  wink,  conveying,  "Trust  me!" 

Oscar  and  Georges  remained  in  the  chaise. 

"Look  here,  Pierrotin — since  Pierrotin  you  are,"  cried 
Georges,  when  the  travellers  had  got  into  the  chaise  again 
at  the  top  of  the  hill,  "if  you  are  going  no  faster  than  this, 
say  so.  I  will  pay  my  fare  to  Saint-Denis,  and  hire  a  nag 
there,  for  I  have  important  business  on  hand,  which  will 
suffer  from  delay." 

"Oh!  he  will  get  on,  never  fear,"  replied  the  farmer. 
"And  the  road  is  not  a  wide  one." 

"I  am  never  more  than  half  an  hour  late,"  answered 
Pierrotin. 

"Well,  well,  you  are  not  carting  the  Pope,  I  suppose," 
said  Georges,  "so  hurry  up  a  little." 

"You  ought  not  to  show  any  favor,"  said  Mistigris;  "and 
if  you  are  afraid  of  jolting  this  gentleman" — and  he  indicated 
the  Count — "that  is  not  fair." 

"All  men  are  equal  in  the  eye  of  the  Coucou,"  said 
Georges,  "as  all  Frenchmen  are  in  the  eye  of  the  Charter." 

"Be  quite  easy,"  said  old  Leger,  "we  shall  be  at  la  Cha- 
pelle  yet  before  noon."  La  Chapelle  is  a  village  close  to  the 
Barriere  Saint-Denis. 

Those  who  have  travelled  know  that  persons  thrown 
together  in  a  public  conveyance  do  not  immediately  amal- 
gamate; unless  under  exceptional  circumstances,  they  do  not 
converse  till  they  are  well  on  their  way.  This  silent  interval 
is  spent  partly  in  reciprocal  examination,  and  partly  in  find- 
ing each  his  own  place  and  taking  possession  of  it.  The 
soul,  as  much  as  the  body,  needs  to  find  its  balance.  When 
each,  severally,  supposes  that  he  has  made  an  accurate  guess 
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at  his  companion's  age,  profession,  and  temper,  the  most 
talkative  first  opens  a  conversation,  which  is  taken  up  all  the 
more  eagerly,  because  all  feel  the  need  for  cheering  the  way 
and  dispelling  the  dulness. 

This,  at  least,  is  what  happens  in  a  French  coach.  In 
other  countries  manners  are  different.  The  English  pride 
themselves  OR  never  opening  their  lips;  a  German  is  dull  in 
a  coach;  Italians  are  too  cautious  to  chat;  the  Spaniards 
have  almost  ceased  to  have  any  coaches;  and  the  Russians 
have  no  roads.  So  it  is  only  in  the  ponderous  French  dili- 
gence that  the  passengers  amuse  each  other,  in  the  gay  and 
gossiping  nation  where  each  one  is  eager  to  laugh  and  display 
his  humor,  where  everything  is  enlivened  by  raillery,  from 
the  misery  of  the  poorest  to  the  solid  interests  of  the  upper 
middle-class.  The  police  do  little  to  check  the  license  of 
speech,  and  the  gallery  of  the  Chambers  has  made  discussion 
fashionable. 

When  a  youngster  of  two-and-twenty,  like  the  young 
gentleman  who  was  known  so  far  by  the  name  of  Georges, 
has  a  ready  wit,  he  is  strongly  tempted,  especially  in  such 
circumstances  as  these,  to  be  reckless  in  the  use  of  it.  In 
the  first  place,  Georges  was  not  slow  to  come  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  he  was  the  superior  man  of  the  party.  He  decided 
that  the  Count  was  a  manufacturer  of  the  second  class,  set- 
ting him  down  as  a  cutler;  the  shabby-looking  youth  attended 
by  Mistigris  he  thought  but  a  greenhorn,  Oscar  a  perfect 
simpleton,  and  the  farmer  a  capital  butt  for  a  practical  joke. 
Having  thus  taken  the  measure  of  all  his  travelling  compan- 
ions, he  determined  to  amuse  himself  at  their  expense. 

41  Now,"  thought  he,  as  the  coucou  rolled  down  the  hill 
from  la  Chapelle  toward  the  plain  of  Saint-Denis,  "shall  I 
pass  myself  off  as  Etienne,  or  as  BeVanger? — No,  these 
bumpkins  have  never  heard  of  either. — A  Carbon aro  ?  The 
Devil!  I  might  be  nabbed. — One  of  Marshal  Ney's  sons? 
Pooh,  what  could  I  make  of  that  ?  Tell  them  the  story  of 
my  father's  death  ?  That  would  hardly  be  funny. — Suppose 
I  were  to  have  come  back  from  the  Government  colony  in 
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America?  They  might  take  me  for  a  spy,  and  regard  me 
with  suspicion. — I  will  be  a  Kussian  Prince  in  disguise;  I 
will  cram  them  with  fine  stories  about  the  Emperor  Alex- 
ander!— Or  if  I  pretended  to  be  Cousin,  the  Professor  of 
Philosophy?  Howl  could  mystify  them!  No,  that  limp 
creature  with  the  touzled  hair  looks  as  if  he  might  have 
kicked  his  heels  at  lecture  at  the  Sorbonne. — Oh,  why  didn't 
I  think  sooner  of  trotting  them  out  ?  I  can  imitate  an  En- 
glishman so  well,  I  might  have  been  Lord  Byron  travelling 
incog. — Hang  it!  I  have  missed  my  chance. — The  execu- 
tioner's son  ?  Not  a  bad  way  of  clearing  a  space  at  break- 
fast.— Oh!  I  know!  I  will  have  been  in  command  of  the 
troops  under  AH,  the  Pacha  of  Janina." 

While  he  was  lost  in  these  meditations,  the  chaise  was 
making  its  way  through  the  clouds  of  dust  which  constantly 
blow  up  from  the  side  paths  of  this  much-trodden  road. 

"What  a  dust!"  said  Mistigris. 

"King  Henri  is  dead,"  retorted  his  comrade.  "If  you 
said  it  smelled  of  vanilla  now,  you  would  hit  on  a  new 
idea!" 

"You  think  that  funny,"  said  Mistigris.  "Well,  but  it 
does  now  and  then  remind  me  of  vanilla." 

"In  the  East — "  Georges  began,  meaning  to  concoct  a 
story. 

"In  the  least — "  said  Mistigris's  master,  taking  up 
Georges. 

"In  the  East,  I  said,  from  whence  I  have  just  returned," 
Georges  repeated,  "the  dust  smells  very  sweet.  But  here 
it  smells  of  nothing  unless  it  is  wafted  up  from  such  a  man- 
ure-heap as  this." 

"You  have  just  returned  from  the  East?"  said  Mistigris, 
with  a  sly  twinkle. 

"And,  you  see,  Mistigwis,  the  gentleman  is  so  tired  that 
what  he  now  wequires  is  west,"  drawled  his  master. 

"You  are  not  much  sunburned,"  said  Mistigris. 

"Oh!  I  am  but  just  out  of  bed  after  three  mouths'  illness, 
caused,  the  doctors  say,  by  an  attack  of  suppressed  plague." 
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"You  have  had  the  plague?"  cried  the  Count,  with  a 
look  of  horror. — "Pierrotin,  put  me  out." 

"Get  on,  Pierrotin,"  said  Mistigris. — "You  hear  that  the 
plague  was  suppressed,"  he  went  on,  addressing  Monsieur 
de  Serizy.  "It  was  the  sort  of  plague  that  goes  down  in  the 
course  of  conversation." 

"The  plague  of  which  one  merely  says,  'Plague  take  it  I1  ' 
cried  the  artist. 

"Or  plague  take  the  man!"  added  Mistigris. 

"Mistigris,"  said  his  master,  "I  shall  put  you  out  to  walk 
if  you  get  into  mischief. — So  you  have  been  in  the  East, 
Monsieur?"  he  went  on,  turning  to  Georges. 

"Yes,  Monsieur.  First  in  Egypt  and  then  in  Greece, 
where  I  served  underAli  Pacha  of  Janina,  with  whom  I  had 
a  desperate  row. — The  climate  is  too  much  for  most  men; 
and  the  excitements  of  all  kinds  that  are  part  of  an  Oriental 
life  wrecked  my  liver." 

"Oh,  hoi  a  soldier?"  said  the  burly  farmer.  "Why, 
how  old  are  you?" 

"I  am  nine-and-twenty,"  said  Georges,  and  all  his  fellow- 
travellers  looked  at  him.  "At  eighteen  I  served  as  a  private 
in  the  famous  campaign  of  1813 ;  but  I  only  was  present  at 
the  battle  of  Hanau,  where  I  won  the  rank  of  sergeant-major. 
In  France,  at  Montereau,  I  was  made  sub-lieutenant,  and  I 
was  decorated  by — no  spies  here? — by  the  Emperor." 

"And  you  do  not  wear  the  Cross  of  your  Order?"  said 
Oscar. 

"A  Cross  given  by  the  present  set?  Thank  you  for 
nothing.  Besides,  who  that  is  anybody  wears  his  decora- 
tions when  travelling?  Look  at  Monsieur,"  he  went  on, 
indicating  the  Comte  de  Se'rizy,  "I  will  bet  you  anything 
you  please — " 

"Betting  anything  you  please  is  the  same  thing  in  France 
as  not  betting  at  all,"  said  Mistigris's  master. 

"I  will  bet  you  anything  you  please,"  Georges  repeated 
pompously,  "that  he  is  covered  with  stars." 

"I  have,  in  fact,"  said  Monsieur  de  Se'rizy,  with  a  laugh, 
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"the  Grand  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  the  Grand  Cross 
of  Saint- Andrew  of  Russia,  of  the  Eagle  of  Prussia,  of  the 
Order  of  the  Annunciada  of  Sardinia,  and  of  the  Golden 
Fleece." 

"Is  that  all?"  said  Mistigris.  "And  it  all  rides  in  a 
public  chaise?" 

"He  is  going  it,  is  the  brick-red  man!"  said  Georges  in 
a  whisper  to  Oscar.  "What  did  I  tell  you?"  he  remarked 
aloud. — "I  make  no  secret  of  it,  I  am  devoted  to  the 
Emperor!" 

"I  served  under  him,"  said  the  Count. 

"And  what  a  man!     Wasn't  he?"  cried  Georges. 

"A  man  to  whom  I  am  under  great  obligations,"  replied 
the  Count,  with  a  well-affected  air  of  stupidity. 

"For  your  crosses?"  said  Mistigris. 

"And  what  quantities  of  snuff  he  took!"  replied  Mon- 
sieur de  Serizy. 

"Yes,  he  took  it  loose  in  his  waistcoat  pockets." 

"So  I  have  been  told,"  said  the  farmer,  with  a  look  of 
incredulity. 

"And  not  only  that,  but  he  chewed  and  smoked," 
Georges  went  on.  "I  saw  him  smoking  in  the  oddest 
way  at  Waterloo  when  Marshal  Soult  lifted  him  up  bodily 
and  flung  him  into  his  travelling  carriage,  just  as  he  had 
seized  a  musket  and  wanted  to  charge  the  English!" 

"So  you  were  at  Waterloo?"  said  Oscar,  opening  his 
eyes  very  wide. 

"Yes,  young  man,  I  went  through  the  campaign  of  1815. 
At  Mont  Saint-Jean  I  was  made  captain,  and  I  retired  on  the 
Loire  when  we  were  disbanded.  But,  on  my  honor,  I  was 
sick  of  France,  and  I  could  not  stay.  No,  I  should  have 
got  myself  into  some  scrape.  So  I  went  off  with  two  or 
three  others  of  the  same  sort,  Selves,  Besson,  and  some 
more,  who  are  in  Egypt  to  this  day  in  the  service  of  Mo- 
hammed Pacha,  and  a  queer  fellow  he  is,  I  can  tell  you! 
He  was  a  tobacconist  at  la  Cavalle,  and  is  on  the  high  way 
to  be  a  reigning  prince.  You  have  seen  him  in  Horace  Yer- 
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net's  pictur?  of  the  'Massacre  of  the  Mamelukes.'  Such  a 
handsome  man! — I  never  would  abjure  the  faith  of  my  fa- 
thers and  adopt  Islam;  all  the  more  because  the  ceremony 
involves  a  surgical  operation  for  which  I  had  no  liking. 
Besides,  no  one  respects  a  renegade.  If  they  had  offered  me 
a  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year,  then,  indeed — and  yet — 
no. — The  Pacha  made  me  a  present  of  a  thousand  talari.1' 

"How  much  is  that?"  asked  Oscar,  who  was  all  ears. 

"Oh,  no  great  matter.  The  talaro  is  much  the  same  as  a 
five-franc  piece.  And,  on  my  honor,  I  did  not  earn  enough 
to  pay  for  the  vices  I  learned  in  that  thundering  vile  country 
— if  you  can  call  it  a  country.  I  cannot  live  now  without 
smoking  my  nargile  twice  a  day,  and  it  is  very  expensive — " 

"And  what  is  Egypt  like?"  asked  Monsieur  de  Se'rizy. 

"Egypt  is  all  sand,"  replied  Georges,  quite  undaunted. 
"There  is  nothing  green  but  the  Nile  valley.  Draw  a  green 
strip  on  a  sheet  of  yellow  paper,  and  there  you  have  Egypt. 
— The  Egyptians,  the  fellaheen,  have,  I  may  remark,  one 
great  advantage  over  us;  there  are  no  gendarmes.  You 
may  go  from  one  end  of  Egypt  to  the  other,  and  you  will 
not  find  one." 

"I  suppose  there  are  a  good  many  Egyptians  there,"  said 
Mistigris. 

"Not  so  many  as  you  would  think,"  answered  Georges. 
"There  are  more  Abyssinians,  Giaours,  Vechabites,  Bedou- 
ins, and  Copts. — However,  all  these  creatures  are  so  very 
far  from  amusing  that  I  was  only  too  glad  to  embark  on  a 
Genoese  polacra,  bound  for  the  Ionian  Islands  to  take  up 
powder  and  ammunition  for  AH  of  Tebelen.  As  you  know, 
the  English  sell  powder  and  ammunition  to  all  nations,  to 
the  Turks  and  the  Greeks;  they  would  sell  them  to  the 
Devil  if  the  Devil  had  money.  So  from  Zante  we  were  to 
luff  up  to  the  coast  of  Greece. 

"And,  I  tell  you,  take  me  as  you  see  me,  the  name  of 
Georges  is  famous  in  those  parts.  I  am  the  grandson  of  that 
famous  Czerni-Georges  who  made  war  on  the  Porte;  but 
instead  of  breaking  it  down,  he  was  unluckily  smashed  up. 
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His  son  took  refuge  in  the  house  of  the  French  Consul  at 
Smyrna,  and  came  to  Paris  in  1792,  where  he  died  before 
I,  his  seventh  child,  was  born.  Our  treasure  was  stolen 
from  us  by  a  friend  of  my  grandfather's,  so  we  were  ruined. 
My  mother  lived  by  selling  her  diamonds  one  by  one,  till 
in  1799  she  married  Monsieur  Yung,  a  contractor,  and  my 
stepfather.  But  my  mother  died;  I  quarrelled  with  my 
stepfather,  who,  between  ourselves,  is  a  rascal;  he  is  still 
living,  but  we  never  meet.  The  wretch  left  us  all  seven  to 
our  fate  without  a  word,  nor  bit  nor  sup.  And  that  is  how, 
in  1813,  in  sheer  despair,  I  went  off  as  a  conscript. — You 
cannot  imagine  with  what  joy  Ali  of  Tebelen  hailed  the 
grandson  of  Czerni-Georges.  Here  I  call  myself  simply 
Georges. — The  Pacha  gave  me  a  seraglio — " 

"You  had  a  seraglio?"  said  Oscar. 

"Were  you  a  Pacha  with  many  tails?"  asked  Mistigris. 

"How  is  it  that  you  don't  know  that  there  is  but  one  Sul- 
tan who  can  create  pachas?"  said  Georges,  "and  my  friend 
Tebelen — for  we  were  friends,  like  two  Bourbons — was  a 
rebel  against  the  Padishah. — You  know — or  you  don't  know 
— that  the  Grand  Signer's  correct  title  is  Padishah,  and  not 
the  Grand  Turk  or  the  Sultan. 

"Do  not  suppose  that  a  seraglio  is  any  great  matter. 
You  might  just  as  well  have  a  flock  of  goats.  Their  women 
are  great  fools,  and  I  like  the  grisettes  of  the  Chaumiere  at 
Mont  Parnasse  a  thousand  times  better." 

"And  they  are  much  nearer,"  said  the  Comte  de  Se'rizy. 

"These  women  of  the  seraglio  never  know  a  word  of 
French,  and  language  is  indispensable  to  an  understanding. 
Ali  gave  me  five  lawful  wives  and  ten  slave  girls.  At  Janina 
that  was  a  mere  nothing.  In  the  East,  you  see,  it  is  very 
bad  style  to  have  wives;  you  have  them,  but  as  we  here 
have  our  Yoltaire  and  our  Kousseau;  who  ever  looks  into 
his  Voltaire  or  his  Eousseau?  Nobody. — And  yet  it  is 
quite  the  right  thing  to  be  jealous.  You  may  tie  a  woman 
up  in  a  sack  and  throw  her  into  the  water  on  a  mere 
suspicion  by  an  article  of  their  Code." 
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"Did  you  throw  any  in?" 

"I?     What!  a  Frenchman!     I  was  devoted  to  them." 

Whereupon  Georges  twirled  up  his  mustache,  and  as- 
sumed a  pensive  air. 

By  this  time  they  were  at  Saint  Denis,  and  Pierrotin 
drew  up  at  the  door  of  the  inn  where  the  famous  cheese- 
cakes are  sold,  and  where  all  travellers  call.  The  Count, 
really  puzzled  by  the  mixture  of  truth  and  nonsense  in 
Georges'  rodomontade,  jumped  into  the  carriage  again, 
looked  under  the  cushion  for  the  portfolio  which  Pierrotin 
had  told  him  that  this  mysterious  youth  had  bestowed  there, 
and  saw  on  it  in  gilt  letters  the  words,  "Maitre  Crottat,  No- 
taire."  The  Count  at  once  took  the  liberty  of  opening  the 
case,  fearing,  with  good  reason,  that  if  he  did  not,  farmer 
Le'ger  might  be  possessed  with  similar  curiosity;  and  taking 
out  the  deed  relating  to  the  Moulineaux  farm,  he  folded  it 
up,  put  it  in  the  side  pocket  of  his  coat,  and  came  back 
to  join  his  fellow-travellers. 

"This  Georges  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  Crottat's 
junior  clerk.  I  will  congratulate  his  master,  who  ought 
to  have  sent  his  head-clerk." 

From  the  respectful  attention  of  the  farmer  and  Oscar, 
Georges  perceived  that  in  them  at  least  he  had  two  ardent 
admirers.  Of  course,  he  put  on  lordly  airs;  he  treated  them 
to  cheese-cakes  and  a  glass  of  Alicante,  and  then  did  the 
same  to  Mistigris  and  his  master,  asking  them  their  names 
on  the  strength  of  this  munificence. 

"Oh,  Monsieur,"  said  the  elder,  "I  am  not  the  proud 
owner  of  so  illustrious  a  name  as  yours,  and  I  have  not 
come  home  from  Asia."  The  Count,  who  had  made  haste 
to  get  back  to  the  vast  inn  kitchen,  so  as  to  excite  no  sus 
picions,  came  in  time  to  hear  the  end  of  the  reply. — "I  am 
simply  a  poor  painter  just  returned  from  Borne,  where  I 
went  at  the  expense  of  the  Government  after  winning  the 
Grand  Prix  five  years  ago.  My  name  is  Schinner." 

"Hallo,  master,  I  may  offer  you  a  glass  of  Alicante  and 
some  cheese-cakes?"  cried  Georges  to  the  Count. 
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"Thank  you,  no,"  said  the  Count.  "I  never  come  out 
till  I  have  had  my  cup  of  coffee. ' ' 

"And  you  never  eat  anything  between  meals?  How 
Marais,  Place  Royale,  and  He  Saint-Louis  /"  exclaimed 
Georges.  "When  he  crammed  us  just  now  about  his  Or- 
ders, I  fancied  him  better  fun  than  he  is,"  he  went  on  in 
a  low  voice  to  the  painter;  "but  we  will  get  him  on  to  that 
subject  again — the  little  tallow  chandler. — Come,  boy,"  said 
he  to  Oscar,  "drink  the  glass  that  was  poured  out  for  the 
grocer,  it  will  make  your  mustache  grow." 

Oscar,  anxious  to  play  the  man,  drank  the  second  glass 
of  wine,  and  ate  three  more  cheese-cakes. 

"Very  good  wine  it  is!"  said  old  Le'ger,  smacking  his 
tongue. 

"And  all  the  better,"  remarked  Georges,  "because  it 
comes  from  Bercy.  I  have  been  to  Alicante,  and,  I  tell 
you,  this  is  no  more  like  the  wine  of  that  country  than  my 
arm  is  like  a  windmill.  Our  manufactured  wines  are  far 
better  than  the  natural  products. — Come,  Pierrotin,  have  a 
glass.  What  a  pity  it  is  that  your  horses  cannot  each  drink 
one;  we  should  get  on  faster!" 

"Oh,  that  is  unnecessary,  as  I  have  a  gray  horse  al- 
ready," said  Pierrotin  (gris,  which  means  gray,  meaning  also 
screwed). 

Oscar,  as  he  heard  the  vulgar  pun,  thought  Pierrotin  a 
marvel  of  wit. 

"Off!"  cried  Pierrotin,  cracking  his  whip  as  soon  as  the 
passengers  had  once  more  packed  themselves  into  the 
vehicle. 

It  was  by  this  time  eleven  o'clock.  The  weather,  which 
had  been  rather  dull,  now  cleared ;  the  wind  swept  away  the 
clouds;  the  blue  sky  shone  out  here  and  there;  and  by  the 
time  Pierrotin 's  chaise  was  fairly  started  on  the  ribbon  of 
road  between  Saint-Denis  and  Pierrefitte,  the  sun  had  finally 
drunk  up  the  last  filmy  haze  that  hung  like  a  diaphanous 
veil  over  the  views  from  this  famous  suburb. 
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"Well,  and  why  did  you  throw  over  your  friend  the 
Pacha?"  said  the  farmer  to  Georges. 

"He  was  a  very  queer  customer,"  replied  Georges,  with 
an  air  of  hiding  many  mysteries.  "Only  think,  he  put  me 
in  command  of  his  cavalry!  Very  well — " 

"That,"  thought  poor  Oscar,  "is  why  he  wears  spurs." 

"At  that  time,  Ali  of  Tebelen  wanted  to  rid  himself  of 
Chosrew  Pacha,  another  queer  fish. — Chaureff  you  call  him 
here,  but  in  Turkey  they  call  him  Cosserev.  You  must 
have  read  in  the  papers  at  the  time  that  old  Ali  had  beaten 
Chosrew,  and  pretty  soundly  too.  Well,  but  for  me,  Ali 
would  have  been  done  for  some  days  sooner.  I  led  the 
right  wing,  and  I  saw  Chosrew,  the  old  sneak,  just  charg- 
ing the  centre — oh,  yes,  I  can  tell  you,  as  straight  and 
steady  a  move  as  if  he  had  been  Murat. — Good!  I  took 
my  time,  and  I  charged  at  full  speed,  cutting  Chosrew's 
column  in  two  parts,  for  he  had  pushed  through  our  centre, 
and  had  no  cover.  You  understand — 

"After  it  was  all  over  Ali  fairly  hugged  me." 

"Is  that  the  custom  in  the  East?"  said  the  Comte  de 
Se'rizy,  with  a  touch  of  irony. 

"Yes,  Moniseur,  as  it  is  everywhere,"  answered  the 
painter. 

"We  drove  Chosrew  back  over  thirty  leagues  of  country 
— like  a  hunt,  I  tell  you,"  Georges  went  on.  "Splendid 
horsemen  are  the  Turks.  Ali  gave  me  yataghans,  guns, 
and  swords. — 'Take  as  many  as  you  like.' — When  we  got 
back  to  the  capital,  that  incredible  creature  made  proposals 
to  me  that  did  not  suit  my  views  at  all.  He  wanted  to  adopt 
me  as  his  favorite,  his  heir.  But  I  had  had  enough  of  the 
life;  for,  after  all,  Ali  of  Tebelen  was  a  rebel  against  the 
Porte,  and  I  thought  it  wiser  to  clear  out.  But  I  must  do 
Monsieur  de  Tebelen  justice,  he  loaded  me  with  presents; 
diamonds,  ten  thousand  talari,  a  thousand  pieces  of  gold,  a 
fair  Greek  girl  for  a  page,  a  little  Arnaute  maid  for  com- 
pany, and  an  Arab  horse.  Well,  there!  Ali,  the  Pacha  of 
Janina,  is  an  unappreciated  man;  he  lacks  a  historian. — 
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Nowhere  but  in  the  East  do  you  meet  with  these  iron  souls 
who,  for  twenty  years,  strain  every  nerve,  only  to  be  able 
to  take  a  revenge  one  fine  morning. 

"In  the  first  place,  he  had  the  grandest  white  beard  you 
ever  saw,  and  a  hard,  stern  face — " 

"But  what  became  of  your  treasure?"  asked  the  farmer. 

"Ah!  there  you  are!  Those  people  have  no  State  funds 
nor  Bank  of  France;  so  I  packed  my  money-bags  on  board 
a  Greek  tartane,  which  was  captured  by  the  Capitan-Pacha 
himself.  Then  I  myself,  as  you  see  me,  was  within  an  ace 
of  being  impaled  at  Smyrna.  Yes,  on  my  honor,  but  for 
Monsieur  de  Eiviere,  the  Ambassador,  who  happened  to  be 
on  the  spot,  I  should  have  been  executed  as  an  ally  of  AH 
Pacha's.  I  saved  my  head,  or  I  could  not  speak  so  plain- 
ly; but  as  for  the  ten  thousand  talari,  the  thousand  pieces 
of  gold,  and  the  weapons,  oh!  that  was  all  swallowed  down, 
by  that  greedy-guts  the  Capitan-Pacha.  My  position  was 
all  the  more  ticklish  because  the  Capitan-Pacha  was  Chos- 
rew  himself.  After  the  dressing  he  had  had,  the  scamp  had 
got  this  post,  which  is  that  of  High  Admiral  in  France." 

"But  he  had  been  in  the  cavalry,  as  I  understood?"  said 
old  Leger,  who  had  been  listening  attentively  to  this  long 
story. 

"That  shows  how  little  the  East  is  understood  in  the 
Department  of  Seine  etOise!"  exclaimed  Georges.  "Mon- 
sieur, the  Turks  are  like  that. — You  are  a  farmer,  the  Padi- 
shah makes  you  a  Field-Marshal;  if  you  do  not  fulfil  your 
duties  to  his  satisfaction,  so  much  the  worse  for  you.  Off 
with  your  head!  That  is  his  way  of  dismissing  you.  A 
gardener  is  made  prdfet,  and  a  prime  minister  is  a  private 
once  more.  The  Ottomans  know  no  laws  of  promotion  or 
hierarchy. — Chosrew,  who  had  been  a  horseman,  was  now  a 
sailor.  The  Padishah  Mohammed  had  instructed  him  to 
fall  on  All  by  sea;  and  he  had,  in  fact,  mastered  him,  but 
only  by  the  help  of  the  English,  who  got  the  best  of  the 
booty,  the  thieves!  They  laid  hands  on  the  treasure. 

"This  Chosrew,  who  had  not  forgotten  the  riding-lesson 
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I  had  given  him,  recognized  me  at  once.  As  you  may  sup- 
pose, I  was  settled — oh!  done  for! — if  it  had  not  occurred 
to  me  to  appeal,  as  a  Frenchman  and  a  Troubadour,  to 
Monsieur  de  Riviere.  The  Ambassador,  delighted  to  as- 
sert himself,  demanded  my  release.  The  Turks  have  this 
great  merit,  they  are  as  ready  to  let  you  go  as  to  cut  off 
your  head;  they  are  indifferent  to  everything.  The  French 
consul,  a  charming  man  and  a  friend  of  Chosrew's,  got  him 
to  restore  two  thousand  talari,  and  his  name,  I  may  say,  is 
graven  on  my  heart — " 

"And  his  name — ?"  asked  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy. 

He  could  not  forbear  a  look  of  surprise  when  Georges,  in 
fact,  mentioned  the  name  of  one  of  our  most  distinguished 
Consuls-General,  who  was  at  Smyrna  at  the  time. 

"I  was  present,  as  it  fell  out,  at  the  execution  of  the 
Commandant  of  Smyrna,  the  Padishah  having  ordered 
Chosrew  to  put  him  to  death — one  of  the  most  curious 
things  1  ever  saw,  though  I  have  seen  many.  I  will  tell 
you  all  about  it  by  and  by  at  breakfast. 

"From  Smyrna  I  went  to  Spain,  on  hearing  there  was  a 
revolution  there.  I  went  straight  to  Mina,  who  took  me  for 
an  aide-de-camp,  and  gave  me  the  rank  of  Colonel.  So  I 
fought  for  the  Constitutional  party,  which  is  going  to  the 
dogs,  for  we  shall  walk  into  Spain  one  of  those  days." 

"And  you  a  French  officer!"  said  the  Comte  de  Se*rizy 
severely.  "You  are  trusting  very  rashly  to  the  discretion 
of  your  hearers." 

"There  are  no  spies  among  them,"  said  Georges. 

"And  does  it  not  occur  to  you,  Colonel  Georges,"  said 
the  Count,  "that  at  this  very  time  a  conspiracy  is  being 
inquired  into  by  the  Chamber  of  Peers,  which  makes  the 
Government  very  strict  in  its  dealings  with  soldiers  who 
bear  arms  against  France,  or  who  aid  in  intrigues  abroad 
tending  to  the  overthrow  of  any  legitimate  sovereign?" 

At  this  ominous  remark,  the  painter  reddened  up  to  his 
ears,  and  glanced  at  Mistigris,  who  was  speechless. 

"Well,  and  what  then?"  asked  old  Le*ger. 
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""Why,  if  I  by  chance  were  a  magistrate,  would  it  not 
be  my  duty  to  call  on  the  gendarmes  of  the  Brigade  at 
Pierrefitte  to  arrest  Mina's  aide-de-camp,"  said  the  Count, 
"and  to  summons  all  who  are  in  this  chaise  as  witnesses?" 

This  speech  silenced  Georges  all  the  more  effectually  be- 
cause the  vehicle  was  just  passing  the  Gendarmerie  Station, 
where  the  white  flag  was,  to  use  a  classical  phrase,  floating 
on  the  breeze. 

"You  have  too  many  Orders  to  be  guilty  of  such  mean 
conduct,"  said  Oscar. 

".We  will  play  him  a  trick  yet,"  whispered  Georges  to 
Oscar. 

"Colonel,"  said  Leger,  very  much  discomfited  by  the 
Count's  outburst,  and  anxious  to  change  the  subject,  "in 
the  countries  where  you  have  travelled,  what  is  the  farm- 
ing like?  What  are  their  crops  in  rotation?" 

"In  the  first  place,  my  good  friend,  you  must  understand 
that  the  people  are  too  busy  smoking  weeds  to  burn  them  on 
the  land—" 

The  Count  could  not  help  smiling,  and  his  smile  reassured 
the  narrator. 

"And  they  have  a  way  of  cultivating  the  land  which  you 
will  think  strange.  They  do  not  cultivate  it  all;  that  is  their 
system.  The  Turks  and  Greeks  eat  onions  or  rice;  they  col- 
lect opium  from  their  poppies,  which  yields  a  large  revenue, 
and  tobacco  grows  almost  wild — their  famous  Latakia.  Then 
there  are  dates,  bunches  of  sugar-plums,  that  grow  without 
any  trouble.  It  is  a  country  of  endless  resources  and  trade. 
Quantities  of  carpets  are  made  at  Smyrna,  and  not  dear." 

' '  Ay, ' '  said  the  farmer,  ' '  but  if  the  carpets  are  made  of 
wool,  wool  comes  from  sheep;  and  to  have  sheep  they  must 
have  fields,  farms,  and  farming — " 

"There  must,  no  doubt,  be  something  of  the  kind,"  re- 
plied Georges.  "But  rice,  in  the  first  place,  grows  in  water; 
and  then  I  have  always  been  near  the  coast,  and  have  only 
seen  the  country  devastated  by  war.  Besides,  I  have  a  per- 
fect horror  of  statistics." 
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"And  the  taxes?"  said  the  farmer. 

"Ah!  the  taxes  are  heavy.  The  people  are  robbed  of 
everything,  and  allowed  to  keep  the  rest.  The  Pacha  of 
Egypt,  struck  by  the  merits  of  this  system,  was  organizing 
the  Administration  on  that  basis  when  1  left." 

"But  how?"  said  old  Ldger,  who  was  utterly  puzzled. 

"How?"  echoed  Georges.  "There  are  collectors  who 
seize  the  crops,  leaving  the  peasants  just  enough  to  live 
on.  And  by  that  system  there  is  no  trouble  with  papers 
and  red  tape,  the  plague  of  France. — There  you  are?" 

"But  what  right  have  they  to  do  it?"  asked  the  farmer. 

"It  is  the  land  of  despotism,  that's  all.  Did  you  never 
hear  Montesquieu's  fine  definition  of  Despotism — 'Like  the 
savage,  it  cuts  the  tree  down  to  gather  the  fruit. '  ' 

"And  that  is  what  they  want  to  bring  us  back  to!"  cried 
Mistigris.  "But  a  burned  rat  dreads  the  mire." 

"And  it  is  what  we  shall  come  to,"  exclaimed  the  Comte 
de  Sdrizy.  "Those  who  hold  land  will  be  wise  to  sell  it. 
Monsieur  Schinner  must  have  seen  how  such  things  are  done 
in  Italy." 

' '  Corpo  di  Bacco  1  The  Pope  is  not  behind  his  times. 
But  they  are  used  to  it  there.  The  Italians  are  such  good 
people!  So  long  as  they  are  allowed  to  do  a  little  highway 
murdering  of  travellers,  they  are  quite  content." 

"But  you,  too,  do  not  wear  the  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor  that  was  givea  you  in  1819, ' '  remarked  the  Count. 
"Is  the  fashion  universal?" 

Mistigris  and  the  false  Schinner  reddened  up  to  their  hair. 

"Oh,  with  me  it  is  different, "  replied  Schinner.  "I  do 
not  wish  to  be  recognized.  Do  not  betray  me,  Monsieur. 
I  mean  to  pass  for  a  quite  unimportant  painter;  in  fact,  a 
mere  decorator.  I  am  going  to  a  gentleman's  house  where 
1  am  anxious  to  excite  no  suspicion." 

"Oh,  ho!"  said  the  Count,  "a  lady!  a  love  affair! — How 
happy  you  are  to  be  young!" 

Oscar,  who  was  bursting  in  his  skin  with  envy  at  being 
nobody  and  having  nothing  to  say,  looked  from  Colonel 
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Czerni-Georges  to  Schinner  the  great  artist,  wondering 
whether  he  could  not  make  something  of  himself.  But 
what  could  he  be,  a  boy  of  nineteen,  packed  off  to  spend 
a  fortnight  or  three  weeks  in  the  country  with  the  steward 
of  Presles?  The  Alicante  had  gone  to  his  head,  and  his 
conceit  was  making  the  blood  boil  in  his  veins.  Thus, 
when  the  sham  Schinner  seemed  to  hint  at  some  romantic 
adventure  of  which  the  joys  must  be  equal  to  the  danger, 
he  gazed  at  him  with  eyes  flashing  with  rage  and  envy. 

"Ahl"  said  the  Count,  with  a  look  half  of  envy  and  half 
of  incredulity,  "you  must  love  a  woman  very  much  to  make 
such  sacrifices  for  her  sake," 

"What  sacrifices?"  asked  Mistigris. 

"Don't  you  know,  my  little  friend,  that  a  ceiling  painted 
by  so  great  a  master  is  covered  with  gold  in  payment?"  re- 
plied the  Count.  "Why,  if  the  Civil  List  pays  you  thirty 
thousand  francs  for  those  of  the  two  rooms  in  the  Louvre," 
he  went  on,  turning  to  Schinner,  "you  would  certainly  charge 
a  humble  individual,  a  bourgeois,  as  you  call  us  in  your  stu- 
dios, twenty  thousand  for  a  ceiling,  while  an  unknown  dec- 
orator would  hardly  get  two  thousand  francs." 

"The  money  loss  is  not  the  worst  of  it,"  replied  Misti- 
gris. "You  must  consider  that  it  will  be  a  masterpiece, 
and  that  he  must  not  sign  it  for  fear  of  compromising  Aer." 

"Ahl  I  would  gladly  restore  all  my  orders  to  the  sover- 
eigns of  Europe  to  be  loved  as  a  young  man  must  be,  to  be 
moved  to  such  devotion!"  cried  Monsieur  de  Se'rizy. 

"Ay,  there  you  are,"  said  Mistigris.  "A  man  who  is 
young  is  beloved  of  many  women ;  and,  as  the  saying  goes, 
there  is  safety  in  grumblers." 

"And  what  does  Madame  Schinner  say  to  it?"  asked  the 
Count,  "for  you  married  for  love  the  charming  Adelaide  de 
Eouville,  the  niece  of  old  Admiral  Kergarouet,  who  got  you 
the  work  at  the  Louvre,  I  believe,  through  the  interest  of  his 
nephew  the  Comte  de  Fontaine." 

"Is a  painter  ever  a  married  man  when  he  is  travelling?" 
asked  Mistigris. 


A   START  IN  LIFE  217 

"That,  then,  is  Studio  morality?"  exclaimed  the  Count 
in  an  idiotic  way. 

"Is  the  morality  of  the  Courts  where  you  got  your  Orders 
any  better?"  said  Schinner,  who  had  recovered  his  presence 
of  mind,  which  had  deserted  him  for  a  moment  when  he  heard 
that  the  Count  was  so  well  informed  as  to  the  commission  given 
to  the  real  Schinner. 

"I  never  asked  for  one, "  replied  the  Count.  "I  flatter  my- 
self  that  they  were  all  honestly  earned." 

"And  it  becomes  you  like  a  pig  in  dress-boots,"  said 
Mistigris. 

Monsieur  de  Serizy  would  not  betray  himself;  he  put 
on  an  air  of  stupid  good-nature  as  he  looked  out  over  the 
valley  of  Groslay,  into  which  they  diverged  where  the 
roads  fork,  taking  the  road  to  Saint-Brice,  and  leaving 
that  to  Chantilly  on  their  right. 

"Ay,  take  that  I"  said  Oscar  between  his  teeth. 

"And  is  Eome  as  fine  as  it  is  said  to  be  ?"  Georges  asked 
of  the  painter. 

"Rome  is  fine  only  to  those  who  love  it;  you  must  have 
a  passion  for  it  to  be  happy  there;  but,  as  a  town,  I  prefer 
Venice,  though  I  was  near  being  assassinated  there." 

"My  word!  But  for  me,"  said  Mistigris,  "your  goose 
would  have  been  cooked!  It  was  that  rascal  Lord  Byron 
who  played  you  that  trick.  That  devil  of  an  Englishman 
was  as  mad  as  a  hatter!" 

"Hold  your  tongue,"  said  Schiuner.  "I  won't  have 
anything  known  of  my  affair  with  Lord  Byron." 

"But  you  must  confess, "  said  Mistigris,  "that  you  were 
very  glad  that  I  had  learned  to  'box'  in  our  French  fashion?" 

Now  and  again  Pierrotin  and  the  Count  exchanged  sig- 
nificant glances,  which  would  have  disturbed  men  a  little 
more  worldly-wise  than  these  five  fellow-travellers. 

"Lords  and  pachas,  and  ceilings  worth  thirty  thousand 
francs!     Bless  me!"  cried  the  I'lsle-Adam  carrier,  "I  have 
crowned  heads  on  board  to-day.      What  handsome  tips  I 
shall  get!" 
VoU  C.  BALZAC— J 
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v'To  say  nothing  of  the  places  being  paid  foi, ''  said  Mis- 
tigris  slyly. 

"It  comes  in  the  nick  of  time,"  Pierrotin  went  on.  "For, 
you  know,  my  fine  new  coach,  Pere  Leger,  for  which  I  paid 
two  thousand  francs  on  account — well,  those  swindling 
coach-builders,  to  whom  I  am  to  pay  two  thousand  five 
hundred  francs  to-morrow,  would  not  take  fifteen  hundred 
francs  down  and  a  bill  for  a  thousand  at  two  months. — The 
vultures  insist  on  it  all  in  ready  money.  Fancy  being  as 
hard  as  that  on  a  man  who  has  travelled  this  road  for  eight 
years,  the  father  of  a  family,  and  putting  him  in  danger  of 
losing  everything,  money  and  coach  both,  for  lack  of  a 
wretched  sum  of  a  thousand  francs! — Gee  up,  Bichette. — 
They  would  not  dare  do  it  to  one  of  the  big  companies,  I 
lay  a  wager." 

"Bless  me!     No  thong,  no  crupper!"  said  the  student. 

"You  have  only  eight  hundred  francs  to  seek,"  replied 
the  Count,  understanding  that  this  speech  addressed  to  the 
farmer  was  a  sort  of  bill  drawn  on  himself. 

"That's  true,"  said  Pierrotin.     "Come  up,  Eougeot!" 

"You  must  have  seen  some  fine-painted  ceilings  at  Yen- 
ice,"  said  the  Count,  speaking  to  Schinner. 

"I  was  too  desperately  in  love  to  pay  any  attention  to 
what  at  the  time  seemed  to  me  mere  trifles,"  replied  Schin- 
ner. "And  yet  I  might  have  been  cured  of  love-affairs ;  for 
in  the  Yenetian  States  themselves,  in  Dalmatia,  I  had  just 
had  a  sharp  lesson." 

"Can  you  tell  the  tale?"  asked  Georges.  "I  know 
Dalmatia." 

"Well,  then,  if  you  have  been  there,  you  know,  of  course, 
that  up  in  that  corner  of  the  Adriatic  they  are  all  old  pirates, 
outlaws,  and  corsairs  retired  from  business,  when  they  have 
escaped  hanging,  all — " 

"Uscoques,  in  short,"  said  Georges. 

On  hearing  this,  the  right  name,  the  Count,  whom  Napo- 
leon had  sent  into  the  provinces  of  Illyria,  looked  sharply 
round,  so  much  was  he  astonished. 
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"It  waa  in  the  town  where  the  Maraschino  is  made,"  said 
Schinner,  seeming  to  try  to  remember  a  name. 

"Zara,"  said  Georges.  "Yes,  I  have  been  there;  it  is 
on  the  coast." 

"You  have  hit  it,"  said  the  painter.  "I  went  there  to  see 
the  country,  for  I  have  a  passion  for  landscape.  Twenty 
times  have  I  made  up  my  mind  to  try  landscape  painting, 
which  no  one  understands,  in  my  opinion,  but  Mistigris,  who 
will  one  of  these  days  be  a  Hobbema,  Ruysdael,  Claude  Lor- 
raine, Poussin,  and  all  the  tribe  in  one." 

"Well,"  exclaimed  the  Count,  "if  he  is  but  one  of  them, 
he  will  do." 

"If  you  interrupt  so  often,  we  shall  never  know  where 
we  are. ' ' 

"Besides,  our  friend  here  is  not  speaking  to  you,"  added 
Georges  to  the  Count. 

"It  is  not  good  manners  to  interrupt,"  said  Mistigris  sen- 
tentiously.  "However,  we  did  the  same;  and  we  should  all 
be  the  losers  if  we  didn't  diversify  the  conversation  by  an 
exchange  of  reflections.  All  Frenchmen  are  equal  in  a  public 
chaise,  as  the  grandson  of  Czerni- Georges  told  us. — So  pray 
go  on,  delightful  old  man,  more  of  your  bunkum.  It  is  quite 
the  correct  thing  in  the  best  society;  and  you  know  the  say- 
ing, Do  in  Turkey  as  the  Turkeys  do." 

"I  had  heard  wonders  of  Dalmatia,"  Schinner  went  on. 
"So  off  I  went,  leaving  Mistigris  at  the  inn  at  Venice." 

"At  the  locanda,"  said  Mistigris;  "put  in  the  local  color." 

"Zara  is,  as  I  have  been  told,  a  vile  hole — " 

"Yes,"  said  Georges;  "but  it  is  fortified." 

"I  should  say  so!"  replied  Schinner,  "and  the  fortifica- 
tions are  an  important  feature  in  my  story.  At  Zara  there 
are  a  great  many  apothecaries,  and  I  lodged  with  one  of  them. 
In  foreign  countries  the  principal  business  of  every  native 
is  to  let  lodgings,  his  trade  is  purely  accessory. 

"In  the  evening,  when  I  had  changed  my  shirt,  I  went 
out  on  my  balcony.  Now  on  the  opposite  balcony  I  per- 
ceived a  woman — oh  I  But  a  woman  I  A  Greek;  that  says 
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everything,  the  loveliest  creature  in  all  the  town.  Almond 
eyes,  eyelids  that  came  down  over  them  like  blinds,  and 
lashes  like  paint-brushes;  an  oval  face  that  might  have  turned 
Rafael's  brain,  a  complexion  of  exquisite  hue,  melting  tones, 
a  skin  of  velvet — hands — oh!" 

"And  not  molded  in  butter  like  those  of  David's  school," 
said  Mistigris. 

"You  insist  on  talking  like  a  painter!"  cried  Georges. 

"There,  you  see!  drive  nature  out  with  a  pitchfork  and 
it  comes  back  in  a  paint-box,"  replied  Mistigris. 

"And  her  costume — a  genuine  Greek  costume,"  Schinner 
went  on.  "As  you  may  suppose,  I  was  in  flames.  I  ques- 
tioned my  Diafoirus,  and  he  informed  me  that  my  fair  neigh- 
bor's name  was  Zena.  I  changed  my  shirt.  To  marry  Ze*na, 
her  husband,  an  old  villain,  had  paid  her  parents  three  hun- 
dred thousand  francs,  the  girl's  beauty  was  so  famous;  and 
she  really  was  the  loveliest  creature  in  all  Dalmatia,  Illyria, 
and  the  Adriatic. — In  that  part  of  the  world  you  buy  your 
wife,  and  without  having  seen  her — " 

"I  will  not  go  there,"  said  old  Le'ger. 

"My  sleep,  some  nights,  is  illuminated  by  Ze*na's  eyes," 
said  Schinner.  "Her  adoring  young  husband  was  sixty- 
seven.  Good!  But  he  was  as  jealous — not  as  a  tiger,  for 
they  say  a  tiger  is  as  jealous  as  a  Dalmatian,  and  my  man 
was  worse  than  a  Dalmatian ;  he  was  equal  to  three  Dalma- 
tians and  a  half.  He  was  an  Uscoque,  a  turkey-cock,  a  high 
cockalorum  game-cock!" 

"In  short,  the  worthy  hero  of  a  cock-and-bull  story,"  said 
Mistigris. 

"Good  for  you!"  replied  Georges,  laughing. 

"After  being  a  corsair,  and  perhaps  a  pirate,  my  man 
thought  no  more  of  spitting  a  Christian  than  I  do  of  spitting 
out  of  window,"  Schinner  went  on.  "A  pretty  lookout  for 
me.  And  rich — rolling  in  millions,  the  old  villain!  And 
as  ugly  as  a  pirate  may  be,  for  some  Pacha  had  wanted  his 
ears,  and  he  had  dropped  an  eye  somewhere  on  his  travels. 
But  my  Uscoque  made  good  use  of  the  one  he  had,  and  you 
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may  take  my  word  for  it  when  I  tell  you  he  had  eyes  all 
round  his  head.  'Never  does  he  let  his  wife  out  of  his  sight,' 
said  my  little  Diafoirus. — 'If  she  should  require  your  ser- 
vices, I  would  take  your  place  in  disguise,'  said  I.  'It  is  a 
trick  that  is  very  successful  in  our  stage-plays.' — It  would 
take  too  long  to  describe  the  most  delightful  period  of  my 
life,  three  days,  to  wit,  that  I  spent  at  my  window  ogling 
Ze*ua,  and  putting  on  a  clean  shirt  every  morning.  The 
situation  was  all  the  more  ticklish  and  exciting  because  the 
least  gesture  bore  some  dangerous  meaning.  Finally,  Z£na, 
no  doubt,  came  to  the  conclusion  that  in  all  the  world  none 
but  a  foreigner,  a  Frenchman,  and  an  artist  would  be  capable 
of  making  eyes  at  her  in  the  midst  of  the  perils  that  sur- 
rounded him;  so,  as  she  execrated  her  hideous  pirate,  she 
responded  to  my  gaze  with  glances  that  were  enough  to  lift 
a  man  into  the  vault  of  Paradise  without  any  need  of  pulleys. 
I  was  screwed  up  higher  and  higher!  I  was  tuned  to  the 
pitch  of  Don  Quixote.  At  last  I  exclaimed,  'Well,  the  old 
wretch  may  kill  me,  but  here  goes!' — Not  a  landscape  did 
I  study;  I  was  studying  my  corsair's  lair.  At  night,  hav- 
ing put  on  my  most  highly  scented  clean  shirt,  I  crossed  the 
street  and  I  went  in — " 

"Into  the  house?"  said  Oscar. 

"Into  the  house?"  said  Georges. 

"Into  the  house,"  repeated  Schinner. 

"Well!  you  are  as  bold  as  brass!"  cried  the  farmer.  "I 
wouldn't  have  gone,  that's  all  I  can  say — " 

"With  all  the  more  reason  that  you  would  have  stuck  in 
the  door,"  replied  Schinner.  "Well,  I  went  in,"  he  con- 
tinued, "and  I  felt  two  hands  which  took  hold  of  mine.  I 
said  nothing;  for  those  hands,  as  smooth  as  the  skin  of  an 
onion,  impressed  silence  on  me.  A  whisper  in  my  ear  said 
in  Venetian,  'He  is  asleep.'  Then,  being  sure  that  no  one 
would  meet  us,  Zena  and  I  went  out  on  the  ramparts  for  an 
airing,  but  escorted,  if  you  please,  by  an  old  duenna  as  ugly 
as  sin,  who  stuck  to  us  like  a  shadow;  and  I  could  not  in- 
duce Madame  la  Pirate  to  dismiss  this  ridiculous  attendant. 
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"Next  evening  we  did  the  same;  I  wanted  to  send  the 
old  woman  home;  Zena  refused.  As  my  fair  one  spoke 
Greek,  and  I  spoke  Venetian,  we  could  come  to  no  under- 
standing— we  parted  in  anger !  Said  I  to  myself,  as  I  changed 
my  shirt,  'Next  time  surely  there  will  be  no  old  woman,  and 
we  can  make  friends  again,  each  in  our  mother  tongue. ' — 
"Well,  and  it  was  the  old  woman  that  saved  me,  as  you  shall 
hear. — It  was  so  fine  that,  to  divert  suspicion,  I  went  out  to 
look  about  me,  after  we  had  made  it  up,  of  course.  After 
walking  round  the  ramparts,  I  was  coming  quietly  home  with 
my  hands  in  my  pockets  when  I  saw  the  street  packed  full 
of  people.  Such  a  crowd! — as  if  there  was  an  execution. 
This  crowd  rushed  at  me.  I  was  arrested,  handcuffed,  and 
led  off  in  charge  of  the  police.  No,  you  cannot  imagine,  and 
I  hope  you  may  never  know,  what  it  is  to  be  supposed  to  be 
a  murderer  by  a  frenzied  mob,  throwing  stones  at  you,  yell- 
ing after  you  from  top  to  bottom  of  the  high  street  of  a  coun- 
try town,  and  pursuing  you  with  threats  of  death!  Every 
eye  is  a  flame  of  fire,  abuse  is  on  every  lip,  these  firebrands 
of  loathing  flare  up  above  a  hideous  cry  of  'Kill  him!  down 
with  the  murderer!' — a  sort  of  bass  in  the  background." 

"So  your  Dalmatians  yelled  in  French?"  said  the  Count. 
"You  describe  the  scene  as  if  it  had  happened  yester- 
day." 

Schinner  was  for  the  moment  dumfounded. 

"The  mob  speaks  the  same  language  everywhere, "  said 
Mistigris  the  politician. 

"Finally,"  Schinner  went  on  again,  "when  I  was  in  the 
local  Court  of  Justice  and  in  the  presence  of  the  judges  of 
that  country,  I  was  informed  that  the  diabolical  corsair  was 
dead,  poisoned  by  Zena. — How  I  wished  I  could  put  on  a 
clean  shirt! 

"On  my  soul,  I  knew  nothing  about  this  melodrama.  It 
would  seem  that  the  fair  Greek  was  wont  to  add  a  little 
opium — poppies  are  so  plentiful  there,  as  Monsieur  has  told 
you — to  her  pirate's  grog  to  secure  a  few  minutes'  liberty  to 
take  a  walk,  and  the  night  before  the  poor  woman  had  made 
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a  mistake  in  the  dose.  It  was  the  damned  corsair's  money 
that  made  the  trouble  for  my  Ze*na;  but  she  accounted  for 
everything  so  simply  that  I  was  released  at  once  on  the 
strength  of  the  old  woman's  affidavit,  with  an  order  from 
the  Mayor  of  the  town  and  the  Austrian  Commissioner  of 
Police  to  remove  myself  to  Rome.  Ze*na,  who  allowed  the 
heirs  and  the  officers  of  the  law  to  help  themselves  liberally 
to  the  Uscoque's  wealth,  was  let  off,  I  was  told,  with  two 
years'  seclusion  in  a  convent,  where  she  still  is. — I  will  go 
back  and  paint  her  portrait,  for  in  a  few  years  everything 
will  be  forgotten. — And  these  are  the  follies  of  eighteen!" 

"Yes,  and  you  left  me  without  a  sou  in  the  locanda  at 
Venice,"  said  Mistigris.  "I  made  my  way  from  Venice 
to  Rome,  to  see  if  I  could  find  you,  by  daubing  portraits  at 
five  francs  a  head,  and  never  got  paid ;  but  it  was  a  jolly 
time!  Happiness,  they  say,  does  not  dwell  under  gilt 
hoofs." 

"You  may  imagine  the  reflections  that  choked  me  with 
bile  in  a  Dalmatian  prison,  thrown  there  without  a  protector, 
having  to  answer  to  the  Dalmatian  Austrians,  and  threatened 
with  the  loss  of  my  head  for  having  twice  taken  a  walk  with 
a  woman  who  insisted  on  being  followed  by  her  housekeeper. 
That  is  what  I  call  bad  luck!"  cried  Schinner. 

"What,"  said  Oscar  guilelessly,  "did  that  happen  to 
you?" 

"Why  not  to  this  gentleman,  since  it  had  already  hap- 
pened during  the  French  occupation  of  Illyria  to  one  of  our 
most  distinguished  artillery  officers?"  said  the  Count  with 
meaning. 

"And  did  you  believe  the  artilleryman?"  asked  Misti- 
gris slyly. 

"And  is  that  all?"  asked  Oscar. 

"Well,"  said  Mistigris,  "he  cannot  tell  you  that  he  had 
his  head  cut  off.  Those  who  live  last  live  longest." 

"And  are  there  any  farms  out  there?"  asked  old  Le"ger. 
"What  do  they  grow  there?" 

"There  is  the  Maraschino  crop,"  said  Mistigris.     "A 
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plant  that  grows  just  as  high  as  your  lips  and  yields  the 
liqueur  of  that  name." 

"Ah!"  saidLdger. 

"I  was  only  three  days  in  the  town  and  a  fortnight  in 
prison,"  replied  Schinner.  "I  saw  nothing,  not  even  the 
fields  where  they  grow  the  Maraschino." 

"They  are  making  game  of  you,"  said  Georges  to  the 
farmer.  "Maraschino  grows  in  cases." 

Pierrotin's  chaise  was  now  on  the  way  down  one  of  the 
steep  sides  of  the  valley  of  Saint-Brice,  toward  the  inn  in 
the  middle  of  that  large  village,  where  he  was  to  wait  an  hour 
to  let  his  horses  take  breath,  eat  their  oats,  and  get  a  drink. 
It  was  now  about  half -past  one. 

"Hallo!  It  is  farmer  Legerl"  cried  the  innkeeper,  as 
the  vehicle  drew  up  at  his  door.  "Do  you  take  break- 
fast?" 

"Once  every  day,"  replied  the  burly  customer.  "We 
can  eat  a  snack." 

"Order  breakfast  for  us,"  said  Georges,  carrying  his  cane 
as  if  he  were  shouldering  a  musket,  in  a  cavalier  style  that 
bewitched  Oscar. 

Oscar  felt  a  pang  of  frenzy  when  he  saw  this  reckless 
adventurer  take  a  fancy  straw  cigar-case  out  of  his  side 
pocket,  and  from  it  a  beautiful  tan-colored  cigar,  which  he 
smoked  in  the  doorway  while  waiting  for  the  meal. 

"Do  you  smoke?"  said  Georges  to  Oscar. 

"Sometimes,"  said  the  schoolboy,  puffing  out  his  little 
chest  and  assuming  a  dashing  style. 

Georges  held  out  the  open  cigar-case  to  Oscar  and  to 
Schinner. 

"The  devil!"  said  the  great  painter.     "Ten-sous  cigars!" 

"The  remains  of  what  I  brought  from  Spain,"  said  the 
adventurer.  "Are  you  going  to  have  breakfast?" 

"No,"  said  the  artist.  "They  will  wait  for  me  at  the 
chateau.  Besides,  I  had  some  food  before  starting." 

"And  you?"  said  Georges  to  Oscar. 

"I  have  had  breakfast,"  said  Oscar. 
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Oscar  would  have  given  ten  years  of  his  life  to  have 
boots  and  trouser-straps.  He  stood  sneezing,  and  choking, 
and  spitting,  and  sucking  up  the  smoke  with  ill-disguised 
grimaces. 

"You  don't  know  how  to  smoke,"  said  Schinner.  "Look 
here,"  and  Schinner,  without  moving  a  muscle,  drew  in  the 
smoke  of  his  cigar  and  blew  it  out  through  his  nose  without 
the  slightest  effort.  Then  again  he  kept  the  smoke  in  his 
throat,  took  the  cigar  out  of  his  mouth,  and  exhaled  it 
gracefully. 

"There,  young  man,"  said  the  painter. 

"And  this,  young  man,  is  another  way,"  said  Georges, 
Imitating  Schinner,  but  swallowing  the  smoke  so  that  none 
returned. 

"And  my  parents  fancy  that  I  am  educated,"  thought 
poor  Oscar,  trying  to  smoke  with  a  grace.  But  he  felt  so 
mortally  sick  that  he  allowed  Mistigris  to  bone  his  cigar 
and  to  say,  as  he  puffed  at  it  with  conspicuous  satisfaction: 
"I  suppose  you  have  nothing  catching." 

But  Oscar  wished  he  were  only  strong  enough  to  hit 
Mistigris. 

"Why,"  said  he,  pointing  to  Colonel  Georges,  "eight 
francs  for  Alicante  and  cheese-cakes,  forty  sous  in  cigars, 
and  his  breakfast,  which  will  cost — " 

"Ten  francs  at  least,"  said  Mistigris.  "But  so  it  is,  little 
dishes  make  long  bills." 

"Well,  Pere  Le'ger,  we  can  crack  a  bottle  of  Bordeaux 
apiece?"  said  Georges  to  the  farmer. 

"His  breakfast  will  cost  him  twenty  francs,"  cried  Oscar. 
"Why,  that  comes  to  more  than  thirty  francs!" 

Crushed  by  the  sense  of  his  inferiority,  Oscar  sat  down 
on  the  corner-stone  lost  in  a  revery,  which  hindered  his  ob- 
serving that  his  trousers,  hitched  up  as  he  sat,  showed  the 
line  of  union  between  an  old  stocking-leg  and  a  new  foot 
to  it,  a  masterpiece  of  his  mother's  skill. 

"Our  understandings  are  twins,  if  not  our  soles,"  said 
Mistigris,  pulling  one  leg  of  his  trousers  a  little  way  up  to 
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show  a  similar  effect.     "But  a  baker's  children  are  always 
worst  bread." 

The  jest  made  Monsieur  de  Se'rizy  smile  as  he  stood  with 
folded  arms  under  the  gateway  behind  the  two  lads.  Heed- 
less as  they  were,  the  solemn  statesman  envied  them  their 
faults;  he  liked  their  bounce,  and  admired  the  quickness 
of  their  fun. 

"Well,  can  you  get  les  Moulineaux?  for  you  went  to 
Paris  to  fetch  the  money,"  said  the  innkeeper  to  old  Le*ger, 
having  just  shown  him  a  nag  for  sale  in  his  stables.  "It  will 
be  a  fine  joke  to  screw  a  bit  out  of  the  Comte  de  Se'rizy,  a 
peer  of  France  and  a  State  Minister." 

The  wily  old  courtier  betrayed  nothing  in  his  face,  but 
he  looked  round  to  watch  the  farmer. 

"His  goose  is  cooked  I"  replied  Leger  in  a  low  voice. 

"So  much  the  better;  I  love  to  see  your  bigwigs  done. — 
And  if  you  want  a  score  or  so  thousand  francs,  I  will  loan 
you  the  money.  But  Frangois,  the  driver  of  Touchards'  six 
o'clock  coach,  told  me  as  he  went  through  that  Monsieur 
Margueron  is  invited  to  dine  with  the  Comte  de  Se'rizy  him- 
self to-day  at  Presles." 

"That  is  His  Excellency's  plan,  but  we  have  our  little 
notions  too,"  replied  the  farmer. 

"Ah,  but  the  Count  will  find  a  place  for  Monsieur  Mar- 
gueron's  son,  and  you  have,  no  places  to  give  away,"  said 
the  innkeeper. 

"No;  but  if  the  Count  has  the  Ministers  on  his  side,  I 
have  King  Louis  XVIII.  on  mine,"  said  Ldger  in  the  inn- 
keeper's ear,  "and  forty  thousand  of  his  effigies  handed  over 
to  Master  Moreau  will  enable  me  to  buy  les  Moulineaux  for 
two  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  francs  before  Monsieur  de 
Se'rizy  can  step  in,  and  he  will  be  glad  enough  to  take  it  off 
my  hands  for  three  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  rather  than 
have  the  lands  valued  lot  by  lot." 

"Not  a  bad  turn,  master,"  said  his  friend. 

"How  is  that  for  a  stroke  of  business  ?"  said  the  farmer. 
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"And,  after  all,  the  farm  lands  are  worth  it  to  him,"  said 
the  innkeeper. 

"Les  Moulineaux  pays  six  thousand  francs  a  year  in 
kind,  and  I  mean  to  renew  the  lease  at  seven  thousand  five 
hundred  for  eighteen  years.  So  as  he  invests  at  more  than 
two  and  a  half  per  cent,  Monsieur  le  Comte  won't  be  robbed. 
Not  to  commit  Monsieur  Moreau,  I  am  to  be  proposed  to 
the  Count  by  him  as  a  tenant;  he  will  seem  to  be  taking 
care  of  his  master's  interests  by  finding  him  nearly  three  per 
cent  for  his  money  and  a  farmer  who  will  pay  regularly — " 

"And  what  will  Moreau  get  out  of  the  job  altogether?" 

"Well,  if  the  Count  makes  him  a  present  of  ten  thousand 
francs,  he  will  clear  fifty  thousand  on  the  transaction;  but 
he  will  have  earned  them  fairly." 

"And,  after  all,  what  does  the  Count  care  for  Presles? 
He  is  so  rich,"  said  the  innkeeper.  "I  have  never  set  eyes 
on  him  myself." 

"Nor  I  neither,"  said  the  farmer.  "But  he  is  coming 
at  last  to  live  there;  he  would  not  otherwise  be  laying  out 
two  hundred  thousand  francs  on  redecorating  the  rooms. 
It  is  as  fine  as  the  King's  palace." 

"Well,  then,"  replied  the  other,  "it  is  high  time  that 
Moreau  should  feather  his  nest." 

"Yes,  yes;  for  when  once  the  Master  and  Mis'ess  are  on 
the  spot,  they  will  not  keep  their  eyes  in  their  pockets." 

Though  the  conversation  was  carried  on  in  a  low  tone,  the 
Count  had  kept  his  ears  open. 

"Here  I  have  all  the  evidence  I  was  going  in  search  of," 
thought  he,  looking  at  the  burly  farmer  as  he  went  back  into 
the  kitchen.  "But  perhaps  it  is  no  more  than  a  scheme  as 
yet.  Perhaps  Moreau  has  not  closed  with  the  offer — !"  So 
averse  was  he  to  believe  that  the  land-steward  was  capable 
of  mixing  himself  up  in  such  a  plot. 

Pierrotin  now  came  out  to  give  his  horses  water.  The 
Count  supposed  that  the  driver  would  breakfast  with  the 
innkeeper  and  Le*ger,  and  what  he  had  overheard  made  him 
fear  the  least  betrayal. 
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"The  whole  posse  are  in  league,"  thought  he;  "it  serves 
them  right  to  thwart  their  scheming. — Pierrotin,"  said  he  in 
a  low  voice  as  he  went  up  to  the  driver,  "I  promised  you 
ten  louis  to  keep  my  secret;  but  if  you  will  take  care  not 
to  let  out  my  name — and  I  shall  know  whether  you  have 
mentioned  it,  or  given  the  least  clew  to  it,  to  any  living 
soul,  even  at  1'Isle-Adam — to-morrow  morning,  as  you  pass 
the  chateau,  I  will  give  you  the  thousand  francs  to  pay  for 
your  new  coach. — And  for  greater  safety,"  added  he,  slap- 
ping Pierrotin 's  back,  "do  without  your  breakfast;  stay 
outside  with  your  horses." 

Pierrotin  had  turned  pale  with  joy. 

"I  understand,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  trust  me.  It  is  old 
PereLe*ger—  " 

"It  concerns  every  living  soul,"  replied  the  Count. 

"Be  easy. — Come,  hurry  up,"  said  Pierrotin,  half  open- 
ing the  kitchen  door,  "we  are  late  already.  Listen,  Pere 
Le*ger,  there  is  the  hill  before  us,  you  know;  I  am  not 
hungry ;  I  will  go  on  slowly,  and  you  will  easily  catch  me 
up. — A  walk  will  do  you  good." 

"The  man  is  in  a  devil  of  a  hurry!"  said  the  innkeeper. 
"Won't  you  come  and  join  us?  The  Colonel  is  standing 
wine  at  fifty  sous,  and  a  bottle  of  champagne." 

"No,  I  can't.  I  have  a  fish  on  board  to  be  delivered  at 
Stors  by  three  o'clock  for  a  big  dinner;  and  such  customers 
don't  see  a  joke  any  more  than  the  fish." 

"All  right,"  said  Leger  to  the  innkeeper;  "put  the  horse 
you  want  me  to  buy  in  the  shafts  of  your  gig,  and  you  can 
drive  us  on  to  pick  up  Pierrotin.  Then  we  can  breakfast 
in  peace,  and  I  shall  see  what  the  nag  can  do.  Three  of  us 
can  very  well  ride  in  your  trap." 

To  the  Count's  great  satisfaction,  Pierrotin  himself 
brought  out  his  horses.  Schinner  and  Mistigris  had  walked 
forward. 

Pierrotin  picked  up  the  two  artists  half-way  between 
Saint-Brice  and  Poncelles;  and  just  as  he  reached  the  top 
of  the  hill,  whence  they  had  a  view  of  Ecouen,  the  belfry  of 
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le  Mesnil,  and  the  woods  which  encircle  that  beautiful  land- 
scape,  the  sound  of  a  galloping  horse  drawing  a  gig  that 
rattled  and  jingled  announced  the  pursuit  of  Pdre  Le'ger 
and  Minn's  Colonel,  who  settled  themselves  into  the  chaise 
again. 

As  Pierrotin  zigzagged  down  the  hill  into  Moisselles, 
Georges,  who  had  never  ceased  expatiating  to  old  Le'ger 
on  the  beauty  of  the  innkeeper's  wife  at  Saint-Brice,  ex- 
claimed: "I  say,  this  is  not  amiss  by  way  of  landscape, 
Great  Painter?" 

"It  ought  not  to  astonish  you,  who  have  seen  Spain  and 
the  East." 

"And  I  have  two  of  the  Spanish  cigars  left.  If  nobody 
objects,  will  you  finish  them  off,  Schinner  ?  The  little  man 
had  enough  with  a  mouthful  or  two." 

Old  Le'ger  and  the  Count  kept  silence,  which  was  taken 
for  consent. 

Oscar,  annoyed  at  being  spoken  of  as  "a  little  man,"  re- 
torted while  the  others  were  lighting  their  cigars:  "Though 
I  have  not  been  Mina's  aide-de-camp,  Monsieur,  and  have 
not  been  in  the  East,  I  may  go  there  yet.  The  career  for 
which  my  parents  intend  me  will,  I  hope,  relieve  me  of  the 
necessity  of  riding  in  a  public  chaise  when  I  am  as  old  as 
you  are.  When  once  I  am  a  person  of  importance,  and  get 
a  place,  I  will  stay  in  it — " 

"Et  cetera  punctuml"  said  Mistigris,  imitating  the  sort 
of  hoarse  crow  which  made  Oscar's  speech  even  more  ridic- 
ulous; for  the  poor  boy  was  at  the  age  when  the  beard  be- 
gins to  grow  and  the  voice  to  break.  "After  all,"  added 
Mistigris,  "extremes  bleat." 

"My  word!"  said  Schinner,  "the  horses  can  scarcely  drag 
such  a  weight  of  dignity." 

"So  your  parents  intend  to  start  you  in  a  career,"  said 
Georges  very  seriously.  "And  what  may  it  be  ?" 

"In  diplomacy,"  said  Oscar. 

Three  shouts  of  laughter  went  forth  like  three  rockets 
from  Mistigris,  Schinner,  and  the  old  farmer.  Even  the 
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Count  could   not  help   smiling.      Georges   kept   his   coun- 
tenance. 

"By  Allah!  But  there  is  nothing  to  laugh  at,"  said  the 
Colonel.  "Only,  young  man,"  he  went  on,  addressing  Oscar, 
"it  struck  me  that  your  respectable  mother  is  not  for  the 
moment  in  a  social  position  wholly  beseeming  an  ambas- 
sadress.— She  had  a  most  venerable  straw  bag,  and  a  patch 
on  her  shoe." 

"My  mother,  Monsieur!"  said  Oscar,  fuming  with  indig- 
nation. "It  was  our  housekeeper." 

"  'Our'  is  most  aristocratic!"  cried  the  Count,  interrupt- 
ing Oscar. 

"The  King  says  owr,"  replied  Oscar  haughtily. 

A  look  from  Georges  checked  a  general  burst  of  laughter ; 
it  conveyed  to  the  painter  and  to  Mistigris  the  desirability 
of  dealing  judiciously  with  Oscar,  so  as  to  make  the  most  of 
this  mine  of  amusement. 

"The  gentleman  is  right,"  said  the  painter  to  the  Count, 
designating  Oscar.  "Gentlefolk  talk  of  our  house;  only 
second-rate  people  talk  of  my  house.  Everybody  has  a 
mania  for  seeming  to  have  what  he  has  not.  For  a  man 
loaded  with  decorations — " 

"Then,  Monsieur  also  is  a  decorator?"  asked  Mistigris. 

"You  know  nothing  of  Court  language. — I  beg  the  favor 
of  your  protection,  your  Excellency,"  added  Schinner,  turn- 
ing to  Oscar. 

"I  must  congratulate  myself,"  said  the  Count,  "on  h«*v 
ing  travelled  with  three  men  who  are  or  will  be  famous— a 
painter  who   is  already  illustrious,   a   future   general,   and 
a  young  diplomatist  who  will  some  day  reunite  Belgium 
to  France." 

But  Oscar,  having  so  basely  denied  his  mother,  and  furi- 
ous at  perceiving  that  his  companions  were  making  game  of 
him,  determined  to  convince  their  incredulity  at  any  cost. 

"All  is  not  gold  that  glitters!"  said  he,  flashing  lightnings 
from  his  eyes. 

"You've  got  it  wrong,"  cried  Mistigris.    "All  is  not  told 
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that  titters.  You  will  not  go  far  in  diplomacy  if  you  do  not 
know  your  proverbs  better  than  that." 

"If  I  do  not  know  my  proverbs,  I  know  my  way." 

"It  must  be  leading  you  a  long  way,"  said  Georges,  "for 
your  family  housekeeper  gave  you  provisions  enough  for  a 
sea  voyage — biscuits,  chocolate — " 

"A  particular  roll  and  some  chocolate,  yes,  Monsieur," 
returned  Oscar.  "My  stomach  is  much  too  delicate  to  digest 
the  cagmag  you  get  at  an  inn." 

"  'Cagmag'  is  as  delicate  as  your  digestion,"  retorted 
Georges. 

"  'Cagmag'  is  good  I"  said  the  great  painter. 

"The  word  is  in  use  in  the  best  circles,"  said  Mistigris; 
"I  use  it  myself  at  the  coffee-house  of  the  Poule  Noire." 

"Your  tutor  was,  no  doubt,  some  famous  professor — 
Monsieur  Andrieux  of  the  Academy,  or  Monsieur  Royer- 
Collard?"  asked  Schinner. 

"My  tutor  was  the  Abbe  Loraux,  now  the  Vicar  of  St. 
Sulpice,"  replied  Oscar,  remembering  the  name  of  the  con- 
fessor of  the  school. 

"You  did  very  wisely  to  have  a  private  tutor,"  said 
Mistigris,  "for  the  fountain — of  learning — brought  forth  a 
mouse;  and  you  will  do  something  for  your  Abbe*,  of 
course?" 

"Certainly;  he  will  be  a  bishop  some  day." 

"Through  your  family  interest?"  asked  Georges  quite 
gravely. 

"We  may  perhaps  contribute  to  his  due  promotion,  for 
the  Abbe*  Frayssinous  often  comes  to  our  house." 

"Oh,  do  you  know  the  Abbe*  Frayssinous?"  asked  the 
Count. 

"He  is  under  obligations  to  ray  father,"  replied  Oscar. 

"And  you  are  on  your  way  to  your  estates  no  doubt?" 
said  Georges. 

"No,  Monsieur;  but  I  have  no  objection  to  saying  where 
I  am  going.  I  am  on  my  way  to  the  chateau  of  Presles,  the 
Comte  de  Se'rizy's." 
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"The  devil  you  are!  To  Presles  ?"  cried  Schinner,  turn- 
ing crimson. 

"Then  you  know  Monseigneur  the  Comte  de  Se*rizy?" 
asked  Georges. 

Farmer  Leger  turned  so  as  to  look  at  Oscar  with  a  be- 
wildered gaze,  exclaiming: 

"And  Monsieur  le  Comte  is  at  Presles  ?" 

"So  it  would  seem,  as  I  am  going  there,"  replied  Oscar. 

"Then  you  have  often  seen  the  Count?"  asked  Mon- 
sieur de  Sdrizy. 

"As  plainly  as  I  see  you.  I  am  great  friends  with  his 
son,  who  is  about  my  age,  nineteen;  and  we  ride  together 
almost  every  day." 

"Kings  have  been  known  to  harry  beggar-maids,"  said 
Mistigris  sapiently. 

A  wink  from  Pierrotin  had  relieved  the  farmer's  alarm. 

"On  my  honor,"  said  the  Count  to  Oscar,  "I  am  de- 
lighted to  find  myself  in  the  company  of  a  young  gentle- 
man who  can  speak  with  authority  of  that  nobleman.  I 
am  anxious  to  secure  his  favor  in  a  somewhat  important 
business  in  which  his  help  will  cost  him  nothing.  It  is  a 
little  claim  against  the  American  Government.  I  should 
be  glad  to  learn  something  as  to  the  sort  of  man  he  is." 

"Oh,  if  you  hope  to  succeed,"  replied  Oscar,  with  an 
assumption  of  competence,  "do  not  apply  to  him,  but  to 
his  wife;  he  is  madly  in  love  with  her,  no  one  knows  that 
better  than  I,  and  his  wife  cannot  endure  him." 

"Why?"  asked  Georges. 

"The  Count  has  some  skin  disease  that  makes  him  hide- 
ous, and  Doctor  Alibert  has  tried  in  vain  to  cure  it.  Mon- 
sieur de  Se'rizy  would  give  half  of  his  immense  fortune  to 
have  a  chest  like  mine,"  said  Oscar,  opening  his  shirt  and 
showing  a  clean  pink  skin  like  a  child's.  "He  lives  alone, 
secluded  in  his  house.  You  need  a  good  introduction  to  see 
him  at  all.  In  the  first  place,  he  gets  up  very  early  in  the 
morning,  and  works  from  three  till  eight,  after  eight  he 
follows  various  treatments,  sulphur  baths  or  vapor  baths. 
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They  stew  him  in  a  sort  of  iron  tank,  for  he  is  always 
hoping  to  be  cured." 

"If  he  is  so  intimate  with  the  King,  why  is  he  not 
'touched*  by  him?"  asked  Georges. 

"Then  the  lady  keeps  her  husband  in  hot  water,"  said 
Mistigris. 

"The  Count  has  promised  thirty  thousand  francs  to  a 
famous  Scotch  physician  how  is  prescribing  for  him  now," 
Oscar  went  on. 

"Then  his  wife  can  hardly  be  blamed  for  giving  herself 
the  best — "  Schinner  began,  but  he  did  not  finish  his  sentence. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  Oscar.  "The  poor  man  is  so  shriv- 
elled, so  decrepit,  you  would  think  he  was  eighty.  He  is 
as  dry  as  parchment,  and  to  add  to  his  misfortune,  he  feels 
his  position — " 

"And  feels  it  hot,  I  should  think,"  remarked  the  farmer 
facetiously. 

"Monsieur,  he  worships  his  wife,  and  dares  not  blame 
her,"  replied  Oscar.  "He  performs  the  most  ridiculous 
scenes  with  her,  you  would  die  of  laughing — exactly  like 
Arnolphe  in  Moliere's  play." 

The  Count,  in  blank  dismay,  looked  at  Pierrotin,  who, 
seeing  him  apparently  unmoved,  concluded  that  Madame 
Clapart's  son  was  inventing  a  pack  of  slander. 

"So,  Monsieur,  if  you  wish  to  succeed,"  said  Oscar  to 
the  Count,  "apply  to  the  Marquis  d'Aiglemont.  If  you 
have  Madame's  venerable  adorer  on  your  side,  you  will  at 
one  stroke  secure  both  the  lady  and  her  husband." 

"That  is  what  we  call  killing  two-thirds  with  one  bone," 
said  Mistigris. 

"Dear  me  I"  said  the  painter,  "have  you  seen  the  Count 
undressed?  Are  you  his  valet?" 

"His  valet!"  cried  Oscar. 

"By  the  Mass!  A  man  does  not  say  such  things  about 
his  friends  in  a  public  conveyance,"  added  Mistigris. 
"Discretion,  my  young  friend,  is  the  mother  of  inatten- 
tion. I  simply  don't  hear  you." 
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"It  is  certainly  a  case  of  tell  me  whom  you  know,  and  I 
will  tell  you  whom  you  hate, ' '  exclaimed  Schinnero 

"But  you  must  learn,  Great  Painter,"  said  Georges 
pompously,  "that  no  man  can  speak  ill  of  those  he  does 
not  know.  The  boy  has  proved  at  any  rate  that  he  knows 
his  Serizy  by  heart.  Now,  if  he  had  only  talked  of  Ma- 
dame, it  might  have  been  supposed  that  he  was  on 
terms — " 

"Not  another  word  about  the  Comtesse  de  Se*rizy,  young 
men !"  cried  the  Count.  "Her  brother,  the  Marquis  de  Kon- 
querolles,  is  a  friend  of  mine,  and  the  man  who  is  so  rash  as 
to  cast  a  doubt  on  the  Comtesse's  honor  will  answer  to  me 
for  his  speech. ' ' 

"Monsieur  is  right,"  said  the  artist,  "there  should  be  no 
humbug  about  women." 

4 '  God,  Honor,  and  the  Ladies  !  I  saw  a  melodrama  of  that 
name,"  said  Mistigris. 

"Though  I  do  not  know  Mina,  I  know  the  Keeper  of  the 
Seals,"  said  the  Count,  looking  at  Georges.  "And  though 
I  do  not  display  my  Orders,"  he  added,  turning  to  the 
painter,  "I  can  hinder  their  being  given  to  those  who  do 
not  deserve  them.  In  short,  I  know  so  many  people,  that 
I  know  Monsieur  Grindot,  the  architect  of  Presles. — Stop, 
Pierrotin ;  I  am  going  to  get  out. ' ' 

Pierrotin  drove  on  to  the  village  of  Moisselles,  and  there, 
at  a  little  country  inn,  the  travellers  alighted.  This  bit  of 
road  was  passed  in  utter  silence. 

"Where  on  earth  is  that  little  rascal  going?"  asked  the 
Count,  leading  Pierrotin  into  the  inn-yard. 

"To  stay  with  your  steward.  He  is  the  son  of  a  poor 
lady  who  lives  in  the  Rue  de  la  Cerisaie,  and  to  whom  I 
often  carry  fruit  and  game  and  poultry — a  certain  Madame 
Husson." 

"Who  is  that  gentleman?"  old  Leger  asked  Pierrotin 
when  the  Count  had  turned  away. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Pierrotin.  "He  never  rode  with 
me  before;  but  he  may  be  the  Prince  who  owns  the  chateau 
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of  Maffliers.  He  has  just  told  me  where  to  set  him  down  on 
the  road;  he  is  not  going  so  far  as  1'Isle-Adam." 

"Pierrotin  fancies  he  is  the  owner  of  Maffliers,"  said  the 
farmer  to  Georges,  getting  back  into  the  chaise. 

At  this  stage  the  three  young  fellows,  looking  as  silly  as 
pilferers  caught  in  the  act,  did  not  dare  meet  each  other's 
eye,  and  seemed  lost  in  reflections  on  the  upshot  of  their 
fictions. 

"That  is  what  I  call  a  great  lie  and  little  wool,"  observed 
Mistigris. 

"You  see,  I  know  the  Count,"  said  Oscar. 

"Possibly,  but  you  will  never  be  an  ambassador,"  re- 
plied Georges.  "If  you  must  talk  in  a  public  carriage, 
learn  to  talk  like  me  and  tell  nothing." 

"The  mother  of  mischief  is  no  more  than  a  midge's 
sting,"  said  Mistigris  conclusively. 

The  Count  now  got  into  the  chaise,  and  Pierrotin  drove 
on;  perfect  silence  reigned. 

"Well,  my  good  friends,"  said  the  Count,  as  they 
reached  the  wood  of  Carreau,  "we  are  all  as  mute  as  if 
we  were  going  to  execution." 

"A  man  should  know  that  silence  is  a  bold  'un,"  said 
Mistigris  with  an  air. 

"It  is  a  fine  day,"  remarked  Georges. 

"What  place  is  that?"  asked  Oscar,  pointing  to  the 
chateau  of  Franconville,  which  shows  so  finely  on  the  slope 
of  the  great  forest  of  Saint-Martin. 

"What!"  said  the  Count,  "you  who  have  been  so  often 
to  Presles,  do  not  know  Franconville  when  you  see  it?" 

"Monsieur  knows  more  of  men  than  of  houses,"  said 
Mistigris. 

"A  sucking  diplomatist  may  sometimes  be  oblivious," 
exclaimed  Georges. 

"Remember  my  name  I"  cried  Oscar  in  a  fury,  "it  is 
Oscar  Husson,  and  in  ten  years'  time  I  shall  be  famous." 

After  this  speech,  pronounced  with  great  bravado,  Oscar 
huddled  himself  into  his  corner. 
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"Husson  de — what?"  asked  Mistigris. 

"A  great  family,"  replied  tlie  Count.  "The  Hussons  cfe 
la  Cerisaie.  The  gentleman  was  born  at  the  foot  of  the  Im- 
perial throne." 

Oscar  blushed  to  the  roots  of  his  hair  in  an  agony  of 
alarm.  They  were  about  to  descend  the  steep  hill  by  la 
Cave,  at  the  bottom  of  which,  in  a  narrow  valley,  on  the 
skirt  of  the  forest  of  Saint-Martin,  stands  the  splendid 
chateau  of  Presles. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy,  "I  wish  you  well 
In  your  several  careers. — You,  Monsieur  le  Colonel,  make 
your  peace  with  the  King  of  France;  the  Czerni-Georges 
must  be  on  good  terms  with  the  Bourbons. — I  have  no 
forecast  for  you,  my  dear  Monsieur  Schinner;  your  fame 
is  already  made,  and  you  have  won  it  nobly  by  splendid 
work.  But  you  are  such  a  dangerous  man  that  I,  who 
have  a  wife,  should  not  dare  to  offer  you  a  commission 
under  my  roof. — As  to  Monsieur  Husson,  he  needs  no  in- 
terest; he  is  the  master  of  statesmen's  secrets,  and  can 
make  them  tremble. — Monsieur  Leger  is  going  to  steal  a 
march  on  the  Comte  de  Se"rizy;  I  only  hope  that  he  may 
hold  his  own. — Put  me  down  here,  Pierrotin,  and  you  can 
take  me  up  at  the  same  spot  to-morrow!"  added  the  Count, 
who  got  out,  leaving  his  fellow-travellers  quite  confounded. 

"When  you  take  to  your  heels  you  can't  take  too  much," 
remarked  Mistigris,  seeing  how  nimbly  the  traveller  vanished 
in  a  sunken  path. 

"Oh,  he  must  be  the  Count  who  has  taken  Franconville; 
he  is  going  that  way,"  said  Pere  Leger. 

"If  ever  again  I  try  to  humbug  in  a  public  carriage  I  will 
call  myself  out,"  said  the  false  Schinner.  "It  is  partly  your 
fault  too,  Mistigris,"  said  he,  giving  his  boy  a  rap  on  his  cap. 

"Oh,  ho!  I — who  only  followed  you  to  Venice,"  replied 
Mistigris.  "But  play  a  dog  a  bad  game  and  slang  him." 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Georges  to  Oscar,  "that  if  by  any 
chance  that  was  the  Comte  de  Sdrizy,  I  should  be  sorry  to 
find  myself  in  your  skin,  although  it  is  so  free  from  disease." 
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Oscar,  reminded  by  these  words  of  his  mother's  advice, 
turned  pale,  and  was  quite  sobered. 

"Here  you  are,  gentlemen,"  said  Pierrotin,  pulling  up  at 
a  handsome  gate. 

"What,  already  ?"  exclaimed  the  painter,  Georges,  and 
Oscar  all  in  a  breath. 

"That's  a  stiff  one!"  cried  Pierrotin.  "Do  you  mean  to 
say,  gentlemen,  that  neither  of  you  has  ever  been  here  be- 
fore?— There  stands  the  chateau  of  Presles!" 

"All  right,"  said  Georges,  recovering  himself.  "I  am 
going  on  to  the  farm  of  les  Moulineaux,"  he  added,  not 
choosing  to  tell  his  fellow-travellers  that  he  was  bound  for 
the  house. 

"Then  you  are  coming  with  me,"  said  Leger. 

"How  is  that?" 

"I  am  the  farmer  at  les  Moulineaux.  And  what  do  you 
want  of  me,  Colonel?" 

"A  taste  of  your  butter,"  said  Georges,  pulling  out  his 
portfolio. 

"Pierrotin,  drop  my  things  at  the  steward's,"  said  Oscar; 
"I  am  going  straight  to  the  house."  And  he  plunged  into  a 
cross-path  without  knowing  whither  it  led. 

"Hallo!  Mr.  Ambassador,"  cried  Pierrotin,  "you  are 
going  into  the  forest.  If  you  want  to  get  to  the  chateau, 
go  in  by  the  side  gate." 

Thus  compelled  to  go  in,  Oscar  made  his  way  into  the 
spacious  courtyard  with  a  huge  stone-edged  flower-bed  in 
the  middle,  and  stone  posts  all  round  with  chains  between. 
While  Pere  Ldger  stood  watching  Oscar,  Georges,  thunder- 
struck at  hearing  the  burly  farmer  describe  himself  as  the 
owner  of  les  Moulineaux,  vanished  so  nimbly  that  when  the 
fat  man  looked  round  for  his  Colonel  he  could  not  find  him. 

At  Pierrotin1  s  request  the  gate  was  opened,  and  he  went 
in  with  much  dignity  to  deposit  the  Great  Schinner's  multi- 
farious properties  at  the  lodge.  Oscar  was  in  dismay  at  see- 
ing Mistigris  and  the  artist,  the  witnesses  of  his  brag,  really 
admitted  to  the  chateau. 
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In  ten  minutes  Pierrotin  had  unloaded  the  chaise  of  the 
painter's  paraphernalia,  Oscar  Husson's  luggage,  and  the  neat 
leather  portmanteau,  which  he  mysteriously  confided  to  the 
lodgekeeper.  Then  he  turned  his  machine,  cracking  his 
whip  energetically,  and  went  on  his  way  to  the  woods  of 
TIsle-Adam,  his  face  still  wearing  the  artful  expression 
of  a  peasant  summing  up  his  profits. 

Nothing  was  wanting  to  his  satisfaction.  On  the  morrow 
he  would  have  his  thousand  francs. 

Oscar,  with  his  tail  between  his  legs,  so  to  speak,  wan- 
dered round  the  great  court,  waiting  to  see  what  would  be- 
come of  his  travelling  companions,  when  he  presently  saw 
Monsieur  Moreau  come  out  of  the  large  entrance -hall,  known 
as  the  guardroom,  on  to  the  front  steps.  The  land-steward, 
who  wore  a  long  blue  riding-coat  down  to  his  heels,  had  on 
nankeen-colored  breeches  and  hunting-boots,  and  carried  a 
crop  in  his  hand. 

"Well,  my  boy,  so  here  you  are?  And  how  is  the  dear 
mother?"  said  he,  shaking  hands  with  Oscar.  "Good-morn- 
ing, gentlemen ;  you,  no  doubt,  are  the  painters  promised  us 
by  Monsieur  Grindot  the  architect?  "  said  he  to  the  artists. 

He  whistled  twice,  using  the  end  of  his  riding-whip,  and 
the  lodgekeeper  came  forward. 

"Take  these  gentlemen  to  their  rooms — Nos.  14  and  15; 
Madame  Moreau  will  give  you  the  keys.  Light  fires  this 
evening  if  necessary,  and  carry  up  their  things. — I  am  in- 
structed by  Monsieur  le  Comte  to  ask  you  to  dine  with  me," 
he  added,  addressing  the  artists.  "At  five,  as  in  Paris.  If 
you  are  sportsmen,  you  can  be  well  amused.  I  have  per- 
mission to  shoot  and  fish,  and  we  have  twelve  thousand  acres 
of  shooting  outside  our  own  grounds." 

Oscar,  the  painter,  and  Mistigris,  one  as  much  discon- 
certed as  the  other,  exchanged  glances.  Still,  Mistigris, 
faithful  to  his  instincts,  exclaimed:  "Pooh,  never  throw  the 
candle  after  the  shade !  On  we  go!" 

Little  Husson  followed  the  steward,  who  led  the  way, 
walking  quickly  across  the  park. 
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"Jacques,"  said  he  to  one  of  his  sons,  "go  and  tell  your 
mother  that  young  Husson  has  arrived,  and  say  that  I  am 
obliged  to  go  over  to  les  Moulineaux  for  a  few  minutes." 

Moreau,  now  about  fifty  years  of  age,  a  dark  man  of 
medium  height,  had  a  stern  expression.  His  bilious  com- 
plexion,  highly  colored  nevertheless  by  a  country  life,  sug- 
gested, at  first  sight,  a  character  very  unlike  what  his  really 
was.  Everything  contributed  to  the  illusion.  His  hair  was 
turning  gray,  his  blue  eyes  and  a  large  aquiline  nose  gave 
him  a  sinister  expression,  all  the  more  so  because  his  eyes 
were  too  close  together;  still,  his  full  lips,  the  shape  of  his 
face,  and  the  good -humor  of  his  address,  would,  to  a  keen 
observer,  have  been  indications  of  kindliness.  His  very 
decided  manner  and  abrupt  way  of  speech  impressed  Oscar 
immensely  with  a  sense  of  his  penetration,  arising  from  his 
real  affection  for  the  boy.  Brought  up  by  his  mother  to 
look  up  to  the  steward  as  a  great  man,  Oscar  always  felt  small 
in  Moreau's  presence;  and  now,  finding  himself  at  Presles, 
he  felt  an  oppressive  uneasiness,  as  if  he  had  some  ill  to  fear 
from  this  fatherly  friend,  who  was  his  only  protector. 

"Why,  my  dear  Oscar,  you  do  not  look  glad  to  be  here," 
said  the  steward.  "But  you  will  have  plenty  to  amuse  you; 
you  can  learn  to  ride,  to  shoot,  and  hunt." 

"I  know  nothing  of  such  things,"  said  Oscar  dully. 

"But  I  have  asked  you  here  on  purpose  to  teach  you." 

"Mamma  told  me  not  to  stay  more  than  a  fortnight, 
because  Madame  Moreau — " 

"Oh,  well,  we  shall  see,"  replied  Moreau,  almost  offended 
by  Oscar's  doubts  of  his  conjugal  influence. 

Moreau's  youngest  son,  a  lad  of  fifteen,  active  and  brisk, 
now  came  running  up. 

"Here,"  said  his  father,  "take  your  new  companion  to 
your  mother." 

And  the  steward  himself  went  off  by  the  shortest  path 
to  a  keeper's  hut  between  the  park  and  the  wood. 

The  handsome  lodge,  given  by  the  Count  as  his  land- 
steward's  residence,  had  been  built  some  years  before  the 
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Revolution  by  the  owner  of  the  famous  estate  of  Cassan  or 
Bergeret,  a  farmer -general  of  enormous  wealth,  who  made 
himself  as  notorious  for  extravagance  as  Bodard,  Pa'ris, 
and  Bouret,  laying  out  gardens,  diverting  rivers,  building 
hermitages,  Chinese  temples,  and  other  costly  magnifi- 
cence. 

This  house,  in  the  middle  of  a  large  garden,  of  which  one 
wall  divided  it  from  the  outbuildings  of  Presles,  had  formerly 
had  its  entrance  on  the  village  High  Street.  Monsieur  de 
Serizy's  father,  when  he  purchased  the  property,  had  only 
to  pull  down  the  dividing  wall  and  build  up  the  front  gate  to 
make  this  plot  and  house  part  of  the  outbuildings.  Then, 
by  pulling  down  another  wall,  he  added  to  his  park  all  the 
garden  land  that  the  former  owner  had  purchased  to  com- 
plete his  ring-fence. 

The  lodge,  built  of  freestone,  was  in  the  Louis  XV.  style, 
with  linen-pattern  panels  under  the  windows,  like  those  on 
the  colonnades  of  the  Place  Louis  XV.,  in  stiff,  angular  folds; 
it  consisted,  on  the  ground  floor,  of  a  fine  drawing  room 
opening  into  a  bedroom,  and  of  a  dining-room,  with  a  bil- 
liard-room adjoining.  These  two  suites,  parallel  to  each 
other,  were  divided  by  a  sort  of  anteroom  or  hall,  and  the 
stairs.  The  hall  was  decorated  by  the  doors  of  the  drawing- 
room  and  dining-room,  both  handsomely  ornamental.  The 
kitchen  was  under  the  dining-room,  for  there  was  a  flight  of 
ten  outside  steps. 

Madame  Moreau  had  taken  the  first  floor  for  her  own,  and 
had  transformed  what  had  been  the  best  bedroom  into  a  bou- 
doir; this  boudoir,  and  the  drawing-room  below,  handsomely 
fitted  up  with  the  best  pickings  of  the  old  furniture  from  the 
chateau,  would  certainly  have  done  no  discredit  to  the  man- 
sion of  a  lady  of  fashion.  The  drawing-room,  hung  with 
blue-and-white  damask,  the  spoils  of  a  state  bed,  and  with 
old  gilt-wood  furniture  upholstered  with  the  same  silk,  dis- 
played ample  curtains  to  the  doors  and  windows.  Some 
pictures  that  had  formerly  been  panels,  with  flower-stands, 
a  few  modern  tables,  and  handsome  lamps,  besides  an  antique 
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hanging  chandelier  of  cut  glass,  gave  the  room  a  very  digni- 
fied effect.  The  carpet  was  old  Persian. 

The  boudoir  was  altogether  modern  and  fitted  to  Madame 
Moreau's  taste,  in  imitation  of  a  tent,  with  blue  silk  ropes 
on  a  light  gray  ground.  There  was  the  usual  divan  with 
pillows  and  cushions  for  the  feet,  and  the  flower-stands, 
carefully  cherished  by  the  head-gardener,  were  a  joy  to  the 
eye  with  their  pyramids  of  flowers. 

The  dining-room  and  billiard  room  were  fitted  with  ma- 
hogany. All  round  the  house  the  steward's  lady  had  planned 
a  flower-garden,  beautifully  kept,  and  beyond  it  lay  the  park. 
Clumps  of  foreign  shrubs  shut  out  the  stables,  and  to  give 
admission  from  the  road  to  her  visitors  she  had  opened  a  gate 
where  the  old  entrance  had  been  built  up. 

Thus,  the  dependent  position  filled  by  the  Moreaus  was 
cleverly  glossed  over;  and  they  were  the  better  able  to  figure 
as  rich  folk  managing  a  friend's  estate  for  their  pleasure, 
because  neither  the  Count  nor  the  Countess  ever  came  to 
quash  their  pretensions;  and  the  liberality  of  Monsieur 
de  Sdrizy's  concessions  allowed  of  their  living  in  abun- 
dance, the  luxury  of  country  homes.  Dairy  produce,  eggs, 
poultry,  game,  fruit,  forage,  flowers,  wood,  and  vegetables — 
the  steward  and  his  wife  had  all  of  these  in  profusion,  and 
bought  literally  nothing  but  butcher's  meat  and  the  wine  and 
foreign  produce  necessary  to  their  lordly  extravagance.  The 
poultry-wife  made  the  bread;  and,  in  fact,  for  the  last  few 
years,  Moreau  had  paid  his  butcher's  bill  with  the  pigs  of  the 
farm,  keeping  only  as  much  pork  as  he  needed. 

One  day  the  Countess,  always  very  generous  to  her  former 
lady's  maid,  made  Madame  Moreau  a  present,  as  a  souvenir 
perhaps,  of  a  little  travelling  chaise  of  a  past  fashion,  which 
Moreau  had  furbished  up,  and  in  which  his  wife  drove  out 
behind  a  pair  of  good  horses,  useful  at  other  times  in  the 
grounds.  Besides  this  pair,  the  steward  had  his  saddle- 
horse.  He  plowed  part  of  the  park  land,  and  raised  grain 
enough  to  feed  the  beasts  and  servants;  he  cut  three  hundred 
tons  more  or  less  of  good  hay,  accounting  for  no  more  than 
Vol.  0.  BALZAC— K 
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one  hundred,  encroaching  on  the  license  vaguely  granted  by 
the  Count;  and  instead  of  using  his  share  of  the  produce 
on  the  premises,  he  sold  it.  He  kept  his  poultry -farm,  his 
pigeons,  and  his  cows  on  the  crops  from  the  park-land;  but 
then  the  manure  from  his  stables  was  used  in  the  Count's 
garden.  Bach  of  these  pilfering  acts  had  an  excuse  ready. 

Madame  Moreau's  house-servant  was  the  daughter  of  one 
of  the  gardeners,  and  waited  on  her  and  cooked;  she  was 
helped  in  the  housework  by  a  girl,  who  also  attended  to  the 
poultry  and  dairy.  Moreau  had  engaged  an  invalided  soldier 
named  Brochon  to  look  after  the  horses  and  do  the  dirty 
work. 

At  Nerville,  at  Chauvry,  at  Beaumont,  at  Maffliers,  at 
Preroles,  at  Nointel,  the  steward's  pretty  wife  -was  every- 
where received  by  persons  who  did  not,  or  affected  not  to 
know  her  original  position  in  life.  And  Moreau  could  con- 
fer obligations.  He  could  use  his  master's  interest  in  mat- 
ters which  are  of  immense  importance  in  the  depths  of  the 
country,  though  trivial  in  Paris.  After  securing  for  friends 
the  appointments  of  Justice  of  the  Peace  at  Beaumont  and 
at  1'Isle-Adam,  he  had,  in  the  course  of  the  same  year,  saved 
an  Inspector  of  Forest-lands  from  dismissal,  and  obtained  the 
Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  for  the  quartermaster  at  Beau- 
mont. So  there  was  never  a  festivity  among  the  more  re- 
spectable neighbors  without  Monsieur  and  Madame  Moreau 
being  invited.  The  Cure*  and  the  Mayor  of  Presles  were  to 
be  seen  every  evening  at  their  house.  A  man  can  hardly 
help  being  a  good  fellow  when  he  has  made  himself  so  com- 
fortable. 

So  Madame  la  Eegisseuse — a  pretty  woman,  and  full  of 
airs,  like  every  grand  lady's  servant  who,  when  she  marries, 
apes  her  mistress — introduced  the  latest  fashions,  wore  the 
most  expensive  shoes,  and  never  walked  out  but  in  fine 
weather.  Though  her  husband  gave  her  no  more  than  five 
hundred  francs  a  year  for  dress,  this  in  the  country  is  a  very 
large  sum,  especially  when  judiciously  spent;  and  his  "lady," 
fair,  bright,  and  fresh-looking,  at  the  age  of  thirty-six,  and 
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still  slight,  neat,  and  attractive  in  spite  of  her  three  children, 
still  played  the  girl,  and  gave  herself  the  airs  of  a  princess. 
Jf,  as  she  drove  past  in  her  open  chaise  on  her  way  to  Beau- 
mont, some  stranger  happened  to  inquire,  "Who  is  that?" 
^Madame  Moreau  was  furious  if  a  native  of  the  place  replied, 
"She  is  the  steward's  wife  at  Presles."  She  aimed  at  being 
taken  for  the  mistress  of  the  chateau. 

She  amused  herself  with  patronizing  the  villagers,  as  a 
great  lady  might  have  done.  Her  husband's  power  with  the 
Count,  proved  in  so  many  ways,  hindered  the  townsfolk 
from  laughing  at  Madame  Moreau,  who  was  a  person  of 
importance  in  the  eyes  of  the  peasantry. 

Estelle,  however — her  name  was  Estelle — did  not  inter- 
fere in  the  management,  any  more  than  a  stockbroker's  wife 
interferes  in  dealings  on  the  Bourse ;  she  even  relied  on  her 
husband  for  the  administration  of  the  house  and  of  their 
income.  Quite  confident  in  her  own  powers  of  pleasing,  she 
was  miles  away  from  imagining  that  this  delightful  life, 
which  had  gone  on  for  seventeen  years,  could  ever  be  in. 
danger;  however,  on  hearing  that  the  Count  had  resolved 
on  restoring  the  splendid  chateau  of  Presles,  she  understood 
that  all  her  enjoyments  were  imperilled,  and  she  had  per- 
suaded her  husband  to  come  to  terms  with  Le*ger,  so  as  to 
have  a  retreat  at  1' Isle- Adam.  She  could  not  have  borne 
to  find  herself  in  an  almost  servile  position  in  the  presence 
of  her  former  mistress,  who  would  undoubtedly  laugh  at  her 
on  finding  her  established  at  the  lodge  in  a  style  that  aped 
the  lady  of  fashion. 

The  origin  of  the  deep-seated  enmity  between  the  Rey- 
berts  and  the  Moreaus  lay  in  a  stab  inflicted  on  Madame 
Moreau  by  Madame  de  Reybert  in  revenge  for  a  pin-prick 
that  the  steward's  wife  had  dared  to  give  on  the  first  arrival 
of  the  Reyberts,  lest  her  supremacy  should  be  infringed  on 
by  the  lady  nee  de  Corroy.  Madame  de  Reybert  had  men- 
tioned, and  perhaps  for  the  first  time  informed  the  neighbor- 
hood, of  Madame  Moreau's  original  calling.  The  words 
lady's  maid  flew  from  lip  to  lip.  All  those  who  envied  the 
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Moreaus — and  they  must  have  been  many — at  Beaumont, 
at  1'Isle-Adam,  at  Maffliers,  at  Champagne,  at  Nerville,  at 
Chauvry,  at  Baillet,  at  Moisselles,  made  such  pregnant  com- 
ments that  more  than  one  spark  from  this  conflagration  fell 
into  the  Moreaus'  home.  For  four  years,  now,  the  Reyberts, 
excommunicated  by  their  pretty  rival,  had  become  the  object 
of  so  much  hostile  animadversion  from  her  partisans  that 
their  position  would  have  been  untenable  but  for  the  thought 
of  vengeance  which  had  sustained  them  to  this  day. 

The  Moreaus,  who  were  very  good  friends  with  Grindot 
the  architect,  had  been  told  by  him  of  the  arrival  ere  long 
of  a  painter  commissioned  to  finish  the  decorative  panels  at 
the  chateau,  Schinner  having  executed  the  more  important 
pieces.  This  great  painter  recommended  the  artist  we  have 
seen  travelling  with  Mistigris  to  paint  the  borders,  ara- 
besques, and  other  accessory  decorations.  Hence,  for  two 
days  past,  Madame  Moreau  had  been  preparing  her  war-paint 
and  sitting  expectant.  An  artist  who  was  to  board  with  her 
for  some  weeks  was  worthy  of  some  outlay.  Schinner  and 
his  wife  had  been  quartered  in  the  chateau,  where,  by  the 
Count's  orders,  they  had  been  entertained  like  my  lord  him- 
self. Grindot,  who  boarded  with  the  Moreaus,  had  treated 
the  great  artist  with  so  much  respect  that  neither  the  steward 
nor  his  wife  had  ventured  on  any  familiarity.  And,  indeed, 
the  richest  and  most  noble  landowners  in  the  district  had  vied 
with  each  other  in  entertaining  Schinner  and  his  wife.  So 
now  Madame  Moreau,  much  pleased  at  the  prospect  of  turn- 
ing the  tables,  promised  herself  that  she  would  sound  the 
trumpet  before  the  artist  who  was  to  be  her  guest,  and 
make  him  out  a  match  in  talent  for  Schinner. 

Although  on  the  two  previous  days  she  had  achieved 
very  coquettish  toilets,  the  steward's  pretty  wife  had  hus- 
banded her  resources  too  well  not  to  have  reserved  the  most 
bewitching  till  the  Saturday,  never  doubting  that  on  that 
day  at  any  rate  the  artist  would  arrive  to  dinner.  She  had 
shod  herself  in  bronze  kid  with  fine  thread  stockings.  A 
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dress  of  finely  striped  pink-and-white  muslin,  a  pink  belt 
with  a  chased  gold  buckle,  a  cross  and  heart  round  her 
neck,  and  wristlets  of  black  velvet  on  her  bare  arms — 
Madame  de  Se'rizy  had  fine  arms,  and  was  fond  of  dis- 
playing them  —  gave  Madame  Moreau  the  style  of  a 
fashionable  Parisian.  She  put  on  a  very  handsome  Leg- 
horn hat,  graced  with  a  bunch  of  moss  roses  made  by 
Nattier,  and  under  its  broad  shade  her  fair  hair  flowed  in 
glossy  curls. 

Having  ordered  a  first-rate  dinner  and  carefully  inspected 
the  rooms,  she  went  out  at  an  hour  which  brought  her  to  the 
large  flower-bed  in  the  court  of  the  chateau,  like  the  lady  of 
the  house,  just  when  the  coach  would  pass.  Over  her  head 
she  held  an  elegant  pink  silk  parasol  lined  with  white  and 
trimmed  with  fringe.  On  seeing  Pierrotin  hand  over  to  the 
lodge-keeper  the  artist's  extraordinary-looking  luggage,  and 
perceiving  no  owner,  Estelle  had  returned  home  lamenting 
the  waste  of  another  carefully  arranged  dress.  And,  like 
most  people  who  have  dressed  for  an  occasion,  she  felt  quite 
incapable  of  any  occupation  but  that  of  doing  nothing  in  her 
drawing-room  while  waiting  for  the  passing  of  the  Beaumont 
coach  which  should  come  through  an  hour  after  Pierrotin's, 
though  it  did  not  start  from  Paris  till  one  o'clock;  thus  she 
was  waiting  at  home  while  the  two  young  artists  were  dress- 
ing for  dinner.  In  fact,  the  young  painter  and  Mistigris 
were  so  overcome  by  the  description  of  lovely  Madame  Mo- 
reau given  them  by  the  gardener  whom  they  had  questioned, 
that  it  was  obvious  to  them  both  that  they  must  get  them- 
selves into  their  best  "toggery."  So  they  donned  their  very 
best  before  presenting  themselves  at  the  steward's  house, 
whither  they  were  conducted  by  Jacques  Moreau,  the  eldest 
of  the  children,  a  stalwart  youth,  dressed  in  the  English 
fashion,  in  a  round  jacket  with  a  turned-down  collar,  and 
as  happy  during  the  holidays  as  a  fish  in  water,  here  on  the 
estate  where  his  mother  reigned  supreme. 

"Mamma,"  said  he,  "here  are  the  two  artists  come  from 
Monsieur  Schinner." 
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Madame  Moreau,  very  agreeably  surprised,  rose,  bid  her 
son  set  chairs,  and  displayed  all  her  graces. 

"Mamma,  little  Husson  is  with  father;  I  am  to  go  to 
fetch  him,"  whispered  the  boy  in  her  ear. 

"There  is  no  hurry,  you  can  stop  and  amuse  him,"  said 
the  mother. 

The  mere  words  "there  is  no  hurry"  showed  the  two 
artists  how  entirely  unimportant  was  their  travelling  com- 
panion, but  the  tone  also  betrayed  the  indifference  of  a 
stepmother  for  her  stepchild.  In  fact,  Madame  Moreau, 
who,  after  seventeen  years  of  married  life,  could  not  fail 
to  be  aware  of  her  husband's  attachment  to  Madame  Cla- 
part  and  young  Husson,  hated  the  mother  and  son  in  so 
overt  a  manner  that  it  is  easy  to  understand  why  Moreau 
had  never  till  now  ventured  to  invite  Oscar  to  Presles. 

"We  are  enjoined,  my  husband  and  I,"  said  she  to  the 
two  artists,  "to  do  the  honors  of  the  chateau.  We  are  fond 
of  art,  and  more  especially  of  artists,"  said  she,  with  a  sim- 
per, "and  I  beg  you  to  consider  yourselves  quite  at  home 
here.  In  the  country,  you  see,  there  is  no  ceremony;  lib- 
erty is  indispensable,  otherwise  life  is  too  insipid.  We  have 
had  Monsieur  Schinner  here  already — " 

Mistigris  gave  his  companion  a  mischievous  wink. 

"You  know  him,  of  course,"  said  Estelle,  after  a  pause. 

"Who  does  not  know  him,  Madame?"  replied  the 
painter. 

"He  is  as  well  known  as  the  parish  birch,"  added 
Mistigris. 

"Monsieur  Grindot  mentioned  your  name,"  said  Madame 
Moreau,  "but  really  I — " 

"Joseph  Bridau,  Madame,"  replied  the  artist,  extremely 
puzzled  as  to  what  this  woman  could  be. 

Mistigris  was  beginning  to  fume  inwardly  at  this  fair 
lady's  patronizing  tone;  still,  he  waited,  as  Bridau  did  too, 
for  some  movement,  some  chance  word  to  enlighten  them, 
one  of  those  expressions  of  assumed  fine-ladyism,  which 
painters,  those  born  and  cruel  observers  of  folly-— the  peren- 
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trial  food  of  their  pencil — seize  on  in  an  instant.  In  the  first 
place,  Estelle's  large  hands  and  feet,  those  of  a  peasant  from 
the  district  of  Saint-Lo,  struck  them  at  once;  and  before 
long  one  or  two  lady's-maid's  phrases,  modes  of  speech  that 
gave  the  lie  to  the  elegance  of  her  dress,  betrayed  their  prey 
into  the  hands  of  the  artist  and  his  apprentice.  They  ex- 
changed a  look  which  pledged  them  both  to  take  Estelle 
quite  seriously  as  a  pastime  during  their  stay. 

"You  are  so  fond  of  art,  perhaps  you  cultivate  it  with 
success,  Madame?"  said  Joseph  Bridau. 

"No.  Though  my  education  was  not  neglected,  it  was 
purely  commercial.  But  I  have  such  a  marked  and  delicate 
feeling  for  art,  that  Monsieur  Schinner  always  begged  me, 
when  he  had  finished  a  piece,  to  give  him  my  opinion." 

"Just  as  Moliere  consulted  Laforet,"  said  Mistigris. 

Not  knowing  that  Laforet  was  a  servant-girl,  Madame 
Moreau  responded  with  a  graceful  droop,  showing  that  in 
her  ignorance  she  regarded  this  speech  as  a  compliment. 

"How  is  it  that  he  did  not  propose  just  to  knock  off  your 
head?"  said  Bridau.  "Painters  are  generally  on  the  look- 
out for  handsome  women." 

"What  is  your  meaning,  pray?"  said  Madame  Moreau, 
on  whose  face  dawned  the  wrath  of  an  offended  queen. 

"In  studio  slang,  to  knock  a  thing  off  is  to  sketch  it," 
said  Mistigris,  in  an  ingratiating  tone,  "and  all  we  ask  is  to 
have  handsome  heads  to  sketch.  And  we  sometimes  say  in 
admiration  that  a  woman's  beauty  has  knocked  us  over." 

"Ah,  I  did  not  know  the  origin  of  the  phrase!"  replied 
she,  with  a  look  of  languishing  sweetness  at  Mistigris. 

"My  pupil,  Monsieur  Le'on  de  Lora,"  said  Bridau,  "has 
a  great  talent  for  likeness.  He  would  be  only  too  happy, 
fair  being,  to  leave  you  a  souvenir  of  his  skill  by  painting 
your  charming  face. ' ' 

And  Brideau  signalled  to  Mistigris,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"Come,  drive  it  home,  she  really  is  not  amiss!" 

Taking  this  hint,  Le'on  de  Lora  moved  to  the  sofa  by 
Estelle's  side,  and  took  her  hand,  which  she  left  in  his. 
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"Oh!  if  only  as  a  surprise  to  your  husband,  Madame, 
you  could  give  me  a  few  sittings  in  secret,  I  would  try  to 
excel  myself.  You  are  so  lovely,  so  young,  so  charming! 
A  man  devoid  of  talent  might  become  a  genius  with  you 
for  his  model  1  In  your  eyes  he  would  find — " 

"And  we  would  represent  your  sweet  children  in  our 
arabesques,"  said  Joseph,  interrupting  Mistigris. 

"I  would  rather  have  them  in  my  own  drawing-room; 
but  that  would  be  asking  too  much,"  said  she,  looking 
coquettishly  at  Bridau. 

"Beauty,  Madame,  is  a  queen  whom  painters  worship, 
and  who  has  every  right  to  command  them." 

"They  are  quite  charming,"  thought  Madame  Moreau. — 
*'Do  you  like  driving  out  in  the  evening,  after  dinner,  in 
an  open  carriage,  in  the  woods?" 

"Oh!  oh!  oh!  oh  I"  cried  Mistigris,  in  ecstatic  tones  at 
each  added  detail.  "Why,  Presles  will  be  an  earthly  par- 
adise." 

"With  a  fair-haired  Eve,  a  young  and  bewitching 
woman,"  added  Bridau. 

Just  as  Madame  Moreau  was  preening  herself,  and  soar- 
ing into  the  seventh  heaven,  she  was  brought  down  again 
like  a  kite  by  a  tug  at  the  cord. 

"Madame!"  exclaimed  the  maid,  bouncing  in  like  a 
cannon  ball. 

"Bless  me,  Kosalie,  what  can  justify  you  in  coming  in 
like  this  without  being  called?" 

Kosalie  did  not  trouble  her  head  about  this  apostrophe, 
but  said  in  her  mistress's  ear:  "Monsieur  le  Comte  is 
here." 

"Did  he  ask  for  me?"  said  the  steward's  wife. 

"No,  Madame — but — he  wants  his  portmanteau  and  the 
key  of  his  room." 

"Let  him  have  them  then,"  said  she,  with  a  cross  shrug 
to  disguise  her  uneasiness. 

"Mamma,  here  is  Oscar  Husson!"  cried  her  youngest 
son,  bringing  in  Oscar,  who,  as  red  as  a  poppy,  dared  not 
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come  forward  as  he  saw  the  two  painters  in  different 
dress. 

"So  here  you  are  at  last,  boy,"  said  Estelle  coldly. 
44 You  are  going  to  dress,  I  hope?"  she  went  on,  after 
looking  at  him  from  head  to  foot  with  great  contempt. 
44I  suppose  your  mother  has  not  brought  you  up  to  dine 
in  company  in  such  clothes  as  those." 

"Oh,  no,"  said  the  ruthless  Mistigris,  "a  coming  diplo- 
matist must  surely  have  a  seat — to  his  trousers!  A  coat  to 
dine  saves  wine." 

"A  coming  diplomatist?"  cried  Madame  Moreau. 

The  tears  rose  to  poor  Oscar's  eyes  as  he  looked  from 
Joseph  to  Ldon. 

"Only  a  jest  by  the  way,"  replied  Joseph,  who  wished 
to  help  Oscar  in  his  straits. 

"The  boy  wanted  to  make  fun  as  we  did,  and  he  tried 
to  humbug,"  said  the  merciless  Mistigris.  "And  now  he 
finds  himself  the  ass  with  a  lion's  grin." 

"Madame,"  said  Rosalie,  coming  back  to  the  drawing- 
room  door,  "his  Excellency  has  ordered  dinner  for  eight 
persons  at  six  o'clock;  what  is  to  be  done?" 

While  Estelle  and  her  maid  were  holding  counsel,  the 
artists  and  Oscar  gazed  at  each  other,  their  eyes  big  with 
terrible  apprehensions. 

"His  Excellency — Who?"  said  Joseph  Bridau. 

"Why,  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Se"rizy,"  replied  little 
Moreau. 

"Was  it  he,  by  chance,  in  the  coucou?"  said  Le'on  de 
Lora. 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Oscar,  "the  Comte  de  Se*rizy  would 
surely  never  travel  but  in  a  coach  and  four.' 

"How  did  he  come,  Madame — the  Comte  de  Serizy?" 
the  painter  asked  of  Madame  Moreau  when  she  came  back 
very  much  upset. 

"I  have  no  idea,"  said  she.  "I  cannot  account  for  his 
coming,  nor  guess  what  he  has  come  for. — And  Moreau  is 
outl" 
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"His  Excellency  begs  you  will  go  over  to  the  chateau, 
Monsieur  Schinner,"  said  a  gardener  coming  to  the  door, 
"and  he  begs  you  will  give  him  the  pleasure  of  your  com- 
pany at  dinner,  as  well  as  Monsieur  Mistigris. ' ' 

"Our  goose  is  cooked!"  said  the  lad  with  a  laugh.  "The 
man  we  took  for  a  country  worthy  in  Pierrotin's  chaise  was 
the  Count.  So  true  is  it  that  what  you  seek  you  never  bind." 

Oscar  was  almost  turning  to  a  pillar  of  salt;  for  on  hear- 
ing this,  his  throat  felt  as  salt  as  the  sea. 

"And  you!  Who  told  him  all  about  his  wife's  adorers 
and  his  skin  disease?"  said  Mistigris  to  Oscar. 

"What  do  you  mean  ?"  cried  the  steward's  wife,  looking 
at  the  two  artists,  who  went  off  laughing  at  Oscar's  face. 

Oscar  stood  speechless,  thunderstruck;  hearing  nothing, 
though  Madame  Moreau  was  questioning  him  and  shaking 
him  violently  by  one  of  his  arms,  which  she  had  seized  and 
clutched  tightly;  but  she  was  obliged  to  leave  him  where 
he  was  without  having  extracted  a  reply,  for  Eosalie  called 
her  again  to  give  out  linen  and  silver-plate,  and  to  request 
her  to  attend  in  person  to  the  numerous  orders  given  by  the 
Count.  The  house-servants,  the  gardeners,  everybody  on 
the  place,  was  rushing  to  and  fro  in  such  confusion  as  may 
be  imagined. 

The  master  had  in  fact  dropped  on  the  household  like 
a  shell  from  a  mortar.  From  above  la  Cave  the  Count  had 
made  his  way  by  a  path  familiar  to  him  to  the  gamekeeper's 
hut,  and  reached  it  before  Moreau.  The  gamekeeper  was 
amazed  to  see  his  real  master. 

"Is  Moreau  here,  I  see  his  horse  waiting?"  asked  Mon- 
sieur de  SeVizy. 

"No,  Monseigneur;  but  as  he  is  going  over  to  les  Mou- 
lin eaux  before  dinner,  he  left  his  horse  here  while  he  ran 
across  to  give  some  orders  at  the  house. ' ' 

The  gamekeeper  had  no  idea  of  the  effect  of.  this  reply, 
which,  under  existing  circumstances,  was,  in  the  eyes  of  a 
clear-sighted  man,  tantamount  to  assurance. 
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"If  you  value  your  place,"  said  the  Count  to  the  keeper, 
"ride  as  fast  as  you  can  pelt  to  Beaumont  on  this  horse,  and 
deliver  to  Monsieur  Margueron  a  note  I  will  give  you." 

The  Count  went  into  the  man's  lodge,  wrote  a  line,  folded 
it  in  such  a  manner  that  it  could  not  be  opened  without  de- 
tection, and  gave  it  to  the  man  as  soon  as  he  was  in  the 
saddle. 

"Not  a  word  to  any  living  soul,"  said  he.  "And  you, 
Madame,"  he  added  to  the  keeper's  wife,  "if  Moreau  is  sur- 
prised at  not  finding  his  horse,  tell  him  that  I  took  it." 

And  the  Count  went  off  across  the  park,  through  the  gate 
which  was  opened  for  him  at  his  nod. 

Inured  though  a  man  may  be  to  the  turmoil  of  political 
life,  with  its  excitement  and  vicissitudes,  the  soul  of  a  man 
who,  at  the  Count's  age,  is  still  firm  enough  to  love,  is  also 
young  enough  to  feel  a  betrayal.  It  was  so  hard  to  believe 
that  Moreau  was  deceiving  him,  that  at  Saint-Brice  Mon- 
sieur de  Se*rizy  had  supposed  him  to  be  not  so  much  in 
league  with  Ldger  and  the  notary  as,  in  fact,  led  away  by 
them.  And  so,  standing  in  the  inn  gateway,  as  he  heard 
Pere  Leger  talking  to  the  innkeeper,  he  intended  to  forgive 
his  land-steward  after  a  severe  reproof. 

And  then,  strange  to  say,  the  dishonesty  of  his  trusted 
agent  had  seemed  no  more  than  an  episode  when  Oscar  had 
blurted  out  the  noble  infirmities  of  the  intrepid  traveller,  the 
Minister  of  Napoleon.  Secrets  so  strictly  kept  could  only 
have  been  revealed  by  Moreau,  who  had  no  doubt  spoken 
contemptuously  of  his  benefactor  to  Madame  de  Se*rizy's 
maid,  or  to  the  erewhile  Aspasia  of  the  Directoire. 

As  he  made  his  way  down  the  crossroad  to  the  chateau, 
the  peer  of  France,  the  great  minister,  had  shed  bitter  tears, 
weeping  as  a  boy  weeps.  They  were  his  last  tears  that  he 
shed!  Every  human  feeling  at  once  was  so  cruelly,  so 
mercilessly  attacked,  that  this  self-controlled  man  rushed 
on  across  his  park  like  a  hunted  animal. 

When  Moreau  asked  for  his  horse,  and  the  keeper's  wife 
replied:  "Monsieur  le  Comte  has  just  taken  it." 
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"Who — Monsieur  le  Comte?"  cried  he. 

"Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Se"rizy,  the  master,"  said  she. 
"Perhaps  he  is  at  the  chateau,"  added  she,  to  get  rid  of 
the  steward,  who,  quite  bewildered  by  this  occurrence, 
went  off  toward  the  house. 

But  he  presently  returned  to  question  the  keeper's  wife, 
for  it  had  struck  him  that  there  was  some  serious  motive 
for  his  master's  secret  arrival  and  unwonted  conduct.  The 
woman,  terrified  at  finding  herself  in  a  vise,  as  it  were,  be- 
tween the  Count  and  the  steward,  had  shut  herself  into  her 
lodge,  quite  determined  only  to  open  the  door  to  her  hus- 
band. Moreau,  more  and  more  uneasy,  hurried  across  to 
the  gatekeeper's  lodge,  where  he  was  told  that  the  Count 
was  dressing.  Rosalie,  whom  he  met,  announced:  "Seven 
people  to  dine  at  the  Count's  table." 

Moreau  next  went  home,  where  he  found  the  poultry-girl 
in  hot  discussion  with  an  odd-looking  young  man. 

"Monsieur  le  Comte  told  us,  'Mina's  aide-de-camp  and  a 
colonel,'  "  the  girl  insisted. 

"I  am  not  a  colonel,"  replied  Georges. 

"Well,  but  is  your  name  Georges?" 

"What  is  the  matter  ?"  asked  the  steward,  intervening. 

"Monsieur,  my  name  is  Georges  Marest;  I  am  the  son  of 
a  rich  hardware  dealer,  wholesale,  in  the  Rue  Saint-Martin, 
and  I  have  come  on  business  to  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Se*rizy 
from  Maitre  Crottat,  his  notary — I  am  his  second  clerk. ' ' 

"And  I  can  only  repeat,  sir,  what  Monsieur  said  to  me — • 
'A  gentleman  will  come,'  says  he,  'a  Colonel  Czerni-Georges, 
aide-de-camp  to  Mina,  who  travelled  down  in  Pierrotin's 
chaise.  If  he  asks  for  me,  show  him  into  the  drawing- 
room.  ' 

"There  is  no  joking  with  his  Excellency,"  said  the 
steward.  "You  had  better  go  in,  Monsieur. — But  how  is 
it  that  his  Excellency  came  down  without  announcing  his 
purpose  ?  And  how  does  he  know  that  you  travelled  by 
Pierrotin's  chaise?" 

"It  is  perfectly  clear,"  said  the  clerk,  "that  the  Count 
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is  the  gentleman  who,  but  for  the  civility  of  a  young  man, 
would  have  had  to  ride  on  the  front  seat  of  Pier  rot  in '3 
coucou." 

"On  the  front  seat  of  Pierrotin's  coucou?"  cried  the 
steward  and  the  farm-girl. 

"I  am  quite  sure  of  it  from  what  this  girl  tells  me,"  said 
Georges  Marest. 

"But  how — ?"  the  steward  began. 

"Ah,  there  you  are  I"  cried  Georges.  "To  humbug  the 
other  travellers,  I  told  them  a  heap  of  cock-and-bull  stories 
about  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Spain.  I  had  spurs  on,  and  I  gave 
myself  out  as  a  colonel  in  the  cavalry — a  mere  joke." 

"And  what  was  the  gentleman  like,  whom  you  believe  to 
be  the  Count?"  asked  Moreau. 

"Why,  he  has  a  face  the  color  of  brick,"  said  Georges, 
"with  perfectly  white  hair  and  black  eyebrows." 

"That  is  the  man!" 

"I  am  done  forl"  said  Georges  Marest. 

"Why?" 

"I  made  fun  of  his  Orders." 

"Pooh,  he  is  a  thorough  good  fellow;  you  will  have 
amused  him.  Come  to  the  chateau  forthwith,"  said  Mo- 
rcau.  "I  am  going  up  to  the  Count. — Where  did  he  leave 
you?" 

"At  the  top  of  the  hill." 

"I  can  make  neither  head  nor  tail  of  it!"  cried  Moreau. 

"After  all,  I  poked  fun  at  him,  but  I  did  not  insult  him," 
said  the  clerk  to  himself. 

"And  what  are  you  here  for?"  asked  the  steward. 

"I  have  brought  the  deed  of  sale  of  the  farm-lands  of  les 
Moulineaux,  ready  made  out." 

"Good  heavens!"  exclaimed  Moreau.  "I  don't  under- 
stand!" 

Moreau  felt  his  heart  beat  painfully  when,  after  knocking 
two  raps  on  his  master's  door,  he  heard  in  reply:  "Is  that  you, 
Monsieur  Moreau  ?" 

"Yes,  Monseigneur.1' 
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"Come  in." 

The  Count  was  dressed  in  white  trousers  and  thin  boots, 
a  white  waistcoat,  and  a  black  coat  on  which  glittered,  on 
the  right-hand  side,  the  star  of  the  Grand  Cross  of  the 
Legion  of  Honor,  and  on  the  left,  from  a  buttonhole, 
hung  that  of  the  Golden  Fleece  from  a  gold  chain;  the 
blue  ribbon  was  conspicuous  across  his  waistcoat.  He 
had  dressed  his  hair  himself,  and  had  no  doubt  got  him- 
self up  to  do  the  honors  of  Presles  to  Margueron,  and, 
perhaps,  to  impress  that  worthy  with  the  atmosphere  of 
grandeur. 

"Well,  Monsieur,"  said  the  Count,  who  remained  sitting, 
but  allowed  Moreau  to  stand,  "so  we  cannot  come  to  terms 
with  Margueron?" 

"At  the  present  moment  he  wants  too  much  for  his  farm." 

"But  why  should  he  not  come  over  here  to  talk  about 
it?"  said  the  Count  in  an  absent-minded  way. 

"He  is  ill,  Monseigneur — " 

"Are  you  sure?" 

"I  went  over  there — " 

"Monsieur,"  said  the  Count,  assuming  a  stern  expression 
that  was  terrible,  "what  would  you  do  to  a  man  whom  you 
had  allowed  to  see  you  dress  a  wound  you  wished  to  keep 
secret,  and  who  went  off  to  make  game  of  it  with  a  street 
trollop?" 

"I  should  give  him  a  sound  thrashing." 

"And  if,  in  addition  to  this,  you  discovered  that  he  was 
cheating  your  confidence  and  robbing  you?" 

"I  should  try  to  catch  him  out  and  send  him  to  the 
hulks." 

"Listen,  Monsieur  Moreau.  You  have,  I  suppose,  dis- 
cussed my  health  with  Madame  Clapart  and  made  fun  at 
her  house  of  my  devotion  to  my  wife,  for  little  Husson  was 
giving  to  the  passengers  in  a  public  conveyance  a  vast  deal 
of  information  with  reference  to  my  cures,  in  my  presence, 
this  very  morning,  and  in  what  words!  God  knows!  He 
dared  to  slander  my  wife. 
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" Again,  I  heard  from  Farmer  Lager's  own  lips,  as  he 
returned  from  Paris  in  Pierrotin's  chaise,  of  the  plan  con- 
eocted  by  the  notary  of  Beaumont  with  him,  and  with  you, 
with  reference  to  les  Moulineaux.  If  you  have  been  at  all 
to  see  Margueron,  it  was  to  instruct  him  to  sham  illness;  he 
is  so  little  ill  that  I  expect  him  to  dinner,  and  he  is  coming. 
— Well,  Monsieur,  as  to  your  having  made  a  fortune  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs  in  seventeen  years — I  for- 
give you.  I  understand  it.  If  you  had  but  asked  me  for 
what  you  took  from  me,  or  what  others  offered  you,  I 
would  have  given  it  to  you;  you  have  a  family  to  pro- 
vide for.  Even  with  your  want  of  delicacy  you  have 
treated  me  better  than  another  might  have  done,  that  I 
believe — 

"But  that  you,  who  know  all  that  I  have  done  for  my 
country,  for  France,  you  who  have  seen  me  sit  up  a  hun- 
dred nights  and  more  to  work  for  the  Emperor,  or  toiling 
eighteen  hours  a  day  for  three  months  on  end;  that  you, 
who  know  my  worship  of  Madame  de  Se*rizy,  should  have 
gossiped  about  it  before  a  boy,  have  betrayed  my  secrets 
to  the  mockery  of  a  Madame  Husson — " 

"Monseigneur!" 

"It  is  unpardonable.  To  damage  a  man's  interest  is 
nothing,  but  to  strike  at  his  heart! — Ah!  you  do  not  know 
what  you  have  done!" 

The  Count  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and  was  silent 
for  a  moment. 

"I  leave  you  in  possession  of  what  you  have,"  he  went 
on,  "and  I  will  forget  you. — As  a  point  of  dignity,  or  honor, 
we  will  part  without  quarrelling,  for,  at  this  moment,  I  can 
remember  what  your  father  did  for  mine. 

"You  must  come  to  terms — good  terms — with  Monsieur 
de  Reybert,  your  successor.  Be  calm,  as  I  am.  Bo  not 
make  yourself  a  spectacle  for  fools.  Above  all,  no  bluster 
and  no  haggling.  Though  you  have  forfeited  my  confi- 
dence, try  to  preserve  the  decorum  of  wealth.— As  to  the 
little  wretch  who  has  half  killed  me,  he  is  not  to  sleep  at 
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Presles.  Send  him  to  the  inn;  I  cannot  answer  for  what  I 
might  do  if  he  crossed  my  path." 

"I  do  not  deserve  such  leniency,  Monseigneur,"  said 
Moreau,  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  "If  I  had  been  utterly 
dishonest  I  should  have  five  hundred  thousand  francs; 
and  indeed  I  will  gladly  account  for  every  franc  in  detail! 
— But  permit  me  to  assure  you,  Monseigneur,  that  when  I 
spoke  of  you  to  Madame  Clapart  it  was  never  in  derision. 
On  the  contrary,  it  was  to  deplore  your  condition  and  to  ask 
her  whether  she  did  not  know  of  some  remedy,  unfamiliar 
to  the  medical  profession,  which  the  common  people  use. — 
I  have  spoken  of  you  in  the  boy's  presence  when  he  was 
asleep — but  he  heard  me,  it  would  seem! — and  always  in 
terms  of  the  deepest  affection  and  respect.  Unfortunately, 
a  blunder  is  sometimes  punished  as  a  crime.  Still,  while  I 
bow  to  the  decisions  of  your  just  anger,  I  would  have  you 
to  know  what  really  happened.  Yes,  it  was  heart  to  heart 
that  I  spoke  of  you  to  Madame  Ciapart.  And  only  ask  my 
wife;  never  have  I  mentioned  these  matters  to  her — " 

"That  will  do,"  said  the  Count,  whose  conviction  was 
complete.  "We  are  not  children;  the  past  is  irrevocable. 
.  .  .  Go  and  set  your  affairs  and  mine  in  order.  You  may 
remain  in  the  lodge  till  the  month  of  October.  Monsieur 
and  Madame  de  Eeybert  will  live  in  the  chateau.  Above 
all,  try  to  live  with  them  as  gentlemen  should — hating  each 
other,  but  keeping  up  appearances." 

The  Count  and  Moreau  went  downstairs,  Moreau  as  white 
as  the  Count's  hair,  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy  calm  and  dignified. 

While  this  scene  was  going  forward,  the  Beaumont 
coach,  leaving  Paris  at  one  o'clock,  had  stopped  at  the 
gate  of  Presles  to  set  down  Maitre  Crottat,  who,  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  Count's  orders,  was  shown  into  the  drawing- 
room  to  wait  for  him ;  there  he  found  his  clerk  excessively 
crestfallen,  in  company  with  the  two  painters,  all  three  con- 
spicuously uncomfortable.  Monsieur  de  Beybert,  a  man  of 
fifty,  with  a  very  surly  expression,  had  brought  with  him 
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old  Margueron  and  the  notary  from  Beaumont,  who  held  a 
bundle  of  leases  and  title-deeds. 

When  this  assembled  party  saw  the  Count  appear  in  full 
court  costume,  Georges  Marest  had  a  spasm  in  the  stomach, 
and  Joseph  Bridau  felt  a  qualm;  but  Mistigris,  who  was 
himself  in  his  Sunday  clothes,  and  who  indeed  had  no 
crime  on  his  conscience,  said  loud  enough  to  be  heard: 
"Well,  he  looks  much  nicer  now." 

"You  little  rascal,"  said  the  Count,  drawing  him  toward 
him  by  one  ear,  "so  we  both  deal  in  decorations! — Do  you 
recognize  your  work,  my  dear  Schinner?"  he  went  on, 
pointing  to  the  ceiling. 

"Monseigneur,"  said  the  artist,  "I  was  so  foolish  as  to 
assume  so  famous  a  name  out  of  bravado;  but  to-day's  ex- 
perience makes  it  incumbent  on  me  to  do  something  good 
and  win  glory  for  that  of  Joseph  Bridau." 

"You  took  my  part,"  said  the  Count  eagerly,  "and  I 
hope  you  will  do  me  the  pleasure  of  dining  with  me — you 
and  our  witty  Mistigris." 

4 '  You  do  not  know  what  you  are  exposing  yourself  to, ' '  said 
the  audacious  youngster;  "an  empty  stomach  knows  no  peers. " 

"Bridau,"  said  the  Count,  struck  by  a  sudden  reminis- 
cence, "are  you  related  to  one  of  the  greatest  workers 
under  the  Empire,  a  brigadier  in  command  who  died  a 
victim  to  his  zeal?" 

"I  am  his  son,  Monseigneur,"  said  Joseph,  bowing. 

"Then  you  are  welcome  here,"  replied  the  Count,  taking 
the  artist's  hand  in  both  his  own;  "I  knew  your  father, 
and  you  may  depend  on  me  as  on — an  American  uncle," 
said  Monsieur  de  Se'rizy,  smiling.  "But  you  are  too  young 
to  have  a  pupil — to  whom  does  Mistigris  belong?" 

"To  my  friend  Schinner,  who  has  lent  him  to  me,"  re- 
plied Joseph.  "Mistigris's  name  is  Le*on  de  Lora.  Mon- 
seigneur, if  you  remember  my  father,  will  you  condescend 
to  bear  in  mind  his  other  son,  who  stands  accused  of  con- 
spiring against  the  State,  and  is  on  his  trial  before  the 
Supreme  Court — " 
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"To  be  sure,"  said  the  Count.  "I  will  bear  it  in  mind, 
believe  me. — As  to  Prince  Czerni-Georges,  Ali  Pacha's  ally, 
and  Mina's  aide-de-camp — "  said  the  Count,  turning  to 
Georges. 

"He? — my  second  clerk?"  cried  Crottat. 

"You  are  under  a  mistake,  Maitre  Crottat,"  said  Mon- 
sieur de  Serizy,  very  severely.  "A  clerk  who  hopes  ever 
to  become  a  notary  does  not  leave  important  documents  in  a 
diligence  at  the  mercy  of  his  fellow-travellers!  A  clerk  who 
hopes  to  become  a  notary  does  not  spend  twenty  francs  be- 
tween Paris  and  Moisselles !  A  clerk  who  hopes  to  become 
a  notary  does  not  expose  himself  to  arrest  as  a  deserter — " 

"  MOD  seigneur, "  said  Georges  Marest,  "I  may  have 
amused  myself  by  playing  a  practical  joke  on  a  party  of 
travellers,  but — " 

"Do  not  interrupt  his  Excellency,"  said  his  master,  giv- 
ing him  a  violent  nudge  in  the  ribs. 

"A  notary  ought  to  develop  early  the  gifts  of  discretion, 
prudence,  and  discernment,  and  not  mistake  a  Minister  of 
State  for  a  candlemaker. " 

"I  accept  sentence  for  my  errors,"  said  Georges;  "but 
I  did  not  leave  my  papers  at  the  mercy — " 

"You  are  at  this  moment  committing  the  error  of  giving 
the  lie  to  a  Minister  of  State,  a  peer  of  France,  a  gentle- 
man, an  old  man — and  a  client. — Look  for  your  deed  of 
sale." 

The  clerk  turned  over  the  papers  in  his  portfolio. 

"Do  not  make  a  mess  of  your  papers,"  said  the  Count, 
taking  the  document  out  of  his  pocket.  "Here  is  the  deed 
you  are  seeking." 

Crottat  turned  it  over  three  times,  so  much  was  he  amazed 
at  receiving  it  from  the  hands  of  his  noble  client. 

"What,  sir!" — he  at  last  began,  addressing  Georges. 

"If  I  had  not  taken  it,"  the  Count  went  on,  "Pere  Leger 
— who  is  not  such  a  fool  as  you  fancy  him  from  his  questions 
as  to  agriculture,  since  they  might  have  taught  you  that  a 
man  should  always  be  thinking  of  his  business — Pere  Leger 
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might  have  got  hold  of  it  and  discovered  my  plans. — You  also 
will  give  me  the  pleasure  of  your  company  at  dinner,  but  on 
condition  of  telling  us  the  history  of  the  Moslem's  execution 
at  Smyrna,  and  of  finishing  the  memoirs  of  some  client  which 
you  read,  no  doubt,  before  publication." 

"A  trouncing  for  bouncing!"  said  Le'on  de  Lora,  in  a 
low  voice  to  Joseph  Bridau. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  Count  to  the  notary  from  Beau- 
mont, to  Crottat,  Margueron,  and  Reybert,  "come  into  the 
other  room.  We  will  not  sit  down  to  dinner  till  we  have 
concluded  our  bargain;  for,  as  nr^  friend  Mistigris  says,  we 
must  know  when  to  creep  silent." 

"Well,  he  is  a  thoroughly  good  fellow,"  said  Le'on  de 
Lora  to  Georges  Marest. 

"Yes;  but  if  he  is  a  good  fellow,  my  governor  is  not,  and 
he  will  request  me  to  play  my  tricks  elsewhere." 

"Well,  you  like  travelling,"  said  Bridau. 

"What  a  dressing  that  boy  will  get  from  Monsieur  and 
Madame  Moreau!"  cried  Le'on  de  Lora. 

"The  little  idiot!"  said  Georges.  "But  for  him  the  Count 
would  have  thought  it  all  very  good  fun.  Well,  well,  it  is 
a  useful  lesson,  and  if  I  am  caught  chattering  in  a  coach 
again — " 

"Oh,  it  is  a  stupid  thing  to  do,"  said  Joseph  Bridau. 

"And  vulgar  too,"  said  Mistigris.  "Keep  your  tongue 
to  clean  your  teeth." 

While  the  business  of  the  farm  was  being  discussed  be- 
tween Monsieur  Margueron  and  the  Comte  de  Sdrizy,  with 
the  assistance  of  three  notaries,  and  in  the  presence  of  Mon- 
sieur de  Reybert,  Moreau  was  slowly  making  his  way  home. 
He  went  in  without  looking  about  him,  and  sat  down  on  a 
sofa  in  the  drawing-room,  while  Oscar  Husson  crept  into 
a  corner  out  of  sight,  so  terrified  was  he  by  the  steward's 
white  face. 

"Well,  my  dear,"  said  Estelle,  coming  in,  fairly  tired  out 
by  all  she  had  had  to  do,  "what  is  the  matter?" 

"My  dear,  we  are  ruined,  lost  beyond  redemption.     I  am 
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no  longer  land-steward  of  Presles!  The  Count  has  with- 
drawn his  confidence." 

"And  what  has  caused — ?" 

"Old  Le*ger,  who  was  in  Pierrotin's  chaise,  let  out  all 
about  the  farm  of  les  Moulineaux;  but  it  is  not  that  which 
has  cut  me  off  forever  from  his  favor — " 

"What,  then?" 

"Oscar  spoke  ill  of  the  Countess,  and  talked  of  Mon- 
seigneur's  ailments — " 

"Oscar?"  cried  Madame  Moreau.  "You  are  punished 
by  your  own  act!  A  pretty  viper  you  have  nursed  in  your 
bosom !  How  often  have  I  told  you — ' ' 

' '  That  will  do, ' '  said  Moreau  hoarsely. 

At  this  instant  Estelle  and  -her  husband  detected  Oscar 
huddled  in  a  corner.  Moreau  pounced  on  the  luckless  boy 
like  a  kite  on  its  prey,  seized  him  by  the  collar  of  his  olive- 
green  coat,  and  dragged  him  into  the  daylight  of  a  window. 

' ' Speak !  What  did  you  say  to  Monseigneur  in  the  coach  ? 
What  devil  loosened  your  tongue,  when  you  always  stand 
moonstruck  if  I  ask  you  a  question  ?  What  did  you  do  it 
for  ? ' '  said  the  steward  with  terrific  violence. 

Oscar,  too  much  scared  for  tears,  kept  silence,  as  motion- 
less as  a  statue. 

"Come  and  ask  his  Excellency's  pardon!"  said  Moreau. 

"As  if  his  Excellency  cared  about  a  vermin  like  him!" 
shrieked  Estelle  in  a  fury. 

"Come — come  to  the  chateau!"  Moreau  repeated. 

Oscar  collapsed,  a  lifeless  heap  on  the  floor. 

"Will  you  come,  I  say?"  said  Moreau,  his  rage  increas- 
ing every  moment. 

"No,  no;  have  pity!"  cried  Oscar,  who  could  not  face 
a  punishment  worse  than  death. 

Moreau  took  the  boy  by  the  collar  and  dragged  him  like 
a  corpse  across  the  courtyard,  which  rang  with  the  boy's 
cries  and  sobs;  he  hauled  him  up  the  steps  and  flung  him, 
howling,  and  as  rigid  as  a  post,  into  the  drawing-room  at  the 
feet  of  the  Count,  who,  having  settled  for  the  purchase  of  les 
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Moulineaux,  was  just  passing  into  the  dining-room  with  his 
friends. 

"On  your  knees,  on  your  knees,  wretched  boy.  Ask 
pardon  of  the  man  who  has  fed  your  mind  by  getting  you 
a  scholarship  at  college,"  cried  Moreau. 

Oscar  lay  with  his  face  on  the  ground,  fgaming  with  rage. 
Everybody  was  startled.  Moreau,  quite  beside  himself,  was 
purple  in  the  face  from  the  rush  of  blood  to  his  head. 

"This  boy  is  mere  vanity,"  said  the  Count,  after  waiting 
in  vain  for  Oscar's  apology.  "Pride  can  humble  itself,  for 
there  is  dignity  in  some  self-humiliation. — I  am  afraid  you 
will  never  make  anything  of  this  fellow." 

And  the  Minister  passed  on. 

Moreau  led  Oscar  away  and  back  to  his  own  house. 

While  the  horses  were  being  harnessed  to  the  travelling 
chaise,  he  wrote  the  following  letter  to  Madame  Clapart: 

"Oscar,  my  dear,  has  brought  me  to  ruin.  In  the  course 
of  his  journey  in  Pierrotin's  chaise  this  morning  he  spoke  of 
the  flirtations  of  Madame  la  Comtesse  to  his  Excellency  him- 
self, who  was  travelling  incognito,  and  told  the  Count  his 
own  secrets  as  to  the  skin  disease  brought  on  by  long  nights 
of  hard  work  in  his  various  high  offices. — After  dismissing 
me  from  my  place,  the  Count  desired  me  not  to  allow  Oscar 
to  sleep  at  Presles,  but  to  send  him  home.  In  obedience  to 
his  orders  I  am  having  my  horses  put  to  my  wife's  carriage, 
and  Brochon,  my  groom,  will  take  the  little  wretch  home. 

"My  wife  and  I  are  in  a  state  of  despair,  which  you  may 
imagine,  but  which  I  cannot  attempt  to  describe.  I  will  go 
to  see  you  in  a  few  days,  for  I  must  make  my  plans.  I  have 
three  children ;  I  must  think  of  the  future,  and  I  do  not  yet 
know  what  to  decide  on,  for  I  am  determined  to  show  the 
Count  the  value  of  seventeen  years  of  the  life  of  such  a  man 
as  I.  I  have  two  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  francs,  and  I 
mean  to  acquire  such  a  fortune  as  will  allow  me  to  be,  some 
day,  not  much  less  than  his  Excellency's  equal.  At  this 
instant,  I  feel  that  I  could  remove  mountains  and  conquer 
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insurmountable  difficulties.     What  a  lever  is  such  a  humili- 
ating scene ! — 

"Whose  blood  can  Oscar  have  in  his  veins?  I  cannot 
compliment  you  on  your  son;  his  behavior  is  that  of  an  owl. 
At  this  moment  of  writing  he  has  not  yet  uttered  a  word  in 
reply  to  my  questions  and  my  wife's.  Is  he  becoming  idiotic 
or  is  he  idiotic  already  ?  My  dear  friend,  did  you  not  give 
him  due  injunctions  before  he  started  ?  How  much  misfor- 
tune you  would  have  spared  me  by  coming  with  him,  as  I 
begged  you.  If  you  were  afraid  of  Estelle,  you  could  have 
stayed  at  Moisselles.  However,  it  is  all  over  now.  Farewell 
till  we  meet,  soon. — Your  faithful  friend  and  servant, 

"MOREAU." 

At  eight  o'clock  that  evening  Madame  Clapart  had  come 
in  from  a  little  walk  with  her  husband,  and  sat  knitting 
stockings  for  Oscar  by  the  light  of  a  single  dip.  Monsieur 
Clapart  was  expecting  a  friend  named  Poiret,  who  sometimes 
came  in  for  a  game  of  dominoes,  for  he  never  trusted  himself  to 
spend  an  evening  in  a  cafe*.  In  spite  of  temperance,  enforced 
on  him  by  his  narrow  means,  Clapart  could  not  have  answered 
for  his  abstinence  when  in  the  midst  of  food  and  drink,  and 
surrounded  by  other  men,  whose  laughter  might  have  nettled 
him. 

"I  am  afraid  Poiret  may  have  been  and  gone,"  said  he  to 
his  wife. 

"The  lodgekeeper  would  have  told  us,  my  dear,"  replied 
his  wife. 

"She  may  have  forgotten." 

"Why  should  she  forget?" 

"It  would  not  be  the  first  time  she  has  forgotten  things 
that  concern  us;  God  knows,  anything  is  good  enough  for 
people  who  have  no  servants  I" 

41  Well,  well,"  said  the  poor  woman,  to  change  the  subject 
and  escape  her  husband's  pin-stabs.  "Oscar  is  at  Presles  by 
this  time;  he  will  be  very  happy  in  that  beautiful  place,  that 
fine  park — " 
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"Oh,  yes,  expect  great  things!"  retorted  Clapart.  "He 
will  make  hay  there  with  a  vengeance!" 

"Will  you  never  cease  to  be  spiteful  to  that  poor  boy? 
"What  harm  has  he  done  you  ?  Dear  Heaven!  if  ever  we  are 
in  easy  circumstances  we  shall  owe  it  to  him,  perhaps,  for  he 
has  a  good  heart." 

"Our  bones  will  be  gelatine  long  before  that  boy  succeeds 
in  the  world!"  said  Clapart.  "And  he  will  have  altered 
very  considerably ! — Why,  you  don't  know  your  own  boy; 
he  is  a  braggart,  a  liar,  lazy,  incapable — " 

"Supposing  you  were  to  go  to  fetch  Poiret,"  said  the 
hapless  mother,  struck  to  the  heart  by  the  diatribe  she  had 
brought  down  on  her  own  head. 

"A  boy  who  never  took  a  prize  at  school !"  added  Clapart. 

In  the  eyes  of  the  commoner  sort,  bringing  home  prizes 
from  school  is  positive  proof  of  future  success  in  life. 

"Did  you  ever  take  a  prize?"  retorted  his  wife.  "And 
Oscar  got  the  fourth  accessit  in  philosophy!" 

This  speech  reduced  Clapart  to  silence  for  a  moment. 

"And  besides,"  he  presently  went  on,  "Madame  Moreau 
must  love  him  as  she  loves  a  nail — you  know  where;  she 
will  try  to  set  her  husband  against  him. — Oscar  steward  at 
Presles!  Why,  he  must  understand  land-surveying  and 
agriculture — " 

"He  can  learn." 

"He!  Never!  I  bet  you  that  if  he  got  a  place  there  he 
would  not  be  in  it  a  week  before  he  had  done  something 
clumsy,  and  was  packed  off  by  the  Comte  de  Serizy — " 

"Good  heavens!  How  can  you  be  so  vicious  about  the 
future  prospects  of  a  poor  boy,  full  of  good  points,  as  sweet 
as  an  angel,  and  incapable  of  doing  an  ill  turn  to  any  living 
soul?" 

At  this  moment  the  cracking  of  a  post-boy's  whip  and 
the  clatter  of  a  chaise  at  top  speed,  with  the  hoofs  of  horses 
pulled  up  sharply  at  the  outer  gate,  had  roused  the  whole 
street.  Clapart,  hearing  every  window  flung  open,  went  out 
on  the  landing. 
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"Oscar,  sent  back  by  post!"  cried  he  in  a  tone  in  which 
his  satisfaction  gave  way  to  genuine  alarm. 

"Good  God!  what  can  have  happened?"  said  the  poor 
mother,  trembling  as  a  leaf  is  shaken  by  an  autumn  wind. 

Brochon  came  upstairs,  followed  by  Oscar  and  Poiret. 

"Good  heavens,  what  has  happened?"  repeated  she, 
appealing  to  the  groom. 

"I  don't  know,  but  Monsieur  Moreau  is  no  longer  stew- 
ard of  Presles,  and  they  say  it  is  your  son's  doing,  and 
Monseigneur  has  ordered  him  home  again. — However,  here 
is  a  letter  from  poor  Monsieur  Moreau,  who  is  so  altered, 
Madame,  it  is  dreadful  to  see." 

"Clapart,  a  glass  of  wine  for  the  post-boy,  and  one  for 
Monsieur,"  said  his  wife,  who  dropped  into  an  armchair  and 
read  the  terrible  letter.  "Oscar,"  she  went  on,  dragging 
herself  to  her  bed,  "you  want  to  kill  your  mother! — After 
all  I  said  to  you.  this  morning — "  But  Madame  Clapart  did 
not  finish  her  sentence;  she  fainted  with  misery. 

Oscar  remained  standing,  speechless.  Madame  Clapart, 
as  she  recovered  her  senses,  heard  her  husband  saying  to 
the  boy  as  he  shook  him  by  the  arm:  "Will  you  speak?" 

"Go  to  bed  at  once,  sir,"  said  she  to  her  son.  "And 
leave  him  in  peace,  Monsieur  Clapart;  do  not  drive  him 
out  of  his  wits,  for  he  is  dreadfully  altered!" 

Oscar  did  not  hear  his  mother's  remark;  he  had  made  for 
bed  the  instant  he  was  told. 

Those  who  have  any  recollection  of  their  own  boyhood 
will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that,  after  a  day  so  full  of 
events  and  agitations,  Oscar  slept  the  sleep  of  the  just  in 
spite  of  the  enormity  of  his  sins.  Nay,  next  day  he  did  not 
find  the  whole  face  of  nature  so  much  changed  as  he  ex- 
pected, and  was  astonished  to  find  that  he  was  hungry,  after 
regarding  himself  the  day  before  as  unworthy  to  live.  He 
had  suffered  only  in  mind,  and  at  that  age  mental  impres- 
sions succeed  each  other  so  rapidly  that  each  wipes  out  the 
last,  however  deep  it  may  have  seemed. 

Hence  corporal  punishment,  though  philanthropists  have 
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made  a  strong  stand  against  it  of  late  years,  is  in  some  cases 
necessary  for  children;  also,  it  is  perfectly  natural,  for  Na- 
ture herself  has  no  other  means  but  the  infliction  of  pain 
to  produce  a  lasting  impression  of  her  lessons.  If  to  give 
weight  to  the  shame,  unhappily  too  transient,  which  had 
overwhelmed  Oscar,  the  steward  had  given  him  a  sound 
thrashing,  the  lesson  might  have  been  effectual.  The  dis- 
cernment needed  for  the  proper  infliction  of  such  corrections 
is  the  chief  argument  against  their  use;  for  Nature  never 
makes  a  mistake,  while  the  teacher  must  often  blunder. 

Madame  Clapart  took  care  to  send  her  husband  out  next 
morning  to  have  her  son  to  herself.  She  was  in  a  pitiable 
condition.  Her  eyes  red  with  weeping,  her  face  worn  by  a 
sleepless  night,  her  voice  broken ;  everything  in  her  seemed 
to  sue  for  mercy  by  the  signs  of  such  grief  as  she  could  not 
have  endured  a  second  time.  When  Oscar  entered  the  room, 
she  beckoned  to  him  to  sit  down  by  her,  and  in  a  mild  but 
feeling  voice  reminded  him  of  all  the  kindness  done  them 
by  the  steward  of  Presles.  She  explained  to  Oscar  that  for 
the  last  six  years  especially  she  had  lived  on  Moreau's  in- 
genious charity.  Monsieur  Clapart's  appointment,  which 
they  owed,  no  less  than  Oscar's  scholarship,  to  the  Comte 
de  SeVizy,  he  would  some  day  cease  to  hold.  Clapart  could 
not  claim  a  pension,  not  having  served  long  enough  either 
in  the  Treasury  or  the  city  to  ask  for  one.  And  when 
Monsieur  Clapart  should  be  shelved,  what  was  to  become 
of  them  ? 

"I,"  she  said,  "by  becoming  a  sick-nurse  or  taking  a 
place  as  housekeeper  in  some  gentleman's  house,  could 
make  my  living  and  keep  Monsieur  Clapart;  but  what 
would  become  of  you?  You  have  no  fortune,  and  you 
must  work  for  your  living.  There  are  but  four  openings 
for  lads  like  you — trade,  the  civil  service,  the  liberal  pro- 
fessions, and  military  service.  A  young  man  who  has  no 
capital  must  contribute  faithful  service  and  brains;  but 
great  discretion  is  needed  in  business,  and  your  behavior 
yesterday  makes  your  success  very  doubtful.  For  an  offi- 
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cial  career  yon  have  to  begin,  for  years  perhaps,  as  a  super- 
numerary, and  need  interest  to  back  you;  and  you  have 
alienated  the  only  protector  we  ever  had — a  man  high  in 
power.  And  besides,  even  if  you  were  blessed  with  the 
exceptional  gifts  which  enable  a  young  man  to  rise  rapidly, 
either  in  business  or  in  an  official  position,  where  are  we  to 
find  the  money  for  food  and  clothing  while  you  are  learning 
your  work?" 

And  here  his  mother,  like  all  women,  went  off  into  wordy 
lamentations.  What  could  she  do  now  that  she  was  de- 
prived of  the  gifts  of  produce  which  Moreau  was  able  to 
send  her  while  managing  Presles?  Oscar  had  overthrow 
his  best  friend. 

Next  to  trade  and  office  work,  of  which  her  son  need  not 
even  think,  came  the  legal  profession  as  a  notary,  a  pleader, 
an  attorney,  or  an  usher.  But  then  he  must  study  law  for 
three  years  at  least,  and  pay  heavy  fees  for  his  admission, 
his  examinations,  his  theses,  and  diploma;  the  number  of 
competitors  was  so  great  that  superior  talent  was  indispen- 
sable, and  how  was  he  to  live?  That  was  the  constantly 
recurring  question. 

"Oscar,"  she  said  in  conclusion,  "all  my  pride,  all  my 
life  were  centred  in  you.  I  could  bear  to  look  forward  to 
an  old  age  of  poverty,  for  I  kept  my  eyes  on  you;  I  saw 
you  entering  on  a  prosperous  career,  and  succeeding  in  it. 
That  hope  has  given  me  courage  to  endure  the  privations  I 
have  gone  through  during  the  last  six  years  to  keep  you  at 
school,  for  it  has  cost  seven  or  eight  hundred  francs  a  year 
besides  the  half-scholarship.  Now  that  my  hopes  are 
srushed,  I  dread  to  think  of  your  future  fate.  I  must  not 
spend  a  sou  of  Monsieur  Clapart's  salary  on  my  own  son. 

"What  do  you  propose  to  do.  You  are  not  a  good 
enough  mathematician  to  pass  into  a  specialist  college; 
and,  besides,  where  could  I  find  the  three  thousand  francs 
a  year  for  your  training? — This  is  life,  my  dear  child! 
Well,  you  are  eighteen,  and  a  strong  lad — enlist  as  a 
soldier;  it  is  the  only,  way  you  can  make  a  living." 
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Oscar  as  yet  knew  nothing  of  life.  Like  all  boys  who 
have  been  brought  up  in  ignorance  of  the  poverty  at  home, 
he  had  no  idea  of  the  need  to  work  for  his  living;  the  word 
trade  conveyed  no  idea  to  his  mind;  and  the  words  Govern- 
ment office  did  not  mean  much,  for  he  knew  nothing  of  the 
work.  He  listened  with  a  look  of  submission,  which  he 
tried  to  make  penitential,  but  his  mother's  remonstrances 
were  lost  in  air.  However,  at  the  idea  of  being  a  soldier, 
and  on  seeing  the  tears  in  his  mother's  eyes,  the  boy  too  was 
ready  to  weep.  As  soon  as  Madame  Clapart  saw  the  drops 
on  her  boy's  cheeks,  she  was  quite  disarmed;  and,  like  all 
mothers  in  a  similar  position,  she  fell  back  on  the  general- 
ities which  wind  up  this  sort  of  attack,  in  which  they  suffer 
all  their  own  sorrows  and  their  children's  at  the  same  time. 

"Come,  Oscar,  promise  me  to  be  more  cautious  for  the 
future,  not  to  blurt  out  whatever  comes  uppermost,  to  mod- 
erate your  absurd  conceit — "  and  so  on. 

Oscar  was  ready  to  promise  all  his  mother  asked,  and 
pressing  him  gently  to  her  heart,  Madame  Clapart  ended  by 
embracing  him  to  comfort  him  for  the  scolding  he  had  had. 

"Now,"  said  she,  "you  will  listen  to  your  mother  and 
follow  her  advice,  for  a  mother  can  give  her  son  none  but 
good  advice. — We  will  go  and  see  your  uncle  Cardot.  He 
is  our  last  hope.  Cardot  owed  a  great  deal  to  your  father, 
who,  by  allowing  him  to  marry  his  sister,  with  what  was 
then  an  immense  marriage  portion,  enabled  him  to  make  a 
large  fortune  in  silk.  I  fancy  he  would  place  you  with 
Monsieur  Camusot,  his  son-in-law  and  successor  in  the  Rue 
des  Bourdonnais. 

"Still,  your  uncle  Cardot  has  four  children  of  his  own. 
He  made  over  his  shop,  the  Cocon  d'Or,  to  his  eldest  daugh- 
ter, Madame  Camusot.  Though  Camusot  has  millions,  there 
are  the  four  children,  by  two  wives,  and  he  hardly  knows  of 
our  existence.  Marianne,  his  second  girl,  married  M.  Protez, 
of  Protez  and  Chiffreville.  He  paid  four  hundred  thousand 
francs  to  put  his  elder  son  in  business  as  a  notary;  and  he 
has  just  invested  for  his  second  son  Joseph  as  a  partner  in 
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the  business  of  Matifat,  drug-importers.  Thus  your  uncle 
Cardot  may  very  well  not  choose  to  be  troubled  about  you, 
whom  he  sees  but  four  times  a  year.  He  has  never  been  to 
call  on  me  here;  but  he  could  come  to  see  me  when  I  was 
in  Madame  Mere's  household,  to  be  allowed  to  supply  silks 
to  their  Imperial  Highnesses,  and  the  Emperor,  and  the 
Grandees  at  Court. — And  now  the  Camusots  are  Ultras! 
Camusot's  elder  son,  by  his  first  wife,  married  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  gentleman  usher  to  the  King!  Well,  when  the 
world  stoops 'it  grows  hunch-backed.  And,  after  all,  it 
is  a  good  business;  the  Cocon  d'Or  has  the  custom  of  the 
Court  under  the  Bourbons  as  it  had  under  the  Emperor. 

"To-morrow  we  will  go  to  see  your  uncle  Cardot,  and  I 
hope  you  will  contrive  to  behave;  for,  as  I  tell  you,  in  him 
is  our  last  hope." 

Monsieur  Jean  Je'rome  SeVerin  Cardot  had  lost  his  sec- 
ond wife  six  years  since — Mademoiselle  Husson,  on  whom, 
in  the  days  of  his  glory,  the  contractor  had  bestowed  a  mar- 
riage portion  of  a  hundred  thousand  francs  in  hard  cash. 
Cardot,  the  head-clerk  of  the  Cocon  d'Or,  one  of  the  old- 
established  Paris  houses,  had  bought  the  business  in  1793, 
when  its  owners  were  ruined  by  the  maximum,  and  Mad- 
emoiselle Husson 's  money  to  back  him  had  enabled  him  to 
make  an  almost  colossal  fortune  in  ten  years.  To  provide 
handsomely  for  his  children,  he  had  very  ingeniously  in- 
vested three  hundred  thousand  francs  in  annuities  for  him- 
self and  his  wife,  which  brought  him  in  thirty  thousand 
francs  a  year.  The  rest  of  his  capital  he  divided  into  three 
portions  of  four  hundred  thousand  francs  for  his  younger 
children,  and  the  shop  was  taken  as  representing  that  sum 
by  Camusot  when  he  married  the  elder  girl.  Thus  the  old 
fellow,  now  nearly  seventy,  could  dispose  of  his  thirty  thou- 
sand francs  a  year  without  damaging  his  children's  interests; 
they  were  all  well  married,  and  no  avaricious  hopes  could 
interfere  with  their  filial  affection. 

Uncle  Cardot  lived  at  Belleville  in  one  of  the  first  houses 
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just  above  la  Courtille.  He  rented  a  first  floor,  whence  there 
was  a  fine  view  over  the  Seine  valley,  an  apartment  for  which 
he  paid  a  thousand  francs  a  year,  facing  south,  with  the  ex- 
clusive enjoyment  of  a  large  garden;  thus  he  never  troubled 
himself  about  the  three  or  four  other  families  inhabiting  the 
spacious  country  house.  Secure,  by  a  long  lease,  of  ending 
his  days  there,  he  lived  rather  shabbily,  waited  on  by  his  old 
cook  and  by  a  maid  who  had  been  attached  to  his  late  wife, 
both  of  whom  looked  forward  to  an  annuity  of  some  six 
hundred  francs  at  his  death,  and  consequently  did  not  rob 
him.  These  two  women  took  incredible  care  of  their  master, 
and  with  all  the  more  devotion  since  no  one  could  be  less 
fractious  or  fidgety  than  he. 

The  rooms,  furnished  by  the  late  Madame  Cardot,  had 
remained  unaltered  for  six  years,  and  the  old  man  was  quite 
content;  he  did  not  spend  a  thousand  crowns  a  year  there, 
for  he  dined  out  in  Paris  five  days  a  week,  and  came  home 
at  midnight  in  a  private  fly  that  he  took  at  the  Barri&re  de 
la  Courtille.  They  had  hardly  anything  to  do  beyond  pro- 
viding him  with  breakfast.  The  old  man  breakfasted  at 
eleven  o'clock,  then  he  dressed  and  scented  himself  and 
went  to  Paris.  A  man  usually  gives  notice  when  he  means 
to  dine  out;  Monsieur  Cardot  gave  notice  when  he  was  to 
dine  at  home. 

This  little  old  gentleman,  plump,  rosy,  square,  and 
hearty,  was  always  as  neat  as  a  pin,  as  the  saying  goes, 
that  is  to  say,  always  in  black  silk  stockings,  corded  silk 
knee-breeches,  a  white  marcella  waistcoat,  dazzlingly  white 
linen,  and  a  dark  blue  coat;  he  wore  violet  silk  gloves,  gold 
buckles  to  his  shoes  and  breeches,  a  touch  of  powder  on  his 
hair,  and  a  small  queue  tied  with  black  ribbon.  His  face 
was  noticeable  for  the  thick,  bushy  eyebrows,  beneath  which 
sparkled  his  gray  eyes,  and  a  large  squarely-cut  nose  that 
made  him  look  like  some  venerable  prebendary.  This  coun- 
tenance did  not  belie  the  man.  Old  Cardot  was,  in  fact,  one 
of  the  race  of  frisky  Q&rontes  who  are  disappearing  day  by 
day,  and  who  played  the  part  of  Turcaret  in  all  the  romances 
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and  comedies  of  the  eighteenth  century.  Uncle  Cardot  would 
speak  to  a  woman  as  "Lady  fair" ;  he  would  take  home  any 
woman  in  a  coach  who  had  no  other  protector ;  he  was  ' '  theirs 
to  command,"  to  use  his  own  expression,  with  a  chivalrous 
flourish.  His  calm  face  and  snowy  hair  were  the  adjuncts 
of  an  old  age  wholly  devoted  to  pleasure.  Among  men  he 
boldly  professed  Epicureanism,  and  allowed  himself  rather 
a  broad  style  of  jokes.  He  had  made  no  objection  when  his 
son-in-law  Camusot  attached  himself  to  Coralie,  the  fasci- 
nating actress,  for  he  was,  in  secret,  the  Maecenas  of  Mad- 
emoiselle Florentine,  premiere  danseuse  at  the  Gaite*  theatre. 

Still,  nothing  appeared  on  the  surface,  or  in  his  evident 
conduct,  to  tell  tales  of  these  opinions  and  this  mode  of  life. 
Uncle  Cardot,  grave  and  polite,  was  supposed  to  be  almost 
cold,  such  a  display  did  he  make  of  the  proprieties,  and 
even  a  bigot  would  have  called  him  a  hypocrite.  This  wor- 
thy gentleman  particularly  detested  the  priesthood,  he  was 
one  of  the  large  body  of  silly  people  who  subscribe  to  the 
"  Constitutionnel, "  and  was  much  exercised  about  the  re- 
fusal of  rights  of  burial.  He  adored  Voltaire,  though  his 
preference  as  a  matter  of  taste  was  for  Piron,  Verde",  and 
Colle*.  Of  course,  he  admired  Beranger,  of  whom  he  spoke 
ingeniously  as  the  high  priest  of  the  religion  of  Lisette.  His 
daughters,  Madame  Camusot  and  Madame  Protez,  and  his 
two  sons  would  indeed  have  been  knocked  flat,  to  use  a 
vulgar  phrase,  if  any  one  had  told  them  what  their  father 
meant  by  singing  "La  M&re  Godichon." 

The  shrewd  old  man  had  never  told  his  children  of  his 
annuity;  and  they,  seeing  him  live  so  poorly,  all  believed 
that  he  had  stripped  himself  of  his  fortune  for  them,  and 
overwhelmed  him  with  care  and  affection.  And  he  would 
sometimes  say  to  his  sons,  "Do  not  lose  your  money,  for  I 
have  none  to  leave  you."  Camusot,  who  was  a  man  after 
his  own  heart,  and  whom  he  liked  well  enough  to  allow  him 
to  join  his  little  parties,  was  the  only  one  who  knew  of  his 
annuity  of  thirty  thousand  francs.  Camusot  highly  ap- 
plauded the  old  fellow's  philosophy,  thinking  that  after 
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providing  so  liberally  for  his  children  and  doing  his  duty  so 
thoroughly,  he  had  a  right  to  end  his  days  jovially. 

"You  see,  my  dear  fellow,"  the  old  master  of  the  Cocon 
d'Or  would  say  to  his  son-in-law,  "I  might  have  married 
again,  no  doubt,  and  a  young  wife  would  have  had  children. 
— Oh,  yes,  I  should  have  had  children,  I  was  at  an  age  when 
men  always  have  children. — Well,  Florentine  does  not  cost 
me  so  much  as  a  wife,  she  never  bores  me,  she  will  not  plague 
me  with  children,  and  will  not  make  a  hole  in  your  fortune." 
And  Camusot  discovered  in  old  Cardot  an  admirable  feeling 
for  the  Family,  regarding  him  as  a  perfect  father-in-law. 
"He  succeeds,"  he  would  say,  "in  reconciling  the  interests 
of  his  children  with  the  pleasures  it  is  natural  to  indulge 
in  in  old  age  after  having  gone  through  all  anxieties  of 
business." 

Neither  the  Cardots,  nor  the  Camusots,  nor  the  Protez 
suspected  what  the  existence  was  of  their  old  aunt  Madame 
Clapart.  Their  communications  had  always  been  restricted 
to  sending  formal  letters  on  the  occasions  of  a  death  or  a 
marriage,  and  visiting  cards  on  New  Year's  Day.  Madame 
Clapart  was  too  proud  to  sacrifice  her  feelings  for  anything 
but  her  Oscar's  interests,  and  acted  under  the  influence  of 
her  regard  for  Moreau,  the  only  person  who  had  remained 
faithful  to  her  in  misfortune.  She  had  never  wearied  old 
Cardot  by  her  presence  or  her  importunities,  but  she  had 
clung  to  him  as  to  a  hope.  She  called  on  him  once  a  quarter, 
and  talked  to  him  of  Oscar  Husson,  the  nephew  of  the  late 
respected  Madame  Cardot,  taking  the  lad  to  see  Uncle  Cardot 
three  times  a  year,  in  the  holidays.  On  each  occasion  the 
old  man  took  Oscar  to  dine  at  the  Cadran  bleu  (the  Blue 
Dial),  and  to  the  Gaite*  in  the  evening,  taking  him  home 
afterward  to  the  Rue  de  la  Cerisaie.  On  one  occasion,  after 
giving  him  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  he  had  made  him  a  present 
of  the  silver  mug  and  spoon  and  fork  required  as  part  of 
every  schoolboy's  equipment. 

Oscar's  mother  had  tried  to  convince  the  old  man  that 
Oscar  was  very  fond  of  him,  and  she  was  always  talking  of 
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the  silver  mug  and  spoon  and  the  beautiful  suit,  of  which 
nothing  now  survived  but  the  waistcoat.  But  these  little 
insinuating  attentions  did  Oscar  more  harm  than  good  with 
so  cunning  an  old  fox  as  Uncle  Cardot.  Old  Cardot  had  not 
been  devoted  to  his  late  lamented,  a  bony  red-haired  woman; 
also  he  knew  the  circumstances  of  the  deceased  Husson's 
marriage  to  Oscar's  mother;  and  without  looking  down  on 
her  in  any  way,  he  knew  that  Oscar  had  been  born  after  his 
father's  death,  so  his  poor  nephew  seemed  an  absolute  alien 
to  the  Cardot  family.  Unable  to  foresee  disaster,  Oscar's 
mother  had  not  made  up  for  this  lack  of  natural  ties  between 
the  boy  and  his  uncle,  and  had  not  succeeded  in  implanting 
in  the  old  merchant  any  liking  for  her  boy  in  his  earliest 
youth.  Like  all  women  who  are  absorbed  in  the  one  idea 
of  motherhood,  Madame  Clapart  could  not  put  herself  in 
Uncle  Cardot's  place;  she  thought  he  ought  to  be  deeply 
interested  in  such  a  charming  boy,  whose  name,  too,  was 
that  of  the  late  Madame  Cardot. 

"Monsieur,  here  is  the  mother  of  your  nephew  Oscar," 
said  the  maid  to  Monsieur  Cardot,  who  was  airing  himself 
in  the  garden  before  breakfast,  after  being  shaved  and  hav- 
ing his  head  dressed  by  the  barber. 

"Good-morning,  lady  fair,"  said  the  old  silk-merchant, 
bowing  to  Madame  Clapart,  while  he  wrapped  his  white 
quilted  dressing-gown  across  him.  "Ah,  ha{  your  young- 
ster is  growing  apace,"  he  added,  pulling  Oscar  by  the  ear. 

"He  has  finished  his  schooling,  and  he  was  very  sorry 
that  his  dear  uncle  was  not  present  at  the  distribution  of 
prizes  at  the  College  Henri  IV.,  for  he  was  named.  The 
name  of  Husson,  of  which,  let  us  hope,  he  may  prove  worthy, 
was  honorably  mentioned." 

"The  deuce  it  was!"  said  the  little  man,  stopping  short. 
He  was  walking  with  Madame  Clapart  and  Oscar  on  a  terrace 
where  there  were  orange-trees,  myrtles,  and  pomegranate 
shrubs.  "And  what  did  he  get?" 

"The  fourth  accessit  in  philoiophy,"  said  the  mother 
triumphantly. 
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"Oh,  ho.  He  has  some  way  to  go  yet  to  make  up  for 
lost  time,"  cried  Uncle  Cardot.  "To  end  with  an  accessit — 
is  not  the  treasure  of  Peru. — You  will  breakfast  with  me?" 
said  he. 

"We  are  at  your  commands,"  replied  Madame  Clapart. 
"Oh,  my  dear  Monsieur  Cardot,  what  a  comfort  it  is  to  a 
father  and  mother  when  their  children  make  a  good  start 
in  life.  From  that  point  of  view,  as  indeed  from  every 
other,"  she  put  in,  correcting  herself,  "you  are  one  of  the 
happiest  fathers  I  know.  In  the  hands  of  your  admirable 
son-in-law  and  your  amiable  daughter,  the  Cocon  d'Or  is 
still  the  best  shop  of  the  kind  in  Paris.  Your  elder  son  has 
been  for  years  as  a  notary  at  the  head  of  the  best  known 
business  in  Paris,  and  he  married  a  rich  woman.  Your 
younger  is  a  partner  in  a  first-rate  druggist's  business. 
And  you  have  the  sweetest  grandchildren!  You  are  the 
head  of  four  flourishing  families. — Oscar,  leave  us;  go  and 
walk  round  the  garden,  and  do  not  touch  the  flowers." 

"Why,  he  is  eighteen!"  exclaimed  Uncle  Cardot,  smiling 
at  this  injunction,  "as  though  Oscar  was  a  child!" 

"Alas!  indeed  he  is,  my  dear  Monsieur  Cardot;  and  after 
bringing  him  up  to  that  age  neither  crooked  nor  bandy,  sound 
in  mind  and  body,  after  sacrificing  everything  to  give  him  an 
education,  it  would  be  hard  indeed  not  to  see  him  start  in  the 
way  to  fortune." 

"Well,  Monsieur  Moreau,  who  got  you  his  half -scholar- 
ship at  the  College  Henri  IV.,  will  start  him  in  the  right 
road,"  said  Uncle  Cardot,  hiding  his  hypocrisy  under  an 
affectation  of  bluntness. 

"Monsieur  Moreau  may  die,"  said  she.  "Besides,  he  has 
quarrelled  beyond  remedy  with  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  SeVizy, 
his  patron." 

"The  deuce  he  has!  Listen,  Madame,  I  see  what  you  are 
coming  to — " 

"No,  Monsieur,"  said  Oscar's  mother,  cutting  the  old 
man  short;  while  he,  out  of  respect  for  a  "lady  fair,"  con- 
trolled the  impulse  of  annoyance  at  being  interrupted. 
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"Alas!  you  can  know  nothing  of  the  anguish  of  a  mother 
who  for  seven  years  has  been  obliged  to  take  six  hundred 
francs  a  year  out  of  her  husband's  salary  of  eighteen  hun- 
dred. Yes,  Monsieur,  that  is  our  whole  income.  So  what 
can  I  do  for  my  Oscar?  Monsieur  Clapart -so  intensely 
hates  the  poor  boy  that  I  really  cannot  keep  him  at  home. 
What  can  a  poor  woman  do  under  such  circumstances 
but  come  to  consult  the  only  relative  her  boy  has  under 
heaven?" 

"You  did  quite  right,"  replied  Monsieur  Cardot,  "you 
never  said  anything  of  all  this  before — " 

"Indeed,  Monsieur,"  replied  Madame  Clapart  with  pride, 
"you  are  the  last  person  to  whom  I  would  confess  the  depth 
of  my  poverty.  It  is  all  my  own  fault;  I  married  a  man 
whose  incapacity  is  beyond  belief.  Oh !  I  am  a  most  mis- 
erable woman." 

"Listen,  Madame,"  said  the  little  old  man  gravely.  "Do 
not  cry.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  it  pains  me  to  see  a 
fair  lady  in  tears.  After  all,  your  boy's  name  is  Husson ;  and 
if  the  dear  departed  were  alive,  she  would  do  something  for 
the  sake  of  her  father's  and  brother's  name — " 

"She  truly  loved  her  brother!"  cried  Oscar's  mother. 

"But  all  my  fortune  is  divided  among  my  children,  who 
have  nothing  further  to  expect  from  me,"  the  old  man  went 
on.  "I  divided  the  two  million  francs  I  had  among  them; 
I  wished  to  see  them  happy  in  my  lifetime.  I  kept  nothing 
for  myself  but  an  annuity,  and  at  my  time  of  life  a  man 
clings  to  his  habits. — Do  you  know  what  you  must  do  with 
this  youngster?"  said  he,  calling  back  Oscar,  and  taking 
him  by  the  arm.  "Put  him  to  study  law,  I  will  pay  for  his 
matriculation  and  preliminary  fees.  Place  him  with  an 
attorney;  let  him  learn  all  the  tricks  of  the  trade;  if  he  does 
well,  and  gets  on  and  likes  the  work,  and  if  I  am  still  alive, 
each  of  my  children  will,  when  the  times  comes,  loan  him 
a  quarter  of  the  sum  necessary  to  purchase  a  connection;  I 
will  stand  surety  for  him.  From  now  till  then  you  have 
only  to  feed  and  clothe  him;  he  will  know  some  hard  times 
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no  doubt,  but  he  will  learn  what  life  is.  Why,  why:  I  set 
out  from  Lyons  with  two  double  louis  given  me  by  my  grand- 
mother; I  came  to  Paris  on  foot — and  here  I  am!  Short 
commons  are  good  for  the  health. — Young  man,  with  discre- 
tion, honesty,  and  hard  work  success  is  certain.  It  is  a  great 
pleasure  to  make  your  own  fortune;  and  when  a  man  has  kept 
his  teeth,  he  eats  what  he  likes  in  his  old  age,  singing  4La 
Mere  Godichon'  every  now  and  then,  as  I  do. — Mark  my 
words:  honesty,  hard  work,  and  discretion." 

"You  hear,  Oscar,"  said  his  mother.  "Your  uncle  has 
put  in  four  words  the  sum-total  of  all  my  teaching,  and  you 
ought  to  stamp  the  last  on  your  mind  in  letters  of  fire." 

"Oh,  it  is  there!"  replied  Oscar. 

"Well,  then,  thank  your  uncle;  do  you  not  understand 
that  he  is  providing  for  you  in  the  future?  You  may  be  an 
attorney  in  Paris." 

"He  does  not  appreciate  the  splendor  of  his  destiny," 
said  the  old  man,  seeing  Oscar's  bewildered  face.  "He  has 
but  just  left  school. — Listen  to  me:  I  am  not  given  to  wast- 
ing words,"  his  uncle  went  on.  "Remember  that  at  your 
age  honesty  is  only  secured  by  resisting  temptations,  and  in 
a  great  city  like  Paris  you  meet  them  at  every  turn.  Live 
in  a  garret  under  your  mother's  roof;  go  straight  to  your 
lecture,  and  from  that  to  your  office;  work  away  morning, 
noon,  and  night,  and  study  at  home;  be  a  second  clerk  by 
the  time  you  are  two-and-twenty,  and  a  head-clerk  at  four- 
and-twenty.  Get  learning,  and  you  are  a  made  man.  And 
then  if  you  should  not  like  that  line  of  work,  you  might  go 
into  my  son's  office  as  a  notary  and  succeed  him. — So  work, 
patience,  honesty,  and  discretion — these  are  your  watch- 
words." 

"And  God  grant  you  may  live  another  thirty  years  to  see 
your  fifth  child  realize  all  our  expectations!"  cried  Madame 
Clapart,  taking  the  old  man's  hand  and  pressing  it  with  a 
dignity  worthy  of  her  young  days. 

"Come,  breakfast,"  said  the  kind  old  man,  leading  Oscar 
in  by  the  ear. 
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During  the  meal  Uncle  Cardot  watched  his  nephew  on  the 
sly,  and  soon  discovered  that  he  knew  nothing  of  life. 

"Send  him  to  see  me  now  and  then,"  said  he,  as  he  took 
leave  of  her,  with  a  nod  to  indicate  Oscar.  "I  will  lick  him 
into  shape." 

This  visit  soothed  the  poor  woman's  worst  grief,  for  she 
had  not  looked  for  such  a  happy  result.  For  a  fortnight  she 
took  Oscar  out  walking,  watched  over  him  almost  tyranni- 
cally, and  thus  time  went  on  till  the  end  of  October. 

One  morning  Oscar  saw  the  terrible  steward  walk  in  to 
find  the  wretched  party  in  the  Eue  de  la  Cerisaie  breakfast- 
ing off  a  salad  of  herring  and  lettuce,  with  a  cup  of  milk  to 
wash  it  down. 

"  We  have  settled  in  Paris,  but  we  do  not  live  as  we  did 
at  Presles,"  said  Moreau,  who  intended  thus  to  make  Madame 
Clapart  aware  of  the  change  in  their  circumstances,  brought 
about  by  Oscar's  misdemeanor.  "But  I  shall  not  often  be  in 
town.  I  have  gone  into  partnership  with  old  Le*ger  and  old 
Margueron  of  Beaumont.  We  are  land  agents,  and  we  began 
by  buying  the  estate  of  Persan.  I  am  the  head  of  the  firm, 
which  has  got  together  a  million  of  francs,  for  I  have  bor- 
rowed on  my  property.  When  I  find  an  opening,  Pere  Ldger 
and  I  go  into  the  matter,  and  my  partners  each  take  a  quar- 
ter and  I  hali  of  the  profits,  for  I  have  all  the  trouble;  I 
shall  always  be  on  the  road. 

"My  wife  lives  in  Paris  very  quietly,  in  the  Faubourg 
du  Eoule.  When  we  have  fairly  started  in  business,  and 
shall  only  be  risking  the  interest  on  our  money,  if  we  are 
satisfied  with  Oscar,  we  may  perhaps  give  him  work." 

"Well,  after  all,  my  friend,  my  unlucky  boy's  blunder 
will  no  doubt  turn  out  to  be  the  cause  of  your  making  a  fine 
fortune,  for  you  really  were  wasting  your  talents  and  energy 
at  Presles."  Madame  Clapart  then  told  the  story  of  her  visit 
to  Uncle  Cardot,  to  show  Moreau  that  she  and  her  son  might 
be  no  further  expense  to  him. 

"The   old   man  is   quite  right,"   said    the    ex-steward. 
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" Oscar  must  be  kept  to  his  work  with  a  hand  of  iron,  and 
he  will  no  doubt  make  a  notary  or  an  attorney.  But  he  must 
not  wander  from  the  line  traced  out  for  him. — Ah  I  I  know 
the  man  you  want.  The  custom  of  an  estate  agent  is  valu- 
able. I  have  been  told  of  an  attorney  who  has  bought  a 
practice  without  any  connection.  He  is  a  young  man,  but 
as  stiff  as  an  iron  bar,  a  tremendous  worker,  a  perfect  horse 
for  energy  and  go;  his  name  is  Desroches.  I  will  offer  him 
all  our  business  on  condition  of  his  taking  Oscar  in  hand. 
I  will  offer  him  a  premium  of  nine  hundred  francs,  of  which 
I  will  pay  three  hundred;  thus  your  son  will  cost  you  only 
six  hundred,  and  I  will  recommend  him  strongly  to  his  mas- 
ter. If  the  boy  is  ever  to  become  a  man,  it  will  be  under 
that  iron  rule,  for  he  will  come  out  a  notary,  a  pleader,  or 
an  attorney." 

"Come,  Oscar,  thank  Monsieur  Moreau  for  his  kindness; 
you  stand  there  like  a  mummy.  It  is  not  every  youth  who 
blunders  that  is  lucky  enough  to  find  friends  to  take  an  in- 
terest in  him  after  being  injured  by  him — " 

"The  best  way  to  make  matters  up  with  me,"  said  Mo- 
reau, taking  Oscar's  hand,  "is  to  work  steadily  and  behave 
well." 

Ten  days  after  this,  Oscar  was  introduced  by  Monsieur 
Moreau  to  Maitre  Desroches,  attorney,  lately  established  in 
the  Rue  de  Bdthisy,  in  spacious  rooms  at  the  end  of  a  nar- 
row court,  at  a  relatively  low  rent.  Desroches,  a  young 
man  of  six-and-twenty,  the  son  of  poor  parents,  austerely 
brought  up  by  an  excessively  severe  father,  had  himself 
known  what  it  was  to  be  in  Oscar's  position;  he  therefore 
took  an  interest  in  him,  but  only  in  the  way  of  which  he 
was  himself  capable,  with  all  the  hardness  of  his  character. 
The  manner  of  this  tall,  lean  young  lawyer,  with  a  dull 
complexion,  and  his  hair  cut  short  all  over  his  head,  sharp 
in  his  speech,  keen-eyed,  and  gloomy  though  hasty,  terri- 
fied poor  Oscar. 

"We  work  day  and  night  here,"  said  the  lawyer  from 
the  depths  of  his  chair,  and  from  behind  a  long  table,  on 
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which  papers  were  piled  in  alps.  "Monsieur  Moreau,  we 
will  not  kill  him,  but  he  will  have  to  go  our  pace. — Mon- 
sieur G-odeschal!"  he  called  out. 

Although  it  was  Sunday,  the  head-clerk  appeared  with  a 
pen  in  his  hand. 

"Monsieur  Grodeschal,  this  is  the  articled  pupil  of  whom 
I  spoke,  and  in  whom  Monsieur  Moreau  takes  the  greatest 
interest;  he  will  dine  with  us,  and  sleep  in  the  little  attic 
next  to  your  room.  You  must  allow  him  exactly  time 
enough  to  get  to  the  law-schools  and  back,  so  that  he  has 
not  five  minutes  to  lose;  see  that  he  learns  the  Code,  and 
does  well  at  lecture ;  that  is  to  say,  give  him  law  books  to 
read  up  when  he  has  done  his  school  work.  In  short,  he 
is  to  be  under  your  immediate  direction,  and  I  will  keep  an 
eye  on  him.  We  want  to  turn  him  out  what  you  are  your- 
self— a  capital  head -clerk  by  the  time  he  is  ready  to  be  sworn 
in  as  an  attorney. — Go  with  Grodeschal,  my  little  friend;  he 
will  show  you  your  room,  and  you  can  move  into  it. 

"You  see  Grodeschal?"  Desroches  went  on,  addressing 
Moreau.  "He  is  a  youngster  without  a  sou,  like  myself; 
he  is  Mariette's  brother,  and  she  is  saving  for  him,  so  that 
he  may  buy  a  connection  ten  years  hence. — All  my  clerks 
are  youngsters,  who  have  nothing  to  depend  on  but  their 
ten  fingers  to  make  their  fortune.  And  my  five  clerks  and 
I  work  like  any  dozen  of  other  men.  In  ten  years  I  shall 
have  the  finest  practice  in  Paris.  "We  take  a  passionate  in- 
terest here  in  our  business  and  our  clients,  and  that  is  begin- 
ning to  be  known.  I  got  Grodeschal  from  my  greater  brother 
in  the  law,  Derville;  with  him  he  was  second  clerk,  and  only 
for  a  fortnight;  but  we  had  made  friends  in  that  huge  office. 

"I  give  Godeschal  a  thousand  francs  a  year,  with  board 
and  lodging.  The  fellow  is  worth  it  to  me;  he  is  indefati- 
gable !  I  like  that  boy !  He  managed  to  live  on  six  hun- 
dred francs  a  year,  as  I  did  when  I  was  a  clerk.  What  I 
absolutely  insist  on  is  stainless  honesty,  and  the  man  who 
can  practice  it  in  poverty  is  a  man.  The  slightest  failing 
on  that  score,  and  a  clerk  of  mine  goes!" 
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"Come,  the  boy  is  in  a  good  school,"  said  Moreau. 

For  two  whole  years  Oscar  lived  in  the  Rue  de  Bdthisy, 
in  a  den  of  the  law ;  for  if  ever  this  old-fashioned  term  could 
be  applied  to  a  lawyer's  office,  it  was  to  this  of  Desroches. 
Under  this  minute  and  strict  supervision  he  was  kept  so 
rigidly  to  hours  and  to  work  that  his  life  in  the  heart  of 
Paris  was  like  that  of  a  monk. 

At  five  in  the  morning,  in  all  weathers,  Godeschal  woke. 
He  went  down  to  the  office  with  Oscar,  to  save  a  fire,  and 
they  always  found  the  "chief"  up  and  at  work.  Oscar  did 
the  errands  and  prepared  his  school-work — studies  on  an 
enormous  scale.  Godeschal,  and  often  the  chief  himself, 
showed  their  pupil  what  authors  to  compare,  and  the  diffi- 
culties to  be  met.  Oscar  never  was  allowed  to  pass  from 
one  chapter  of  the  Code  to  the  next  till  he  had  thoroughly 
mastered  it,  and  had  satisfied  both  Desroches  and  Godes- 
chal, who  put  him  through  preliminary  examinations,  far 
longer  and  harder  than  those  of  the  law  schools. 

On  his  return  from  the  schools,  where  he  did  not  spend 
much  time,  he  resumed  his  seat  in  the  office  and  worked 
again;  sometimes  he  went  into  the  Courts,  and  he  was  at 
the  bidding  of  the  merciless  Godeschal  till  dinner-time. 
Dinner,  which  he  shared  with  his  masters,  consisted  of  a 
large  dish  of  meat,  a  dish  of  vegetables,  and  a  salad;  for 
dessert  there  was  a  bit  of  Gruyere  cheese.  After  dinner, 
Godeschal  and  Oscar  went  back  to  the  office,  and  worked 
there  till  the  evening. 

Once  a  month  Oscar  went  to  breakfast  with  his  Uncle 
Cardot,  and  he  spent  the  Sundays  with  his  mother.  Mo- 
reau from  time  to  time,  if  he  came  to  the  office  on  business, 
would  take  the  boy  to  dine  at  the  Palais-Royal,  and  treat 
him  to  the  play.  Oscar  had  been  so  thoroughly  snubbed 
by  Godeschal  and  Desroches  on  the  subject  of  his  craving 
after  fashion,  that  he  had  ceased  to  think  about  dress. 

"A  good  clerk,"  said  Godeschal,  "should  have  two 
black  coats — one  old  and  one  new — black  trousers,  black 
stockings  and  shoes.  Boots  cost  too  much.  You  may 
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have  boots  when  you  are  an  attorney.  A  clerk  ought  not 
to  spend  more  than  seven  hundred  francs  in  all.  He  should 
wear  good,  strong  shirts  of  stout  linen. — Oh,  when  you  start 
from  zero  to  make  a  fortune,  you  must  know  how  to  limit 
yourself  to  what  is  strictly  needful.  Look  at  Monsieur 
Desroches!  He  did  as  we  are  doing,  and  you  see  he  has 
succeeded.'1 

Godeschal  practiced  what  he  preached.  Professing  the 
strictest  principles  of  honor,  reticence,  and  honesty,  he 
acted  on  them  without  any  display,  as  simply  as  he  walked 
and  breathed.  It  was  the  natural  working  of  his  soul,  as 
walking  and  breathing  are  the  working  of  certain  organs. 

Eighteen  months  after  Oscar's  arrival,  the  second  clerk 
had  made,  for  the  second  time,  a  small  mistake  in  the  ac- 
counts of  his  little  cash-box.  Godeschal  addressed  him  in 
the  presence  of  all  the  clerks: 

"My  dear  Gaudet,  leave  on  your  own  account,  that  it 
may  not  be  said  that  the  chief  turned  you  out.  You  are 
either  inaccurate  or  careless,  and  neither  of  those  faults  is 
of  any  use  here.  The  chief  shall  not  know,  and  that  is  the 
best  I  can  do  for  an  old  fellow-clerk." 

Thus,  at  the  age  of  twenty,  Oscar  was  third  clerk  in 
Maitre  Desroches'  office.  Though  he  earned  no  salary  yet, 
he  was  fed  and  lodged,  for  he  did  the  work  of  a  second 
clerk.  Desroches  employed  two  managing  clerks,  and  the 
second  clerk  was  overdone  with  work.  By  the  time  he 
had  got  through  his  second  year  at  the  schools,  Oscar,  who 
knew  more  than  many  a  man  who  has  taken  out  his  license, 
did  the  work  of  the  Courts  very  intelligently,  and  occasion- 
ally pleaded  in  chambers.  In  fact,  Desroches  and  Godeschal 
were  satisfied. 

Still,  though  he  had  become  almost  sensible,  he  be- 
trayed a  love  of  pleasure  and  a  desire  to  shine  which  were 
only  subdued  by  the  stern  discipline  and  incessant  toil  of 
the  life  he  led.  The  estate  agent,  satisfied  with  the  boy's 
progress,  then  relaxed  his  strictness;  and  when,  in  the 
month  of  July,  1825,  Oscar  passed  his  final  examination, 
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Moreau  gave  him  enough  money  to  buy  some  good  clothes. 
Madame  Clapart,  very  happy  and  proud  of  her  son,  prepared 
a  magnificent  outfit  for  the  qualified  attorney,  the  second 
clerk,  as  he  was  soon  to  be.  In  poor  families  a  gift  always 
takes  the  form  of  something  useful. 

When  the  Courts  re-opened  in  the  month  of  Novem- 
ber, Oscar  took  the  second  clerk's  room  and  his  place,  with 
a  salary  of  eight  hundred  francs,  board  and  lodging.  And 
Uncle  Cardot,  who  came  privately  to  make  inquiries  about 
his  nephew  of  Desroches,  promised  Madame  Clapart  that 
he  would  put  Oscar  in  a  position  to  buy  a  connection  if 
he  went  on  as  he  had  begun. 

In  spite  of  such  seeming  wisdom,  Oscar  Husson  was  torn 
by  many  yearnings  in  the  bottom  of  his  soul.  Sometimes 
he  felt  as  if  he  must  fly  from  a  life  so  entirely  opposed  to 
his  taste  and  character;  a  galley  slave,  he  thought,  was  hap- 
pier than  he.  Galled  by  his  iron  collar,  he  was  sometimes 
tempted  to  run  away  when  he  compared  himself  with  some 
well-dressed  youth  he  met  in  the  street.  Now  and  then  an 
impulse  of  folly  with  regard  to  women  would  surge  up  in. 
him;  and  his  resignation  was  only  a  part  of  his  disgust  of 
life.  Kept  steady  by  Godeschal's  example,  he  was  dragged 
rather  than  led  by  his  will  to  follow  so  thorny  a  path. 

Godeschal,  who  watched  Oscar,  made  it  his  rule  not  to 
put  his  ward  in  the  way  of  temptation.  The  boy  had  usu- 
ally no  money,  or  so  little  that  he  could  not  run  into  ex- 
cesses. During  the  last  year  the  worthy  Godeschal  had 
five  or  six  times  taken  Oscar  out  for  some  "lark,"  paying 
the  cost,  for  he  perceived  that  the  cord  round  this  tethered 
kid's  neck  must  be  loosened;  and  these  excesses,  as  the  au- 
stere head-clerk  termed  them,  helped  Oscar  to  endure  life. 
He  found  little  to  amuse  him  at  his  uncle's  house,  and  still 
loss  at  his  mother's,  for  she  lived  even  more  frugally  than 
Desroches. 

Moreau  could  not,  like  Godeschal,  make  himself  familiar 
with  Oscar,  and  it  is  probable  that  this  true  protector  made 
Godeschal  his  deputy  in  initiating  the  poor  boy  into  the 
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many  mysteries  of  life.  Oscar,  thus  learning  discretion, 
could  at  last  appreciate  the  enormity  of  the  blunder  he  had 
committed  during  his  ill-starred  journey  in  the  coucou;  still, 
as  the  greater  part  of  his  fancies  were  so  far  suppressed,  the 
follies  of  youth  might  yet  lead  him  astray.  However,  as  by 
degrees  he  acquired  knowledge  of  the  world  and  its  ways,  his 
reason  developed;  and  so  long  as  Godeschal  did  not  lose  sight 
of  him,  Moreau  hoped  to  train  Madame  Clapart's  son  to  a  good 
end. 

"How  is  he  going  on?"  the  estate  agent  asked  on  his  re- 
turn from  a  journey  which  had  kept  him  away  from  Paris  for 
some  months. 

"Still  much  too  vain,"  replied  Godeschal.  "You  give 
him  good  clothes  and  fine  linen,  he  wears  shirt-frills  like  a 
stockbroker,  and  my  gentleman  goes  to  walk  in  the  Tui- 
leries  on  Sundays  in  search  of  adventures.  What  can  I 
say  ?  He  is  young. — He  teases  me  to  introduce  him  to  my 
sister,  in  whose  house  he  would  meet  a  famous  crew! — ac- 
tresses, dancers,  dandies,  men  who  are  eating  themselves  out 
of  house  and  home. — He  is  not  cut  out  for  an  attorney,  I 
fear.  Still,  he  does  not  speak  badly;  he  might  become  a 
pleader.  He  could  argue  a  case  from  a  well-prepared 
brief." 

In  November,  1825,  when  Oscar  Husson  was  made 
second  clerk,  and  was  preparing  his  thesis  for  taking  out 
his  license,  a  new  fourth  clerk  came  to  Desroches1  office  to 
fill  up  the  gap  made  by  Oscar's  promotion. 

This  fourth  clerk,  whose  name  was  Frederic  Marest,  was 
intended  for  the  higher  walks  of  the  law,  and  was  now  end- 
ing his  third  year  at  the  schools.  From  information  received 
by  the  inquiring  minds  of  the  office,  he  was  a  handsome  fel- 
low of  three-and-twenty,  who  had  inherited  about  twelve 
thousand  francs  a  year  at  the  death  of  a  bachelor  uncle, 
and  the  son  of  a  Madame  Marest,  the  widow  of  a  rich  tim- 
ber merchant.  The  future  judge,  filled  with  the  laudable 
desire  to  know  his  business  in  its  minutest  details,  placed 
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himself  under  Desroches,  intending  to  study  procedure,  so 
as  to  be  fit  to  take  the  place  of  a  managing  clerk  in  two 
years'  time.  His  purpose  was  to  go  through  his  first  stages 
as  a  pleader  in  Paris,  so  as  to  be  fully  prepared  for  an  ap- 
pointment, which,  as  a  young  man  of  wealth,  he  would  cer- 
tainly get.  To  see  himself  a  public  prosecutor,  at  the  age 
of  thirty,  was  the  height  of  his  ambition. 

Though  Fre'de'ric  Marest  was  the  first  cousin  of  Georges 
Marest,  the  practical  joker  of  the  journey  to  Presles,  as 
young  Husson  knew  this  youth  only  by  his  first  name,  as 
Georges,  the  name  of  Fre'de'ric  Marest  had  no  suggestions 
for  him. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Godeschal  at  breakfast,  addressing 
all  his  underlings,  "I  have  to  announce  the  advent  of  a 
new  student  in  law;  and  as  he  is  very  rich,  we  shall,  I 
hope,  make  him  pay  his  footing  handsomely." 

"Bring  out  the  Book,"  cried  Oscar  to  the  youngest 
clerk,  "and  let  us  be  serious,  pray." 

The  boy  clambered  like  a  squirrel  along  the  pigeon- 
holes to  reach  a  volume  lying  on  the  top  shelf,  so  as  to 
collect  all  the  dust. 

"It  is  finely  colored!"  said  the  lad,  holding  it  up. 

We  must  now  explain  the  perennial  pleasantry  which  at 
that  time  gave  rise  to  the  existence  of  such  a  book  in  almost 
every  lawyer's  office.  An  old  saying  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury— "Clerks  only  breakfast,  farmers  generally  dine,  and 
lords  sup" — is  still  true,  as  regards  the  faculty  of  law,  of 
every  man  who  has  spent  two  or  three  years  studying  pro- 
cedure under  an  attorney,  or  the  technicalities  of  a  notary's 
business  under  some  master  of  that  branch.  In  the  life  of 
a  lawyer's  clerk  work  is  so  unremitting  that  pleasure  is  en- 
joyed all  the  more  keenly  for  its  rarity,  and  a  practical  joke 
especially  is  relished  with  rapture.  This,  indeed,  is  what 
explains  up  to  a  certain  point  Georges  Marest's  behavior  in 
Pierrotin's  chaise.  The  gloomiest  of  law-clerks  is  always 
a  prey  to  the  craving  for  farcical  buffoonery.  The  instinct 
with  which  a  practical  joke  or  an  occasion  for  fooling  is 
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jumped  at  and  utilized  among  law-clerks  is  marvellous  to 
behold,  and  is  found  in  no  other  class  but  among  artists. 
The  studio  and  the  lawyer's  office  are,  in  this  respect,  bet- 
ter than  the  stage. 

Desroches,  having  started  in  an  office  without  a  connec- 
tion, had,  as  it  were,  founded  a  new  dynasty.  This  "Res- 
toration" had  interrupted  the  traditions  of  the  office  with 
regard  to  the  footing  of  a  new-comer.  Desroches,  indeed, 
settling  in  quarters  where  stamped  paper  had  never  yet  been 
seen,  had  put  in  new  tables,  and  clean  new  file-boxes  of 
white  mill-board  edged  with  blue.  His  staff  consisted  of 
clerks  who  had  come  from  other  offices  with  no  connection 
between  them,  and  thrown  together  by  surprise  as  it  were. 

But  Godeschal,  who  had  learned  his  fence  under  Der- 
ville,  was  not  the  man  to  allow  the  precious  tradition  of  the 
Bienvenue  to  be  lost.  The  Bienvenue,  or  welcome,  is  the 
breakfast  which  every  new  pupil  must  give  to  the  "old 
boys"  of  the  office  to  which  he  is  articled.  Now,  just  at 
the  time  when  Oscar  joined  the  office,  in  the  first  six  months 
of  Desroches'  career,  one  winter  afternoon  when  work  was 
got  through  earlier  than  usual,  and  the  clerks  were  warming 
themselves  before  going  home,  Godeschal  hit  upon  the  no- 
tion of  concocting  a  sham  register  of  the  fasti  and  High  Fes- 
tivals of  the  Minions  of  the  Law,  a  relic  of  great  antiquity, 
saved  from  the  storms  of  the  Ee volution,  and  handed  down 
from  the  office  of  the  great  Bordin,  Attorney  to  the  Chatelet, 
and  the  immediate  predecessor  of  Sauvagnest,  the  attorney 
from  whom  Desroches  had  taken  the  office.  The  first  thing 
was  to  find  in  some  stationer's  old  stock  a  ledger  with  paper 
bearing  an  eighteenth  century  watermark,  and  properly 
bound  in  parchment,  in  which  to  enter  the  decrees  of  the 
Council.  Having  discovered  such  a  volume,  it  was  tossed 
in  the  dust,  in  the  ash-pan,  in  the  fireplace,  in  the  kitchen; 
it  was  even  left  in  what  the  clerks  called  the  consulting- 
room;  and  it  had  acquired  a  tint  of  mildew  that  would  have 
enchanted  a  book- worm,  the  cracks  of  primeval  antiquity, 
and  corners  so  worn  that  the  mice  might  have  nibbled  them 
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off.  The  edges  were  rubbed  with  infinite  skill.  The  book 
being  thus  perfected,  here  are  a  few  passages  which  will 
explain  to  the  dullest  the  uses  to  which  Desroches'  clerks 
devoted  it,  the  first  sixty  pages  being  filled  with  sham 
reports  of  cases. 

"In  the  name  of  the  Father  and  of  the  Son  and  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  So  be  it. 

"Whereas,  on  this  day  the  Festival  of  our  Lady  Saint 
Genevidve,  patron  saint  of  this  good  city  of  Paris,  under 
whose  protection  the  scribes  and  scriveners  of  this  office 
have  dwelt  since  the  year  of  our  Lord  1525,  we,  the  under- 
signed clerks  and  scriveners  of  this  office  of  Master  Jerosme- 
Sebastien  Bordin,  successor  here  to  the  deceased  Guerbet, 
who  in  his  lifetime  served  as  attorney  to  the  Chatelet,  have 
recognized  the  need  for  us  to  replace  the  register  and 
archives  of  installations  of  clerks  in  this  glorious  office, 
being  ourselves  distinguished  members  of  the  Faculty  of 
the  Law,  which  former  register  is  now  filled  with  the  roll 
and  record  of  our  well-beloved  predecessors,  and  we  have 
besought  the  keeper  of  the  Palace  archives  to  bestow  it  with 
those  of  other  offices,  and  we  have  all  attended  High  Mass  in 
the  parish  church  of  Saint-SeVerin  to  solemnize  the  opening 
of  this  our  new  register. 

"In  token  whereof  we  here  sign  and  affix  our  names. 

"MALIN,  Head-Clerk. 

"GREVIN,  Second  Clerk. 

"ATHANASE  FERET,  Clerk. 

"JACQUES  HUET,  Clerk. 

"REGNALD  DE  SAINT-JEAN-D'ANQELY,  Clerk. 

"BEDEAU,  Office  Boy  and  Gutter-jumper. 
•'In  the  year  of  our  Lord  1787. 

"Having  attended  Mass,  we  went  in  a  body  to  la  Cour- 
tille,  and  had  a  great  breakfast,  which  lasted  until  seven  in 
the  morning." 

This  was  a  miracle  of  caligraphy.  An  expert  could  have 
sworn  that  the  writing  dated  from  the  eighteenth  century. 
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Then   follow  twenty-seven   reports   in  full  of  "Welcome" 
breakfasts,  the  last  dating  from  the  fatal  year  1792. 

After  a  gap  of  fourteen  years,  the  register  reopened  in 
1806  with  the  appointment  of  Bordin  to  be  attorney  to  the 
lower  Court  of  the  Seine.  And  this  was  the  record  of  the 
re-constitution  of  the  Kingdom  of  Basoche  (the  legal  pro 
fession  generally): 

"God  in  His  clemency  has  granted  that  in  the  midst  of 
the  storms  which  have  devastated  France,  now  a  great  Em- 
pire, the  precious  archives  of  the  most  illustrious  office  of 
Master  Bordin  should  be  preserved.  And  we,  the  under- 
signed clerks  of  the  most  honorable  and  most  worshipful 
Master  Bordin,  do  not  hesitate  to  ascribe  this  their  marvel- 
lous escape,  when  so  many  other  title-deeds,  charters,  and 
letters  patent  have  vanished,  to  the  protection  of  Saint  Gen- 
evi&ve,  the  patron  saint  of  this  office,  as  likewise  to  the  rev- 
erence paid  by  the  last  of  the  attorneys  of  the  old  block  to 
all  ancient  use  and  custom.  And  whereas  we  know  not 
what  share  to  ascribe  to  the  Lady  Saint  Genevi&ve  and  what 
to  Master  Bordin  in  the  working  of  this  miracle,  we  have 
resolved  to  go  to  the  Church  of  Saint  Etienne-du-Mont, 
there  to  attend  a  mass  to  be  said  at  the  altar  of  that  saintly 
shepherdess  who  sendeth  us  so  many  lambs  to  fleece,  and  to 
invite  our  chief  and  master  to  breakfast,  in  the  hope  that  he 
may  bear  the  charges  thereof.  And  to  this  we  set  our  hand. 

"OiGNARD,  Head-Clerk. 

"PoiDEViN,  Second  Clerk. 

"PROUST,  Clerk. 

"BRIGNOLET,  Clerk. 

"DERVILLE,  Clerk. 

"AUGUSTEN  CORET,  Office  Boy, 
"At  the  office,  this  10th  day  of  November,  1806." 

"At  three  o'clock  of  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day,  the 
undersigned,  being  the  clerks  of  this  office,  record  their 
gratitude  to  their  very  worshipful  chief,  who  hath  feasted 
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them  at  the  shop  of  one  Holland,  a  cook  in  the  Rue  du 
Hasard,  on  good  wines  of  three  districts,  Bordeaux,  Cham- 
pagne, and  Burgundy,  and  on  meats  of  good  savor,  from 
four  o'clock  of  the  afternoon  until  half-past  seven,  with 
coffee,  liqueurs,  and  ices  galore.  Yet  hath  the  presence  of 
the  worshipful  master  hindered  us  from  the  singing  of  laudes 
in  clerkly  modes,  nor  hath  any  clerk  overstepped  the  limits 
of  pleasing  levity,  inasmuch  as  our  worthy,  worshipful,  and 
generous  master  had  promised  to  take  us  his  clerks  to  see 
Talma  in  'Britannicus'  at  the  Theatre  Frangais.  Long  may 
he  flourish!  May  Heaven  shed  blessings  on  our  worshipful 
master!  May  he  get  a  good  price  for  this  his  glorious  office! 
May  rich  clients  come  to  his  heart's  desire!  May  his  bills 
of  costs  be  paid  in  gold  on  the  nail!  May  all  our  future 
masters  be  like  him!  May  he  be  ever  beloved  of  his  clerks, 
even  when  he  is  no  more!" 

Next  came  thirty-three  reports  in  due  form  of  the  recep- 
tions of  clerks  who  had  joined  the  office,  distinguished  by 
various  handwritings  in  different  shades  of  ink,  distinct 
phraseology,  and  different  signatures,  and  containing  such 
laudatory  accounts  of  the  good  cheer  and  wines  as  seemed 
to  prove  that  the  reports  were  drawn  up  on  the  spot  and 
inter  pocula. 

Finally,  in  the  month  of  June,  1822,  at  the  time  when 
Desroches  himself  had  taken  the  oaths,  there  was  this  page 
of  business-like  prose: 

"I,  the  undersigned,  Frangois  Claude  Marie  Godeschal, 
being  called  by  Maitre  Desroches  to  fulfil  the  difficult  duties 
of  head-clerk  in  an  office  where  there  are  as  yet  no  clients, 
having  heard  from  Maitre  Derville,  whose  chambers  I  have 
quitted,  of  the  existence  of  certain  famous  archives  of  Baso- 
chian  banquets  and  Festivals  famous  in  the  Courts,  I  be- 
sought our  worshipful  master  to  require  them  of  his  prede- 
cessor; for  it  was  important  to  recover  that  document,  which 
bore  the  date  A.D.  1786,  and  was  the  sequel  to  the  archives, 
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deposited  with  those  of  the  Courts  of  Law,  of  which  the  ex- 
istence was  certified  by  MM.  Terrasse  and  Duclos,  keepers 
of  the  said  archives,  going  back  to  the  year  1525,  and  giving 
historical  details  of  the  highest  value  as  to  the  manners  and 
cookery  of  the  law-clerks  in  those  days. 

"This  having  been  granted,  the  office  was  put  in  pos- 
session as  at  this  time  of  these  evidences  of  the  worship 
constantly  paid  by  our  predecessors  to  the  Dive  Bouteille 
and  to  good  cheer. 

"Whereupon,  for  the  edification  of  those  that  come  after 
us,  and  to  continue  the  sequence  of  time  and  cup,  I  have 
invited  MM.  Doublet,  second  clerk;  Vassal,  third  clerk; 
He'risson  and  Grandemain,  assistant  clerks;  Dumets,  office 
boy,  to  breakfast  on  Sunday  next  at  the  Cheval  Eouge  on 
the  Quai  Saint-Bernard,  where  we  will  celebrate  the  recov- 
ery of  this  volume  containing  the  charter  of  our  guzzlings. 

"On  this  day,  Sunday,  June  27th,  one  dozen  bottles  of 
various  wines  were  drunk  and  found  excellent.  Noteworthy, 
likewise,  were  two  melons,  pies  au  jus  romanum,  a  fillet  of 
beef,  and  a  toast  Agaricibus.  Mademoiselle  Mariette,  the 
illustrious  sister  of  the  head-clerk,  and  leading  lady  at 
the  Koyal  Academy  of  Music  and  Dancing,  having  given 
to  the  clerks  of  this  office  stalls  for  that  evening's  perform- 
ance, she  is  hereby  to  be  remembered  for  her  act  of  gener- 
osity. And  it  is  furthermore  resolved  that  the  said  clerks 
shall  proceed  in  a  body  to  return  thanks  to  that  noble  dam- 
sel, and  to  assure  her  that  on  the  occasion  of  her  first  law- 
suit, if  the  Devil  involves  her  in  one,  she  shall  pay  no  more 
than  the  bare  costs;  to  which  all  set  their  hand. 

"Godeschal  was  proclaimed  the  pride  of  his  profession, 
and  the  best  of  good  fellows.  May  the  man  who  treats 
others  so  handsomely  soon  be  treating  for  a  business  of  his 
own!" 

The  document  was  spattered  with  wine-spots  and  with 
blots  and  flourishes  like  fireworks. 

To  give  a  complete  idea  of  the  stamp  of  truth  impressed 


A   START  IN  LIFE  280 

on  this  great  work,  it  will  suffice  to  extract  the  report  of  the 
reception  supposed  to  have  been  provided  by  Oscar: 

"To-day,  Monday,  the  25th  day  of  November,  1822,  after 
a  meeting  held  yesterday  in  the  Rue  de  la  Cerisaie,  hard  by 
the  Arsenal,  at  the  house  of  Madame  Clapart,  the  mother  of 
the  new  pupil,  by  name  Oscar  Husson,  we,  the  undersigned, 
declare  that  the  breakfast  far  surpassed  our  expectations. 
It  included  radishes  (red  and  black),  gherkins,  anchovies, 
butter,  and  olives  as  introductory  hors-d'ceuvrcs;  of  a  noble 
rice  broth  that  bore  witness  to  a  mother's  care,  inasmuch  as 
we  recognized  in  it  a  delicious  flavor  of  fowl;  and  by  the 
courtesy  of  the  founder  of  the  feast  we  were,  in  fact,  in- 
formed that  the  trimmings  of  a  handsome  cold  dish  pre- 
pared by  Madame  Clapart  had  been  judiciously  added  to 
the  stock  concocted  at  home  with  such  care  as  is  known 
only  in  private  kitchens. 

"Item,  the  aforementioned  cold  fowl,  surrounded  by  a 
sea  of  jelly,  the  work  of  the  aforenamed  mother. 

"/tern,  an  ox-tongue,  aux  tomates,  on  which  we  proved 
ourselves  by  no  means  au-tomata. 

"/tern,  a  stew  of  pigeons  of  such  flavor  as  led  us  to 
believe  that  angels  had  watched  over  the  pot. 

"/tern,  a  dish  of  macaroni  flanked  by  cups  of  chocolate 
custard. 

"/fern,  dessert,  consisting  of  eleven  dishes,  among  which, 
in  spite  of  the  intoxication  resulting  from  sixteen  bottles  of 
excellent  wine,  we  discerned  the  flavor  of  an  exquisitely  and 
superlatively  delicious  preserve  of  peaches. 

"The  wines  of  Roussillon  and  of  the  Cote  du  Rhone  quite 
outdid  those  of  Champagne  and  Burgundy.  A  bottle  of 
Maraschino,  and  one  of  Kirsch,  finally,  and  in  spite  of  de- 
licious coffee,  brought  us  to  such  a  pitch  of  cenological 
rapture,  that  one  of  us — namely,  Master  He*risson — found 
himself  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  when  he  believed  he  was 
still  on  the  Boulevard  du  Temple;  and  that  Jacquinaut, 
the  gutter- jumper,  aged  fourteen,  spoke  to  citizens'  wives 
Vol.  C.  BALZAC— M 


290  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

of  fifty-seven,   taking  them  for  women  on  the  street;    to 
which  all  set  their  hand. 

"Now,  in  the  statutes  of  our  Order  there  is  a  law  strictly 
observed,  which  is,  that  those  who  aspire  to  the  benefits  and 
honors  of  the  profession  of  the  law  shall  restrict  the  magnifi- 
cence of  their  'welcome'  to  the  due  proportion  with  their 
fortune,  inasmuch  as  it  is  a  matter  of  public  notoriety  that 
no  man  with  a  private  income  serves  Themis,  and  that  all 
clerks  are  kept  short  of  cash  by  their  fond  parents;  where- 
fore, it  is  with  great  admiration  that  we  here  record  the  mu- 
nificence of  Madame  Clapart,  widow  after  her  first  marriage 
of  Monsieur  Husson,  the  new  licentiate's  father,  and  declare 
that  it  was  worthy  of  the  cheers  we  gave  her  at  dessert;  to 
which  all  set  their  hand." 

This  rigmarole  had  already  taken  in  three  new-comers, 
and  three  real  breakfasts  were  duly  recorded  in  this  impos- 
ing volume. 

On  the  day  when  a  neophyte  first  made  his  appearance 
in  the  office,  the  boy  always  laid  the  archives  on  the  desk 
in  front  of  his  seat,  and  the  clerks  chuckled  as  they  watched 
the  face  of  the  new  student  while  he  read  these  grotesque 
passages.  Each  in  turn,  inter  pocula,  had  been  initiated  into 
the  secret  of  this  practical  joke,  and  the  revelation,  as  may 
be  supposed,  filled  them  with  the  hope  of  mystifying  other 
clerks  in  the  future. 

So,  now,  my  readers  can  imagine  the  countenances  of  the 
four  clerks  and  the  boy,  when  Oscar,  now  in  his  turn  the 
practical  joker,  uttered  the  words,  "Bring  out  the  Book." 

Ten  minutes  later,  a  handsome  young  man  came  in,  well 
grown  and  pleasant  looking,  asked  for  Monsieur  Desroches, 
and  gave  his  name  at  once  to  Grodeschal. 

"I  am  Frederic  Marest, "  said  he,  "and  have  come  to  fill 
the  place  of  third  clerk  here." 

"Monsieur  Husson,"  said  Godeschal,  "show  the  gentle- 
man his  seat,  and  induct  him  into  our  ways  of  work." 
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Next  morning  the  new  clerk  found  the  Book  lying  on 
his  writing-pad;  but  after  reading  the  first  pages,  he  only 
laughed,  gave  no  invitation,  and  put  the  book  aside  on  his 
desk. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  he,  as  he  was  leaving  at  five  o'clock, 
"I  have  a  cousin  who  is  managing -clerk  to  Maitre  Leopold 
Hannequin,  the  notary,  and  I  will  consult  him  as  to  what 
I  should  do  to  pay  my  footing." 

"This  looks  badly,"  cried  Godeschal.  "Our  sucking 
magistrate  is  no  greenhorn." 

"Oh!  we  will  lead  him  a  life!"  said  Oscar. 

Next  afternoon,  at  about  two  o'clock,  Oscar  saw  a  visitor 
come  in,  and  recognized  in  Hannequin's  head-clerk  Georges 
Mares  t. 

"Why,  here  is  Ali  Pacha's  friend  1"  said  he,  in  an  airy 
tone. 

"What?  you  here,  my  lord,  the  Ambassador?"  retorted 
Georges,  remembering  Oscar. 

"Oh,  ho!  then  you  are  old  acquaintances?"  said  Gode- 
schal to  Georges. 

"I  believe  you!  We  played  the  fool  in  company,"  said 
Georges,  "above  two  years  ago. — Yes,  I  left  Crottat  to  go  to 
Hannequin  in  consequence  of  that  very  affair." 

"What  affair?"  asked  Godeschal. 

"Oh,  a  mere  nothing,"  replied  Georges,  with  a  wink  at 
Oscar.  "We  tried  to  make  game  of  a  Peer  of  France,  and 
it  was  he  who  made  us  look  foolish. — And  now,  I  hear  you 
want  to  draw  my  cousin." 

"We  do  not  draw  anything,"  said  Oscar  with  dignity. 
"Here  is  our  charter."  And  he  held  out  the  famous  volume 
at  a  page  where  sentence  of  excommunication  was  recorded 
against  a  refractory  student,  who  had  been  fairly  driven  out 
of  the  office  for  stinginess  in  1788. 

"Still,  I  seem  to  smell  game,"  said  Georges,  "for  here 
is  the  trail,"  and  he  pointed  to  the  farcical  archives.  "How- 
ever, my  cousin  and  I  can  afford  it,  and  we  will  give  you  a 
feast  such  as  you  never  had,  and  which  will  stimulate  your 
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imagination  when  recording  it  here. — To-morrow,  Sunday, 
at  the  Rocher  de  Cancale,  two  o'clock.  And  I  will  take  you 
afterward  to  spend  the  evening  with  Madame  la  Marquise 
de  las  Florentinas  y  Cabirolos,  where  we  will  gamble,  and 
you  will  meet  the  dlite  of  fashion.  And  so,  gentlemen  of  the 
lower  Court,"  he  went  on,  with  the  arrogance  of  a  notary, 
"let  us  have  your  best  behavior,  and  carry  your  wine  like 
gentlemen  of  the  Regency." 

"Hurrah!"  cried  the  clerks  like  one  man.  "Bravo! — 
Very  well! —  Vivatf — Long  live  the  Marests ! — ' ' 

"Pontius,"  added  the  boy  (Les  Marais  Pontins — the  Pon- 
tine  Marshes). 

"What  is  up?"  asked  Desroches,  coming  out  of  his  pri- 
vate room.  "Ah!  you  are  here,  Georges,"  said  he  to  the 
visitor.  "I  know  you,  you  are  leading  my  clerks  into  mis- 
chief." And  he  went  back  into  his  own  room,  calling 
Oscar. 

"Here,"  said  he,  opening  his  cash-box,  "are  five  hundred 
francs;  go  to  the  Palace  of  Justice  and  get  the  judgment  in 
the  case  of  Vandenesse  vs.  Vandenesse  out  of  the  copying- 
clerk's  office;  it  must  be  sent  in  this  evening  if  possible. 
I  promised  Simon  a  refresher  of  twenty  francs;  wait  for  the 
copy  if  it  is  not  ready,  and  do  not  let  yourself  be  put  off. 
Derville  is  quite  capable  of  putting  a  drag  on  our  wheels  if  it 
will  serve  his  client. — Count  Felix  de  Vandenesse  is  more 
influential  than  his  brother  the  Ambassador,  our  client.  So 
keep  your  eyes  open,  and  if  the  least  difficulty  arises,  come 
to  me  at  once." 

Oscar  set  out,  determined  to  distinguish  himself  in  this 
little  skirmish,  the  first  job  that  had  come  to  him  since  his 
promotion. 

When  Georges  and  Oscar  were  both  gone,  Godeschal  tried 
to  pump  the  new  clerk  as  to  what  jest  might  lie,  as  he  felt 
sure,  under  the  name  of  the  Marquise  de  las  Florentinas 
y  Cabirolos;  but  Frederic  carried  on  his  cousin's  joke  with 
the  coolness  and  gravity  of  a  judge,  and  by  his  replies  and 
his  manner  contrived  to  convey  to  all  the  clerks  that  the 
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Marquise  de  las  Florentinas  was  the  widow  of  a  Spanish 
grandee,  whom  his  cousin  was  courting.  Born  in  Mexico, 
and  the  daughter  of  a  Creole,  this  wealthy  young  widow  was 
remarkable  for  the  free-and-easy  demeanor  characteristic  of 
the  women  of  the  Tropics. 

"  'She  likes  to  laugh,  She  likes  to  drink,  She  likes  to 
sing  as  we  do,'  "  said  he,  quoting  a  famous  song  by  Be*ranger. 
"And  Georges,"  he  went  on,  "is  very  rich;  he  inherited  a 
fortune  from  his  father,  who  was  a  widower,  and  who  left 
him  eighteen  thousand  francs  a  year,  which,  with  twelve 
thousand  left  to  each  of  us  by  an  uncle,  make  an  income  of 
thirty  thousand  francs.  And  he  hopes  to  be  Marquis  de  las 
Florentinas,  for  the  young  widow  bears  her  title  in  her  own 
right,  and  can  confer  it  on  her  husband." 

Though  the  clerks  remained  very  doubtful  as  to  the 
Marquise,  the  prospect  of  a  breakfast  at  the  Rocher  de 
Cancale,  and  of  a  fashionable  soiree,  filled  them  with  joy. 
They  reserved  their  opinion  as  to  the  Spanish  lady,  to  judge 
her  without  appeal  after  having  seen  her. 

The  Marquise  de  las  Florentinas  was,  in  fact,  neither 
more  nor  less  than  Mademoiselle  Agathe  Florentine  Cabi- 
rolle,  leading  danseuse  at  the  Gait£  Theatre,  at  whose  house 
Uncle  Cardot  "sang  'La  Mere  Godichon.'  '  Within  a  year 
of  the  very  reparable  loss  of  the  late  Madame  Cardot,  the 
fortunate  merchant  met  Florentine  one  evening  coming  out 
of  Coulon's  dancing  school.  Dazzled  by  the  beauty  of  this 
flower  of  the  ballet — Florentine  was  then  but  thirteen — the 
retired  shopkeeper  followed  her  to  the  Rue  Pastourelle, 
where  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  learning  that  the  future 
divinity  of  the  dance  owed  her  existence  to  a  humble  door- 
keeper. The  mother  and  daughter,  transplanted  within  a 
fortnight  to  the  Rue  de  Crussol,  there  found  themselves 
in  modest  but  easy  circumstances.  So  it  was  to  this  "Patron 
of  the  Arts,"  to  use  a  time-honored  phrase,  that  the  stage 
was  indebted  for  the  budding  artist. 

The  generous  Mfficenas  almost  turned  their  simple  brains 
by  giving  them  mahogany  furniture,  curtains,  carpets,  and 
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a  well-fitted  kitchen;  he  enabled  them  to  keep  a  servant,  and 
allowed  them  two  hundred  and  fifty  francs  a  month.  Old 
Cardot,  with  his  ailes  de  pigeon,  to  them  seemed  an  angel, 
and  was  treated  as  a  benefactor  should  be.  This  was  the 
golden  age  of  the  old  man's  passion. 

For  three  years  the  singer  of  "La  Mere  Ofodichon"  was 
so  judicious  as  to  keep  Mademoiselle  Cabirolle  and  her 
mother  in  this  unpretentious  house,  close  to  the  theatre; 
then,  for  love  of  the  Terpsichorean  art,  he  placed  his  pro- 
te'ge'e  under  Yestris.  And,  in  1820,  he  was  so  happy  as  to 
see  Florentine  dance  her  first  steps  in  the  ballet  of  a  spec- 
tacular melodrama  called  "The  Ruins  of  Babylon."  Floren- 
tine was  now  sixteen. 

Soon  after  this  first  appearance  Uncle  Cardot  was  "an  old 
hunks,"  in  the  young  lady's  estimation;  however,  as  he  had 
tact  enough  to  understand  that  a  dancer  at  the  (raite*  Theatre 
must  keep  up  a  position,  and  raised  her  monthly  allowance 
to  five  hundred  francs,  if  he  was  no  longer  an  angel,  he  was 
at  least  a  friend  for  life,  a  second  father.  This  was  the  age 
of  silver. 

Between  1820  and  1823  Florentine  went  through  the  ex- 
perience which  must  come  to  every  ballet-dancer  of  nineteen 
or  twenty.  Her  friends  were  the  famous  opera-singers  Mari- 
ette  and  Tullia;  Florine,  and  poor  Coralie,  so  early  snatched 
from  Art,  Love,  and  Camusot.  And  as  little  uncle  Cardot 
himself  was  now  five  years  older,  he  had  drifted  into  the 
indulgence  of  that  half -fatherly  affection  which  old  men  feel 
for  the  young  talents  they  have  trained,  and  whose  successes 
are  theirs.  Besides,  how  and  where  should  a  man  of  sixty- 
eight  have  formed  such  another  attachment  as  this  with 
Florentine,  who  knew  his  ways,  and  at  whose  house  he  could 
sing  "La  Mere  Godichon"  with  his  friends?  So  the  little 
man  found  himself  under  a  half  matrimonial  yoke  of  irre- 
sistible weight.  This  was  the  age  of  brass. 

In  the  course  of  the  five  years  of  the  ages  of  gold  and  of 
silver,  Cardot  had  saved  ninety  thousand  francs.  The  old 
man  had  had  much  experience;  he  foresaw  that  by  the  time 
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he  was  seventy  Florentine  would  be  of  age;  she  would  prob- 
ably come  out  on  the  Opera  stage,  and,  of  course,  expect  the 
luxury  and  splendor  of  a  leading  lady.  Only  a  few  days 
before  the  evening  now  to  be  described,  Cardot  had  spent 
forty-five  thousand  francs  in  establishing  his  Florentine  in 
a  suitable  style,  and  had  taken  for  her  the  apartment  where 
the  now  dead  Coralie  had  been  the  joy  of  Camusot.  In 
Paris,  apartments  and  houses,  like  streets,  have  a  destiny. 

Glorying  in  magnificent  plate,  the  leading  lady  of  the 
Gaite*  gave  handsome  dinners,  spent  three  hundred  francs 
a  month  on  dress,  never  went  out  but  in  a  private  fly,  and 
kept  a  maid,  a  cook,  and  a  page.  What  she  aimed  at  indeed 
was  a  command  to  dance  at  the  opera.  The  Cocon  d'Or  laid 
its  handsomest  products  at  the  feet  of  its  former  master  to 
please  Mademoiselle  Cabirolle,  known  as  Florentine,  just 
as,  three  years  since,  it  had  gratified  every  wish  of  Coralie's; 
but  still  without  the  knowledge  of  uncle  Cardot's  daughter, 
for  the  father  and  his  son-in-law  had  always  agreed  that 
decorum  must  be  respected  at  home.  Madame  Camusot 
knew  nothing  of  her  husband's  extravagance  or  her  father's 
habits. 

Now,  after  being  the  master  for  seven  years,  Cardot  felt 
himself  in  tow  of  a  pilot  whose  power  of  caprice  was  unlim- 
ited. But  the  unhappy  old  fellow  was  in  love.  Florentine 
alone  must  close  his  eyes,  and  he  meant  to  leave  her  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs.  The  age  of  iron  had  begun. 

Georges  Marest,  handsome,  young,  and  rich,  with  thirty 
thousand  francs  a  year,  was  paying  court  to  Florentine. 
Every  dancer  is  by  way  of  loving  somebody  as  her  protector 
loves  her,  and  having  a  young  man  to  escort  her  out  walking 
or  driving,  and  arrange  excursions  into  the  country.  And, 
however  disinterested,  the  affections  of  a  leading  lady  are 
always  a  luxury,  costing  the  happy  object  of  her  choice  some 
little  trifle.  Dinners  at  the  best  restaurants,  boxes  at  the 
play,  carriages  for  driving  in  the  environs  of  Paris,  and 
choice  wines  lavishly  consumed — for  ballet-dancers  live  now 
like  the  athletes  of  antiquity. 
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Georges,  in  short,  amused  himself  as  young  men  do  who 
suddenly  find  themselves  independent  of  paternal  discipline; 
and  his  uncle's  death,  almost  doubling  his  income,  enlarged 
his  ideas.  So  long  as  he  had  but  the  eighteen  thousand 
francs  a  year  left  him  by  his  parents  he  intended  to  be  a 
notary;  but,  as  his  cousin  remarked  to  Desroches'  clerks, 
a  man  would  be  a  noodle  to  start  in  a  profession  with  as 
much  money  as  others  have  when  they  give  it  up.  So  the 
retiring  law-clerk  was  celebrating  his  first  day  of  freedom 
by  this  breakfast,  which  was  also  to  pay  his  cousin's  footing. 

Frederic,  more  prudent  than  Georges,  persisted  in  his 
legal  career. 

As  a  fine  young  fellow  like  Georges  might  very  well 
marry  a  rich  Creole,  and  the  Marquise  de  las  Florentinas  y 
Cabirolos  might  very  well  in  the  decline  of  life — as  Fre'de'ric 
hinted  to  his  new  companions — have  preferred  to  marry  for 
beauty  rather  than  for  noble  birth,  the  clerks  of  Desroches1 
office — all  belonging  to  impecunious  families,  and  having 
no  acquaintance  with  the  fashionable  world — got  themselves 
up  in  their  Sunday  clothes,  all  impatience  to  see  the  Mexican 
Marquesa  de  las  Florentinas  y  Cabirolos. 

"What  good  luck,"  said  Oscar  to  Godeschal  as  he  dressed 
in  the  morning,  "that  I  should  have  just  ordered  a  new  coat, 
waistcoat,  and  trousers,  and  a  pair  of  boots,  and  that  my 
precious  mother  should  have  given  me  a  new  outfit  on 
my  promotion  to  be  second  clerk.  I  have  six  fine  shirts 
with  frills  out  of  the  dozen  she  gave  me.  We  will  make 
a  good  show  ?  Oh  I  if  only  one  of  us  could  carry  off  the 
Marquise  from  that  Georges  Marest!" 

"A  pretty  thing  for  a  clerk  in  Maitre  Desroches'  office!" 
cried  Godeschal.  "Will  you  never  be  cured  of  your  vanity 
—brat?" 

"Oh,  Monsieur,"  said  Madame  Clapart,  who  had  just 
come  in  to  bring  her  son  some  ties,  and  heard  the  managing 
clerk's  remarks,  "would  to  God  that  Oscar  would  follow 
your  good  advice!  It  is  what  I  am  always  saying  to  him, 
'Imitate  Monsieur  Godeschal,  take  his  advice,'  is  what  I  say." 
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"He  is  getting  on,  Madame,"  said  Godesahal,  "but  he 
must  not  often  be  so  clumsy  as  he  was  yesterday,  or  he  will 
lose  his  place  in  the  master's  good  graces.  Maitre  Desroches 
cannot  stand  a  man  who  is  beaten.  He  sent  your  son  on  his 
first  errand  yesterday,  to  fetch  away  the  copy  of  the  judg- 
ment delivered  in  a  will  case,  which  two  brothers,  men  of 
high  rank,  are  fighting  against  each  other,  and  Oscar  allowed 
himself  to  be  circumvented.  The  master  was  furious.  It 
was  all  I  could  do  to  set  things  straight  by  going  at  six  this 
morning  to  find  the  copying-clerk,  and  I  made  him  promise 
to  let  me  have  the  judgment  in  black  and  white  by  seven 
to-morrow  morning." 

"Oh,  Godeschal,"  cried  Oscar,  going  up  to  his  superior 
and  grasping  his  hand,  "you  are  a  true  friend!" 

"Yes,  Monsieur,"  said  Madame  Clapart,  "it  is  a  happy 
thing  for  a  mother  to  feel  that  her  son  has  such  a  friend  as 
you,  and  you  may  believe  that  my  gratitude  will  end  only 
with  my  life.  Oscar,  beware  of  this  Georges  Marest;  he 
has  already  been  the  cause  of  your  first  misfortune  in  life." 

"How  was  that?"  asked  Godeschal. 

The  too-confiding  mother  briefly  told  the  head-clerk  the 
story  of  poor  Oscar's  adventure  in  Pierrotin's  chaise. 

"And  I  am  certain,"  added  Godeschal,  "that  the  hum- 
bug has  planned  some  trick  on  us  this  evening.  I  shall  not 
go  to  the  Marquise  de  las  Florentinas.  My  sister  needs  my 
help  in  drawing  up  a  fresh  engagement,  so  I  shall  leave  you 
at  dessert.  But  be  on  your  guard,  Oscar.  Perhaps  they  will 
make  you  gamble,  and  Desroches'  office  must  not  make  a  poor 
mouth.  Here,  you  can  stake  for  us  both ;  here  are  a  hundred 
francs,"  said  the  kind  fellow,  giving  the  money  to  Oscar, 
whose  purse  had  been  drained  by  the  tailor  and  bootmaker. 
"Be  careful;  do  not  dream  of  playing  beyond  the  hundred 
francs;  do  not  let  play  or  wine  go  to  your  head.  By  the 
Mass!  even  a  second  clerk  has  a  position  to  respect;  he 
must  not  play  on  promissory -paper,  nor  overstep  a  due 
limit  in  anything.  When  a  man  is  second  clerk  he  must 
remember  that  he  will  presently  be  an  attorney.  So  not  to 
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drink,  not  to  play  high,  and  to  be  moderate  in  all  things, 
must  be  your  rule  of  conduct.  Above  all,  be  in  by  mid- 
night, for  you  must  be  at  the  Courts  by  seven  to  fetch 
away  the  copy  of  that  judgment.  There  is  no  law  against 
some  fun,  but  business  holds  the  first  place." 

"Do  you  hear,  Oscar?"  said  Madame  Clapart.  "And 
see  how  indulgent  Monsieur  GTodeschal  is,  and  how  he 
combines  the  enjoyments  of  youth  with  the  demands  of 
duty." 

Madame  Clapart,  seeing  the  tailor  and  bootmaker  waiting 
for  Oscar,  remained  behind  a  moment  with  Godeschal  to  re- 
turn the  hundred  francs  he  had  just  loaned  the  boy. 

"A  mother's  blessing  be  on  you,  Monsieur,  and  on  all 
you  do,"  said  she, 

The  mother  had  the  supreme  delight  of  seeing  her  boy 
well  dressed;  she  had  bought  him  a  gold  watch,  purchased 
out  of  her  savings,  as  a  reward  for  his  good  conduct. 

"You  are  on  the  list  for  the  conscription  next  week," 
said  she,  "and  as  it  was  necessary  to  be  prepared  in  case 
your  number  should  be  drawn,  I  went  to  see  your  uncle 
Cardot;  he  is  delighted  at  your  being  so  high  up  at  the  age 
of  twenty,  and  at  your  success  in  the  examinations  at  the 
law  schools,  so  he  has  promised  to  find  the  money  for  a 
substitute.  Do  you  not  yourself  feel  some  satisfaction  in 
finding  good  conduct  so  well  rewarded  ?  If  you  still  have 
to  put  up  with  some  privations,  think  of  the  joy  of  being 
able  to  purchase  a  connection  in  only  five  years!  And  re- 
member too,  dear  boy,  how  happy  you  make  your  mother." 

Oscar's  face,  thinned  down  a  little  by  hard  study,  had 
developed  into  a  countenance  to  which  habits  of  business 
had  given  a  look  of  gravity.  He  had  done  growing,  and 
had  a  beard;  in  short,  from  a  boy  he  had  become  a  man. 
His  mother  could  not  but  admire  him,  and  she  kissed  him 
fondly,  saying:  "Yes,  enjoy  yourself,  but  remember  Mon- 
sieur Godeschal1  s  advice. — By  the  way,  I  was  forgetting: 
here  is  a  present  from  our  friend  Moreau — a  pocket- 
book." 
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44 The  very  thing  I  want,  for  the  chief  gave  me  five  hun- 
dred francs  to  pay  for  that  confounded  judgment  in  Vande- 
nesse,  and  I  did  not  want  to  leave  them  in  my  room." 

"Are  you  carrying  the  money  about  with  you?"  said  his 
mother  in  alarm.  "Supposing  you  were  to  lose  such  a  sum 
of  money!  Would  you  not  do  better  to  leave  it  with  Mon- 
sieur Godeschal?" 

"Godeschal!"  cried  Oscar,  thinking  his  mother's  idea 
admirable. 

But  Godeschal,  like  all  clerks  on  Sunday,  had  his  day  to 
himself  from  ten  o'clock,  and  was  already  gone. 

When  his  mother  had  left,  Oscar  went  out  to  lounge  on 
the  boulevards  till  it  was  time  for  the  breakfast.  How  could 
lie  help  airing  those  resplendent  clothes,  that  he  wore  with 
such  pride,  and  the  satisfaction  that  every  man  will  under- 
stand who  began  life  in  narrow  circumstances.  A  neat 
double-breasted  blue  cashmere  waistcoat,  black  kerseymere 
trousers  made  with  plaits,  a  well-fitting  black  coat,  and  a 
cane  with  a  silver-gilt  knot,  bought  out  of  his  little  sav- 
ings, were  the  occasion  of  very  natural  pleasure  to  the  poor 
boy,  who  remembered  the  clothes  he  had  worn  on  the  occa- 
sion of  that  journey  to  Presles,  and  the  effect  produced  on 
his  mind  by  Georges. 

Oscar  looked  forward  to  a  day  of  perfect  bliss ;  he  was 
to  see  the  world  of  fashion  for  the  first  time  that  evening ! 
And  it  must  be  admitted  that  to  a  lawyer's  clerk  starved  of 
pleasure,  who  had  for  long  been  craving  for  a  debauch,  the 
sudden  play  of  the  senses  was  enough  to  obliterate  the  wise 
counsels  of  Godeschal  and  his  mother.  To  the  shame  of  the 
young  be  it  said,  good  advice  and  warnings  are  never  to  seek. 
Apart  from  the  morning's  lecture,  Oscar  felt  an  instinctive 
dislike  of  Georges;  he  was  humiliated  in  the  presence  of  a 
man  who  had  witnessed  the  scene  in  the  drawing-room  at 
Presles,  when  Moreau  had  dragged  him  to  the  Count's  feet. 

The  moral  sphere  has  its  laws;  and  we  are  always  pun- 
ished if  we  ignore  them.  One,  especially,  the  very  beasts 
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obey  invariably  and  without  delay.  It  is  that  which  bids 
us  fly  from  any  one  who  has  once  injured  us,  voluntarily 
or  involuntarily,  intentionally  or  no.  The  being  who  has 
brought  woe  or  discomfort  on  us  is  always  odious.  What- 
ever his  rank,  however  near  be  the  ties  of  affection,  we 
must  part.  He  is  the  emissary  of  our  evil  genius.  Though 
Christian  theory  is  opposed  to  such  conduct,  obedience  to 
this  inexorable  law  is  essentially  social  and  preservative. 
James  II. 's  daughter,  who  sat  on  her  father's  throne,  must 
have  inflicted  more  than  one  wound  on  him  before  her  usur- 
pation. Judas  must  certainly  have  given  Jesus  some  mortal 
thrust  or  ever  he  betrayed  Him.  There  is  within  us  a  sec- 
ond sight,  a  mind's  eye,  which  foresees  disasters;  and  the 
repugnance  we  feel  to  the  fateful  being  is  the  consequence 
of  this  prophetic  sense.  Though  religion  may  command 
us  to  resist  it,  distrust  remains  and  its  voice  should  be 
listened  to. 

Could  Oscar,  at  the  age  of  twenty,  be  so  prudent?  Alas! 
When,  at  two  o'clock,  Oscar  went  into  the  room  of  the  Rocher 
de  Cancale,  where  he  found  three  guests  besides  his  fellow- 
clerks — to  wit,  an  old  dragoon  captain  named  Giroudeau; 
Finot,  a  journalist  who  might  enable  Florentine  to  get  an 
engagement  at  the  opera;  and  du  Bruel,  an  author  and  friend 
of  Tullia's,  one  of  Mariette's  rivals  at  the  opera — the  junior 
felt  his  hostility  melt  away  under  the  first  hand-shaking,  the 
first  flow  of  talk  among  young  men,  as  they  sat  at  a  table 
handsomely  laid  for  twelve.  And  indeed  Georges  was 
charming  to  Oscar. 

"You  are,"  said  he,  "following  a  diplomatic  career,  but 
in  private  concerns;  for  what  is  the  difference  between  an 
ambassador  and  an  attorney  ?  Merely  that  which  divides  a 
nation  from  an  individual.  Ambassadors  are  the  attorneys 
of  a  people. — If  I  can  ever  be  of  any  use  to  you,  depend 
on  me." 

"My  word!  I  may  tell  you  now,"  said  Oscar,  "you  were 
the  cause  of  a  terrible  catastrophe  for  me. ' ' 

"Pooh!"  said  Georges,  after  listening  to  the  history  of 
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the  lad's  tribulations.  "It  was  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy  who 
behaved  badly.  His  wife? — I  would  not  have  her  at  a 
gift.  And  although  the  Count  is  Minister  of  State  and 
Peer  of  France,  I  would  not  be  in  his  red  skin!  He  is  a 
small-minded  man,  and  I  can  afford  to  despise  him  now." 

Oscar  listened  with  pleasure  to  Georges'  ironies  on  the 
Comte  de  Serizy,  for  they  seemed  to  diminish  the  gravity 
of  his  own  fault,  and  he  threw  himself  into  the  young 
man's  spirit  as  he  predicted  that  overthrow  of  the  nobility 
of  which  the  citizen  class  then  had  visions,  to  be  realized 
in  1830. 

They  sat  down  at  half -past  three;  dessert  was  not  on  the 
table  before  eight.  Each  course  of  dishes  lasted  two  hours. 
None  but  law-clerks  can  eat  so  steadily!  Digestions  of  eigh- 
teen and  twenty  are  inexplicable  to  the  medical  faculty.  The 
wine  was  worthy  of  Borrel,  who  had  at  that  time  succeeded 
the  illustrious  Balaine,  the  creator  of  the  very  best  restau- 
rant in  Paris — and  that  is  to  say  in  the  world — for  refined 
and  perfect  cookery. 

A  full  report  of  this  Belshazzar's  feast  was  drawn  up  at 
dessert,  beginning  with — Inter  pocula  aurea  restautanti,  qui 
vulgo  dicitur  Rupes  Cancali:  and  from  this  introduction  the 
rapturous  record  may  be  imagined  which  was  added  to  this 
Golden  Book  of  the  High  Festivals  of  the  Law. 

Godeschal  disappeared  after  signing  his  name,  leaving  the 
eleven  feasters,  prompted  by  the  old  captain,  of  the  Imperial 
Dragoons,  to  devote  themselves  to  the  wine,  the  liqueurs, 
and  the  toasts,  over  a  dessert  of  pyramids  of  sweets  and 
fruits  like  the  pyramids  of  Thebes.  By  half-past  ten  the 
"boy"  of  the  office  was  in  a  state  which  necessitated  his  re- 
moval; Georges  packed  him  into  a  cab,  gave  the  driver  his 
mother's  address,  and  paid  his  fare.  Then  the  ten  remain- 
ing guests,  as  drunk  as  Pitt  and  Dundas,  talked  of  going  on 
foot  by  the  boulevards,  the  night  being  very  fine,  as  far  as 
the  residence  of  the  Marquise,  where,  at  a  little  before  mid- 
night, they  would  find  a  brilliant  company.  The  whole 
party  longed  to  fill  their  lungs  with  fresh  air;  but  except- 
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ing  Georges,  Giroudeau,  Finot,  and  du  Bruel,  all  accus- 
tomed to  Parisian  orgies,  no  one  could  walk.  So  Georges 
sent  for  three  open  carriages  from  a  job-master's  stables, 
and  took  the  whole  party  for  an  airing  on  the  outer  boule- 
vards for  an  hour,  from  Montmartre  to  the  Barriere  du 
Trone,  and  back  by  Bercy,  the  quays,  and  the  boulevards 
to  the  Eue  de  Vendome. 

The  youngsters  were  still  floating  in  the  paradise  of  fancy 
to  which  intoxication  transports  boys,  when  their  entertainer 
led  them  into  Florentine's  rooms.  Here  sat  a  dazzling  as- 
sembly of  the  queens  of  the  stage,  who,  at  a  hint,  no  doubt, 
from  Fre'de'ric,  amused  themselves  by  aping  the  manners  of 
fine  ladies.  Ices  were  handed  round,  the  chandeliers  blazed 
with  wax  lights.  Tullia's  footman,  with  those  of  Madame 
du  Val-Noble  and  Florine,  all  in  gaudy  livery,  carried 
round  sweetmeats  on  silver  trays.  The  hangings,  choice 
products  of  the  looms  of  Lyons,  and  looped  with  gold 
cord,  dazzled  the  eye.  The  flowers  on  the  carpet  sug- 
gested a  garden-bed.  Costly  toys  and  curiosities  glittered 
on  all  sides.  At  first,  and  in  the  obfuscated  state  to  which 
Georges  had  brought  them,  the  clerks,  and  Oscar  in  partic- 
ular, believed  in  the  genuineness  of  the  Marquesa  de  las 
Florentinas  y  Cabirolos. 

On  four  tables  set  out  for  play,  gold  pieces  lay  in  glitter- 
ing heaps.  In  the  drawing-room  the  women  were  playing  at 
Vingt-et-un,  Nathan,  the  famous  author,  holding  the  deal. 
Thus,  after  being  carried  tipsy  and  half-asleep  along  the 
dimly-lighted  boulevards,  the  clerks  woke  to  find  them- 
selves in  Armida's  Palace.  Oscar,  on  being  introduced  by 
Georges  to  the  sham  Marquise,  stood  dumfounded,  not 
recognizing  the  ballet-dancer  from  the  Gaite  in  an  elegant 
dress  cut  aristocratically  low  at  the  neck  and  richly  trimmed 
with  lace — a  woman  looking  like  a  vignette  in  a  keepsake, 
who  received  them  with  an  air  and  manners  that  had  no 
parallel  in  the  experience  or  the  imagination  of  a  youth  so 
strictly  bred  as  he  had  been.  After  he  had  admired  all  the 
splendor  of  the  rooms,  the  beautiful  women  who  displayed 


A   START  IN  LIFE  303 

themselves  and  who  had  vied  with  each  other  in  dress  for 
this  occasion — the  inauguration  of  all  this  magnificence — 
Florentine  took  Oscar  by  the  hand  and  led  him  to  the  table 
where  Vingt-et-un  was  going  on. 

"Come,  let  me  introduce  you  to  the  handsome  Marquise 
d'Anglade,  one  of  my  friends — " 

And  she  took  the  hapless  Oscar  up  to  pretty  Fanny 
Beaupre',  who,  for  the  last  two  years,  had  filled  poor 
Coralie's  place  in  Camusot's  affections.  The  young  ac- 
tress had  just  achieved  a  reputation  in  the  part  of  a 
Marquise  in  a  melodrama  at  the  Porte-Sainte-Martin, 
called  "la  Famille  d'Anglade,"  one  of  the  successes  of 
the  day. 

"Here,  my  dear,"  said  Florentine,  "allow  me  to  intro- 
duce to  you  a  charming  youth  who  can  be  your  partner  in 
the  game." 

"Oh!  that  will  be  very  nice  I"  replied  the  actress, 
with  a  fascinating  smile,  as  she  looked  Oscar  down  from 
head  to  foot.  "I  am  losing.  We  will  go  shares,  if  you 
like." 

"I  am  at  your  orders,  Madame  la  Marquise,"  said  Oscar, 
taking  a  seat  by  her  side. 

"You  shall  stake,"  said  she,  "and  I  will  play.  You  will 
bring  me  luckl  There,  that  is  my  last  hundred  francs — " 
And  the  sham  Marquise  took  out  a  purse  of  which  the  rings 
were  studded  with  diamonds,  and  produced  five  gold  pieces. 
Oscar  brought  out  his  hundred  francs  in  five-franc  pieces, 
already  shamefaced  at  mingling  the  ignoble  silver  cart-wheels 
with  the  gold  coin.  In  ten  rounds  the  actress  had  lost  the  two 
hundred  francs. 

"Come!  this  is  stupid  I"  she  exclaimed.  "I  will  take  the 
deal.  We  will  still  be  partners?"  she  asked  of  Oscar. 

Fanny  Beaupre*  rose,  and  the  lad,  who,  like  her,  was  now 
the  centre  of  attention  to  the  whole  table,  dared  not  with- 
draw, saying  that  the  devil  alone  was  lodged  in  his  purse. 
He  was  speechless,  his  tongue  felt  heavy  and  stuck  to  his 
palate. 
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"Loan  me  five  hundred  francs,"  said  the  actress  to  the 
dancer. 

Florentine  brought  her  five  hundred  francs,  which  she 
borrowed  of  Georges,  who  had  just  won  at  e*carte  eight  times 
running. 

"Nathan  has  won  twelve  hundred  francs,"  said  the  actress 
to  the  clerk.  "The  dealer  always  wins;  do  not  let  us  be 
made  fools  of,"  she  whispered  in  his  ear. 

Every  man  of  feeling,  of  imagination,  of  spirit  will  under- 
stand that  poor  Oscar  could  not  help  opening  his  pocketbook 
and  taking  out  the  five  hundred  franc  note.  He  looked  at 
Nathan,  the  famous  writer,  who,  in  partnership  with  Florine, 
staked  high  against  the  dealer. 

"Now  then,  boy,  sweep  it  in!"  cried  Fanny  Beaupre, 
signing  to  Oscar  to  take  up  two  hundred  francs  that  Florine 
and  Nathan  had  lost. 

The  actress  did  not  spare  the  losers  her  banter  and  jests. 
She  enlivened  the  game  by  remarks  of  a  character  which 
Oscar  thought  strange;  but  delight  stifled  these  reflections, 
for  the  first  two  deals  brought  in  winnings  of  two  thousand 
francs.  Oscar  longed  to  be  suddenly  taken  ill  and  to  fly, 
leaving  his  partner  to  her  fate,  but  honor  forbade  it.  Three 
more  deals  had  carried  away  the  profits.  Oscar  felt  the  cold 
sweat  down  his  spine;  he  was  quite  sobered  now.  The  last 
two  rounds  absorbed  a  thousand  francs  staked  by  the  part- 
ners; Oscar  felt  thirsty  and  drank  off  three  glasses  of  iced 
punch. 

The  actress  led  him  into  an  adjoining  room,  talking  non- 
sense to  divert  him ;  but  the  sense  of  his  error  so  completely 
overwhelmed  Oscar,  to  whom  Desroches'  face  appeared  like 
a  vision  in  a  dream,  that  he  sank  on  to  a  splendid  ottoman 
in  a  dark  corner  and  hid  his  face  in  his  handkerchief.  He 
was  fairly  crying.  Florentine  detected  him  in  this  attitude, 
too  sincere  not  to  strike  an  actress;  she  hurried  up  to  Oscar, 
pulled  away  the  handkerchief,  and,  seeing  his  tears,  led  him 
into  a  boudoir. 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  boy?"  said  she. 
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To  this  voice,  these  words,  this  tone,  Oscar,  recognizing 
the  motherliness  of  a  courtesan's  kindness,  replied:  "I  have 
lost  five  hundred  francs  that  my  master  gave  me  to  pay 
to-morrow  morning  for  a  judgment;  there  is  nothing  for  it 
but  to  throw  myself  into  the  river;  I  am  disgraced." 

"How  can  you  be  so  silly?"  cried  Florentine.  "Stay 
where  you  are,  I  will  bring  you  a  thousand  francs.  Try  to 
recover  it  all,  but  only  risk  five  hundred  francs,  so  as  to  keep 
your  chief's  money.  Georges  plays  a  first-rate  game  at 
e*carte";  bet  on  him." 

Oscar,  in  his  dreadful  position,  accepted  the  offer  of  the 
mistress  of  the  house. 

"Ah!"  thought  he,  "none  but  a  Marquise  would  be 
capable  of  such  an  action.  Beautiful,  noble,  and  immensely 
rich!  Georges  is  a  lucky  dog!" 

He  received  a  thousand  francs  in  gold  from  the  hands  of 
Florentine,  and  went  to  bet  on  the  man  who  had  played  him 
this  trick.  The  punters  were  pleased  at  the  arrival  of  a  new 
man,  for  they  all,  with  the  instinct  of  gamblers,  went  over 
to  the  side  of  Giroudeau,  the  old  Imperial  officer. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Georges,  "you  will  be  punished  for 
your  defection,  for  I  am  in  luck.— Come,  Oscar;  we  will  do 
for  them." 

But  Georges  and  his  backer  lost  five  games  running. 
Having  thrown  away  his  thousand  francs,  Oscar,  carried 
away  by  the  gambling  fever,  insisted  on  holding  the  cards. 
As  a  result  of  the  luck  that  often  favors  a  beginner,  he  won; 
but  Georges  puzzled  him  with  advice;  he  told  him  how  to 
discard,  and  frequently  snatched  his  hand  from  him,  so  that 
the  conflict  of  two  wills,  two  minds,  spoiled  the  run  of  luck. 
In  short,  by  three  in  the  morning,  after  many  turns  of  for- 
tune and  unhoped-for  recoveries,  still  drinking  punch,  Oscar 
found  himself  possessed  of  no  more  than  a  hundred  francs. 
He  rose  from  the  table,  his  brain  heavy  and  dizzy,  walked 
a  few  steps,  and  dropped  on  to  a  sofa  in  the  boudoir,  his  eyes 
sealed  in  leaden  slumbers. 

"Mariette,"  said  Fanny  Beaupre*  to  Godeschal's  sister, 
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who  had  come  in  at  about  two  in  the  morning,  "will  you 
dine  here  to-morrow?  My  Camusot  will  be  here  and  Pere 
Cardot;  we  will  make  them  mad." 

"How?"  cried  Florentine.  "My  old  man  has  not  sent 
me  word." 

"He  will  be  here  this  morning  to  tell  you  that  he  pro- 
poses to  sing  'La  Mere  Godichon,'  "  replied  Fanny  Beaupre. 
"He  must  give  a  house-warming  too,  poor  man." 

"The  devil  take  him  and  his  orgies!"  exclaimed  Floren- 
tine. "He  and  his  son-in-law  are  worse  than  magistrates  or 
managers. — After  all,  Mariette,  you  dine  well  here,"  she 
went  on.  "Cardot  orders  everything  from  Che  vet.  Bring 
your  Due  de  Maufrigneuse;  we  will  have  fun,  and  make 
them  dance." 

Oscar,  who  caught  the  names  of  Cardot  and  Camusot, 
made  an  effort  to  rouse  himself;  but  he  could  only  mutter 
a  word  or  two  which  were  not  heard,  and  fell  back  on  the 
silk  cushion. 

"You  are  provided,  I  see,"  said  Fanny  Beaupre*  to  Flor- 
entine, with  a  laugh. 

"Ah!  poor  boy,  he  is  drunk  with  punch  and  despair. 
He  has  lost  some  money  his  master  had  intrusted  to  him  for 
some  office  business.  He  was  going  to  kill  himself,  so  I 
loaned  him  a  thousand  francs,  of  which  those  robbers  Finot 
and  GHroudeau  have  fleeced  him.  Poor  innocent!" 

"But  we  must  wake  him, >r  said  Mariette.  "My  brother 
will  stand  no  nonsense,  nor  his  master  either." 

"Well,  wake  him  if  you  can,  and  get  him  away,"  said 
Florentine,  going  back  into  the  drawing-room  to  take  leave 
of  those  who  were  not  gone. 

The  party  then  took  to  dancing — character  dances,  as  they 
were  called;  and  at  daybreak  Florentine  went  to  bed  very 
tired,  having  forgotten  Oscar,  whom  nobody,  in  fact,  remem- 
bered, and  who  was  still  sleeping  soundly. 

At  about  eleven  o'clock  a  terrible  sound  awoke  the  lad, 
who  recognized  his  uncle  Cardot's  voice,  and  thought  he 
might  get  out  of  the  scrape  by  pretending  still  to  be  asleep. 
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so  he  hid  his  face  in  the  handsome  yellow  velvet  cushions 
in  which  he  had  passed  the  night. 

"Really,  my  little  Florentine,"  the  old  man  was  saying, 
"it  is  neither  good  nor  nice  of  you.  You  were  dancing  last 
night  in  the  'Raines,'  and  then  spent  the  night  in  an  orgy. 
Why,  it  is  simply  destruction  to  your  freshness,  not  to  say 
that  it  is  really  ungrateful  of  you  to  inaugurate  this  splendid 
apartment  without  me,  with  strangers,  without  my  knowing 
it — who  knows  what  may  have  happened!" 

"You  old  monster!"  cried  Florentine.  "Have  you  not 
a  key  to  come  in  whenever  you  like  ?  We  danced  till  half- 
past  five,  and  you  are  so  cruel  as  to  wake  me  at  eleven." 

"Half-past  eleven,  Titine,"  said  the  old  man  humbly. 
"I  got  up  early  to  order  a  dinner  from  Chevet  worthy  of  an 
Archbishop. — How  they  have  spoiled  the  carpets!  Whom 
had  you  here?" 

"You  ought  to  make  no  complaints,  for  Fanny  Beaupre* 
told  me  that  you  and  Camusot  were  coming,  so  I  have  asked 
the  others  to  meet  you — Tullia,  du  Bruel,  Mariette,  the  Due 
de  Maufrigneuse,  Florine,  and  Nathan.  And  you  will  have 
tho  five  loveliest  women  who  ever  stood  behind  the  footlights, 
and  we  will  dance  you  a  'pas  de  Zdphire.'  ' 

"It  is  killing  work  to  lead  such  a  life!"  cried  old  Cardot. 
"What  a  heap  of  broken  glasses,  what  destruction!  The 
anteroom  is  a  scene  of  horror!" 

At  this  moment  the  amiable  old  man  stood  speechless 
and  fascinated,  like  a  bird  under  the  gaze  of  a  reptile.  He 
caught  sight  of  the  outline  of  a  young  figure  clothed  in  black 
cloth. 

"Heyday!  Mademoiselle  Cabirolle!"  said  he    ,t  last. 

"Well,  what  now?"  said  she. 

The  girl's  eyes  followed  the  direction  of  P&re  Cardot's 
gaze,  and  when  she  saw  the  youth  still  there,  she  burst  into 
a  fit  of  crazy  laughter,  which  not  only  struck  the  old  man 
dumb,  but  compelled  Oscar  to  look  round.  Florentine 
pulled  him  up  by  the  arm,  and  half  choked  with  laughing 
as  she  saw  the  hang-dog  look  of  the  uncle  and  nephew. 
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"You  here,  nephew?" 

"Oh,  ho!  He  is  your  nephew  ?"  cried  Florentine,  laugh- 
ing more  than  ever.  "You  never  mentioned  this  nephew  of 
yours. — Then  Mariette  did  not  take  you  home?"  said  she 
to  Oscar,  who  sat  petrified.  "What  is  to  become  of  the 
poor  boy?" 

"Whatever  he  pleases  1"  replied  old  Cardot  dryly,  and 
turning  to  the  door  to  go  away. 

"One  minute,  Papa  Cardot;  you  will  have  to  help  your 
nephew  out  of  the  mess  he  has  got  into  by  my  fault,  for  he 
has  gambled  away  his  master's  money,  five  hundred  francs, 
besides  a  thousand  francs  of  mine  which  I  loaned  him  to  get 
it  back  again." 

"Wretched  boy,  have  you  lost  fifteen  hundred  francs  at 
play — at  your  age  ? ' ' 

"Oh!  uncle,  uncle!"  cried  the  unhappy  Oscar,  cast  by 
these  words  into  the  depths  of  horror  at  his  position.  He 
fell  on  his  knees  at  his  uncle's  feet  with  clasped  hands.  "It 
is  twelve  o'clock;  I  am  lost,  disgraced.  Monsieur  Desroches 
will  show  no  mercy — there  was  an  important  business,  a  mat- 
ter on  which  he  prides  himself — I  was  to  have  gone  this 
morning  to  fetch  away  the  copy  of  the  judgment  in  Vande- 
nesse  vs.  Vandenesse!  What  has  happened? — What  will 
become  of  me? — Save  me  for  my  father's  sake — for  my 
aunt's. — Come  with  me  to  Maitre  Desroches  and  explain; 
find  some  excuse — " 

The  words  came  out  in  gasps,  between  sobs  and  tears  that 
might  have  softened  the  Sphinx  in  the  desert  of  Luxor. 

"Now,  old  skinflint,"  cried  the  dancer  in  tears,  "can  you 
leave  your  own  nephew  to  disgrace,  the  son  of  the  man  to 
whom  you  owe  your  fortune,  since  he  is  Oscar  Husson? 
Save  him,  I  say,  or  Titine  refuses  to  own  you  as  her  mi- 
lord!" 

"But  how  came  he  here?"  asked  the  old  man. 

"What!  so  as  t)  forget  the  hour  when  he  should  have 
gone  the  errand  he  speaks  of  ?  Don't  you  see,  he  got  drunk 
and  dropped  there,  dead- tired  and  sieepy  ?  Q-eorges  and  his 
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cousin  Fre*ddric  treated  Desroches'  clerks  yesterday  at  the 
Rocher  de  Cancale." 

Cardot  looked  at  her,  still  doubtful. 

"Come,  now,  old  baboon,  if  it  were  anything  more  should 
J  not  have  hidden  him  more  effectually  ?"  cried  she. 

"Here,  then,  take  the  five  hundred  francs,  you  scamp!" 
said  Cardot  to  his  nephew.  "That  is  all  you  will  ever  have 
of  me.  Go  and  make  matters  up  with  your  master  if  you 
can. — I  will  repay  the  thousand  francs  Mademoiselle  loaned 
you,  but  never  let  me  hear  your  name  again." 

Oscar  fled,  not  wishing  to  hear  more;  but  when  he  was 
in  the  street  he  did  not  know  where  to  go. 

The  chance  which  ruins  men,  and  the  chance  that  serves 
them,  seemed  to  be  playing  against  each  other  on  equal  terms 
for  Oscar  that  dreadful  morning;  but  he  was  destined  to  fail 
with  a  master  who,  when  he  made  up  his  mind,  never 
changed  it. 

Mariette,  on  returning  home,  horrified  at  what  might 
befall  her  brother's  charge,  wrote  a  line  to  Godeschal,  inclos- 
ing a  five-hundred-franc  note,  and  telling  her  brother  of 
Oscar's  drunken  bout  and  disasters.  The  good  woman,  ere 
she  went  to  sleep,  instructed  her  maid  to  take  this  letter 
to  Desroches'  chambers  before  .seven.  Godeschal,  on  his 
part,  waking  at  six,  found  no  Oscar.  He  at  once  guessed 
what  had  happened.  He  took  five  hundred  francs  out  of  his 
savings  and  hurried  off  to  the  copying-clerk  to  fetch  the 
judgment,  so  as  to  lay  it  before  Desroches  for  signature  in 
his  office  at  eight.  Desroches,  who  always  rose  at  four,  came 
to  his  room  at  seven  o'clock.  Mariette's  maid,  not  finding 
her  mistress's  brother  in  his  attic,  went  down  to  the  office 
and  was  there  met  by  Desroches,  to  whom  she  very  naturally 
gave  the  note. 

"Is  it  a  matter  of  business?"  asked  the  lawyer.  "lam 
Maitre  Desroches." 

"You  can  see,  Monsieur,"  said  the  woman. 

Desroches  opened  the  letter  and  read  it.     On  finding  the 
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five -hundred -franc  note  he  went  back  into  his  own  room, 
furious  with  his  second  clerk.  Then  at  half  past  seven  he 
heard  Godeschal  dictating  a  report  on  the  judgment  to  another 
clerk,  and  a  few  minutes  later  Godeschal  came  into  the  room 
in  triumph. 

"Was  it  Oscar  Husson  who  went  to  Simon  this  morning  ?" 
asked  Desroches. 

"Yes,  Monsieur,"  replied  Godeschal. 

"Who  gave  him  the  money?"  said  the  lawyer. 

"You,"  said  Godeschal,  "on  Saturday." 

"It  rains  five-hundred-franc  notes,  it  would  seem!"  cried 
Desroches.  "Look  here,  Godeschal,  you  are  a  good  fellow, 
but  that  little  wretch  Husson  does  not  deserve  your  gen- 
erosity. I  hate  a  fool,  but  yet  more  I  hate  people  who  will 
go  wrong  in  spite  of  the  care  of  those  who  are  kind  to  them." 
He  gave  Godeschal  Mariette's  note  and  the  five  hundred 
francs  she  had  sent.  ' '  Forgive  me  for  opening  it,  but  the 
maid  said  it  was  a  matter  of  business. — You  must  get  rid  of 
Oscar." 

"What  trouble  I  have  had  with  that  poor  little  ne'er- 
do-weel!"  said  Godeschal.  "That  scoundrel  Georges  Marest 
is  his  evil  genius;  he  must  avoid  him  like  the  plague,  for 
I  do  not  know  what  might  happen  if  they  met  a  third 
time." 

"How  is  that  ?"  asked  Desroches,  and  Godeschal  sketched 
the  story  of  the  practical  joking  on  the  journey  to  Presles. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  the  lawyer.  "I  remember  Joseph 
Bridau  told  me  something  about  that  at  the  time.  It  was 
to  that  meeting  that  we  owed  the  Comte  de  Serizy's  interest 
in  Bridau's  brother." 

At  this  moment  Moreau  came  in,  for  this  suit  over  the 
Vandenesse  property  was  an  important  affair  to  him.  The 
Marquis  wanted  to  sell  the  Vandenesse  estate  in  lots,  and 
his  brother  opposed  such  a  proceeding. 

Thus  the  land-agent  was  the  recipient  of  the  justifiable 
complaints  and  sinister  prophecies  fulminated  by  Desroches 
as  against  his  second  clerk:  and  the  unhappy  boy's  most 
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friendly  protector  was  forced  to  the  conclusion  that  Oscar's 
vanity  was  incorrigible. 

"Make  a  pleader  of  him,"  said  Desroches;  "he  only  has 
to  pass  his  final;  in  that  branch  of  the  law  his  faults  may 
prove  to  be  useful  qualities,  for  conceit  spurs  the  tongue 
of  half  of  our  advocates." 

As  it  happened,  Clapart  was  at  this  time  out  of  health, 
and  nursed  by  his  wife,  a  painful  and  thankless  task.  The 
man  worried  the  poor  soul,  who  had  hitherto  never  known 
how  odious  the  nagging  and  spiteful  taunts  can  be  in  which 
a  half-imbecile  creature  gives  vent  to  his  irritation  when 
poverty  drives  him  into  a  sort  of  cunning  rage.  Delighted 
to  have  a  sharp  dagger  that  he  could  drive  home  to  her 
motherly  heart,  he  had  suspected  the  fears  for  the  future 
which  were  suggested  to  the  hapless  woman  by  Oscar's  con- 
duct and  faults.  In  fact,  when  a  mother  has  received  such  a 
blow  as  she  had  felt  from  the  adventure  at  Presles  she  lives 
in  perpetual  alarms;  and  by  the  way  in  which  Madame  Cla- 
part cried  up  Oscar  whenever  he  achieved  a  success,  Clapart 
understood  all  her  secret  fears  and  would  stir  them  up  on 
the  slightest  pretext. 

"Well,  well,  Oscar  is  getting  on  better  than  I  expected 
of  him;  I  always  said  his  journey  to  Presles  was  only  a 
blunder  due  to  inexperience.  Where  is  the  young  man 
who  never  made  a  mistake  ?  Poor  boy,  he  is  heroic  in  his 
endurance  of  the  privations  he  would  never  have  known 
if  his  father  had  lived.  God  grant  he  may  control  his 
passions  1"  and  so  on. 

So,  while  so  many  disasters  were  crowding  on  each  other 
in  the  Rue  de  Vendome  and  the  Rue  de  Bdthisy,  Clapart, 
sitting  by  the  fire  wrapped  in  a  shabby  dressing-gown,  was 
watching  his  wife,  who  was  busy  cooking  over  the  bedroom 
fire  some  broth,  Clapart's  herb  tea,  and  her  own  breakfast. 

"Good  heavens!  I  wish  I  knew  how  things  fell  out  yes- 
terday. Oscar  was  to  breakfast  at  the  Rocher  de  Cancale, 
and  spend  the  evening  with  some  Marquise — " 

"Oh!  don't  be  in  a  hurry;  sooner  or  later  murder  will 
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out,"  retorted  her  husband.  <4Do  you  believe  in  the  Mar- 
quise? Go  on;  a  boy  who  has  his  five  senses  and  a  love  of 
extravagance — as  Oscar  has,  after  all — can  find  Marquises 
in  Spain  costing  their  weight  in  gold!  He  will  come  home 
some  day  loaded  with  debt — " 

"You  don't  know  how  to  be  cruel  enough,  and  to  drive 
me  to  despair!"  exclaimed  Madame  Clapart.  "You  com- 
plained that  my  son  ate  up  all  your  salary,  and  he  never 
cost  you  a  sou.  For  two  years  you  have  not  had  a  fault 
to  find  with  Oscar,  and  now  he  is  second  clerk,  his  uncle 
and  Monsieur  Moreau  provide  him  with  everything,  and 
he  has  eight  hundred  francs  a  year  of  his  own  earning.  If 
we  have  bread  in  our  old  age,  we  shall  owe  it  to  that  dear 
boy.  You  really  are  too  unjust." 

"You  consider  my  foresight  an  injustice?"  said  the  sick 
man  sourly. 

There  came  at  this  moment  a  sharp  ring  at  the  bell. 
Madame  Clapart  ran  to  open  the  door,  and  then  remained 
in  the  outer  room,  talking  to  Moreau,  who  had  come  him- 
self to  soften  the  blow  that  the  news  of  Oscar's  levity  must 
be  to  his  poor  mother. 

"What!  He  lost  his  master's  money?"  cried  Madame 
Clapart  in  tears. 

"Aha!  what  did  I  tell  you?"  said  Clapart,  who  appeared 
like  a  spectre  in  the  doorway  of  the  drawing-room,  to  which 
he  had  shuffled  across  under  the  prompting  of  curiosity. 

"But  what  is  to  be  done  with  him?"  said  his  wife,  whose 
distress  left  her  insensible  to  this  stab. 

"Well,  if  he  bore  my  name,"  said  Moreau,  "I  should 
calmly  allow  him  to  be  drawn  for  the  conscription,  and  if  he 
should  be  called  to  serve,  I  would  not  pay  for  a  substitute. 
This  is  the  second  time  that  sheer  vanity  has  brought  him 
into  mischief.  Well,  vanity  may  lead  him  to  some  brilliant 
action,  which  will  win  him  promotion  as  a  soldier.  Six 
years'  service  will  at  any  rate  add  a  little  weight  to  his 
feather-brain,  and  as  he  has  only  his  final  examination  to 
pass,  he  will  not  do  so  badly  if  he  finds  himself  a  pleader 
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at  six-and-twenty,  if  he  chooses  to  go  to  the  bar  after  pay- 
ing the  blood-tax,  as  they  say.  This  time,  at  any  rate,  he 
will  have  had  his  punishment,  he  will  gain  experience  and 
acquire  habits  of  subordination.  He  will  have  served  his 
apprenticeship  to  life  before  serving  it  in  the  Law  Courts." 

"If  that  is  the  sentence  you  would  pronounce  on  a  son," 
said  Madame  Clapart,  "I  see  that  a  father's  heart  is  very 
unlike  a  mother's. — My  poor  Oscar — a  soldier — ?" 

"Would  you  rather  see  him  jump  headforemost  into  the 
Seine  after  doing  something  to  disgrace  himself?  He  can 
never  now  be  an  attorney;  do  you  think  he  is  fitted  yet  to 
be  an  advocate?  While  waiting  till  he  reaches  years  of  dis- 
cretion, what  will  he  become?  A  thorough  scamp;  military 
discipline  will  at  any  rate  preserve  him  from  that." 

"Could  he  not  go  into  another  office?  His  uncle  Cardot 
would  certainly  pay  for  a  substitute — and  Oscar  will  dedi- 
cate his  thesis  to  him — " 

The  clatter  of  a  cab,  in  which  was  piled  all  Oscar's  per- 
sonal property,  announced  the  wretched  lad's  return,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  he  made  his  appearance. 

"So  here  you  are,  Master  Joli-Coaur!"  cried  Clapart. 

Oscar  kissed  his  mother,  and  held  out  a  hand  to  Monsieur 
Moreau,  which  that  gentleman  would  not  take.  Oscar  an- 
swered this  contempt  with  a  look  to  which  indignation  lent 
a  firmness  new  to  the  bystanders. 

"Listen,  Monsieur  Clapart,"  said  the  boy,  so  suddenly 
grown  to  be  a  man;  "you  worry  my  poor  mother  beyond 
endurance,  and  you  have  a  right  to  do  so;  she  is  your  wife 
— for  her  sins.  But  it  is  different  with  me.  In  a  few  months 
I  shall  be  of  age,  and  you  have  no  power  over  me  even 
while  I  am  a  minor.  I  have  never  asked  you  for  anything. 
Thanks  to  this  gentleman,  I  have  never  cost  you  one  sou, 
and  I  owe  you  no  sort  of  gratitude;  so,  have  the  goodness 
to  leave  me  in  peace." 

Clapart,  startled  by  this  apostrophe,  went  back  to  his 
armchair  by  the  fire.  The  reasoning  of  the  lawyer's  clerk 
and  the  suppressed  fury  of  a  young  man  of  twenty,  who 
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had  just  had  a  sharp  lecture  from  his  friend  Grodeschal,  had 
reduced  the  sick  man's  imbecility  to  silence,  once  and  for  all. 

"An  error  into  which  you  would  have  been  led  quite  as 
easily  as  I,  at  my  age,"  said  Oscar  to  Moreau,  "made  me 
commit  a  fault  which  Desroches  thinks  serious,  but  which 
is  really  trivial  enough;  I  am  far  more  vexed  with  myself 
for  having  taken  Florentine,  of  the  Gaite  Theatre,  for  a  Mar- 
quise, and  actresses  for  women  of  rank,  than  for  having  lost 
fifteen  hundred  francs  at  a  little  orgy  where  everybody,  even 
G-odeschal,  was  somewhat  screwed.  This  time,  at  any  rate, 
I  have  hurt  no  one  but  myself.  I  am  thoroughly  cured. — If 
you  will  help  me,  Monsieur  Moreau,  I  swear  to  you  that  in 
the  course  of  the  six  years  during  which  I  must  remain  a 
clerk  before  I  can  practice — " 

"Stop  a  bit!"  said  Moreau.  "I  have  three  children;  I 
can  make  no  promises." 

"Well,  well,"  said  Madame  Clapart,  with  a  reproachful 
look  at  Moreau,  "your  uncle  Cardot — " 

"No  more  uncle  Cardot  for  me,"  replied  Oscar,  and  he 
related  the  adventure  of  the  Kue  de  Vendome. 

Madame  Clapart,  feeling  her  knees  give  way  under  the 
weight  of  her  body,  dropped  on  one  of  the  dining-room 
chairs  as  if  a  thunderbolt  had  fallen. 

"Every  possible  misfortune  at  once!"  said  she,  and 
fainted  away. 

Moreau  lifted  the  poor  woman  in  his  arms,  and  carried 
her  to  her  bed.  Oscar  stood  motionless  and  speechless. 

"There  is  nothing  for  you  but  to  serve  as  a  soldier,"  said 
the  estate-agent,  coming  back  again.  "That  idiot  Clapart 
will  not  last  three  months  longer,  it  seems  to  me;  your 
mother  will  not  have  a  sou  in  the  world ;  ought  I  not  rath- 
er to  keep  for  her  the  little  money  I  can  spare  ?  This  was 
what  I  could  not  say  to  you  in  her  presence.  As  a  soldier, 
you  will  earn  your  bread,  and  you  may  meditate  on  what 
life  is  to  the  penniless. ' ' 

"I  might  draw  a  lucky  number,"  said  Oscar. 

"A.nd  if  you  do?— Your  mother  has  been  a  very  good 


A   START  IN  LIFE  315 

mother  to  you.  She  gave  you  an  education,  she  started 
you  in  a  good  way;  you  have  lost  it;  what  could  you  do 
now?  Without  money,  a  man  is  helpless,  as  you  now 
know,  and  you  are  not  the  man  to  begin  all  over  again 
by  pulling  off  your  coat  and  putting  on  a  workman's  or 
artisan's  blouse.  And  then  your  mother  worships  you. — 
Do  you  want  to  kill  her?  For  she  would  die  of  seeing 
you  fallen  so  low." 

Oscar  sat  down,  and  could  no  longer  control  his  tears, 
•which  flowed  freely.  He  understood  now  a  form  of  appeal 
•which  had  been  perfectly  incomprehensible  at  the  time  of 
his  first  error. 

"Penniless  folk  ought  to  be  perfect  I"  said  Moreau  to 
himself,  not  appreciating  how  deeply  true  this  cruel  verdict 
was. 

"My  fate  will  soon  be  decided,"  said  Oscar;  "the  num- 
bers are  drawn  the  day  after  to-morrow.  Between  this  and 
then  I  will  come  to  some  decision." 

Moreau,  deeply  grieved  in  spite  of  his  austerity,  left  the 
family  in  the  Hue  de  la  Cerisaie  to  their  despair. 

Three  days  after  Oscar  drew  Number  27.  To  help  the 
poor  lad,  the  ex-steward  of  Presles  found  courage  enough 
to  go  to  the  Comte  de  Serizy  and  beg  his  interest  to  get 
Oscar  into  the  cavalry.  As  it  happened,  the  Count's  son, 
having  come  out  well  at  his  last  examination  on  leaving  the 
Ecole  Polytechnique,  had  been  passed  by  favor,  with  the 
rank  of  sub-lieutenant,  into  the  cavalry  regiment  com- 
manded by  the  Due  de  Maufrigneuse.  And  so,  in  the 
midst  of  his  fall,  Oscar  had  the  small  piece  of  luck  of 
being  enlisted  in  this  fine  regiment  at  the  Comte  de 
Sdrizy's  recommendation,  with  the  promise  of  promotion 
to  be  quartermaster  in  a  year's  time. 

Thus  chance  placed  the  lawyer's  clerk  under  the  com- 
mand of  Monsieur  de  Sdrizy's  son. 

After  some  days  of  pining,  Madame  Clapart,  who  was 
deeply  stricken  by  all  these  misfortunes,  gave  herself  up 
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to  the  remorse  which  is  apt  to  come  over  mothers  whose 
conduct  has  not  been  blameless,  and  who,  as  they  grow 
old,  are  led  to  repent.  She  thought  of  herself  as  one  ac- 
cursed. She  ascribed  the  miseries  of  her  second  marriage 
and  all  her  son's  ill-fortune  to  the  vengeance  of  God,  who 
was  punishing  her  in  expiation  of  the  sins  and  pleasures  of 
her  youth.  This  idea  soon  became  a  conviction.  The  poor 
soul  went  to  confession,  for  the  first  time  in  forty  years,  to 
the  Vicar  of  the  Church  of  Saint-Paul,  the  Abb£  Gaudron, 
who  plunged  her  into  the  practices  of  religion. 

But  a  spirit  so  crushed  and  so  loving  as  Madame  Clapart's 
could  not  fail  to  become  simply  pious.  The  Aspasia  of  the 
Directory  yearned  to  atone  for  her  sins  that  she  might  bring 
the  blessing  of  God  down  on  the  head  of  her  beloved^Oscar, 
and  before  long  she  had  given  herself  up  to  the  most  earnest 
practices  of  devotion  and  works  of  piety.  She  believed  that 
she  had  earned  the  favor  of  Heaven  when  she  had  succeeded 
in  saving  Monsieur  Clapart,  who,  thanks  to  her  care,  lived 
to  torment  her;  but  she  persisted  in  seeing  in  the  tyranny 
of  this  half-witted  old  man  the  trials  inflicted  by  Him  who 
loves  while  He  chastens  us. 

Oscar's  conduct  meanwhile  was  so  satisfactory  that  in 
1830  he  was  first  quartermaster  of  the  company  under  the 
Vicomte  de  Sdrizy,  equivalent  in  rank  to  a  sub-lieutenant 
of  the  line,  as  the  Due  de  Maufrigneuse's  regiment  was  at- 
tached to  the  King's  Guards.  Oscar  Husson  was  now  five- 
and-twenty.  As  the  regiments  of  Guards  were  always  quar- 
tered in  Paris,  or  within  thirty  leagues  of  the  capital,  he 
could  see  his  mother  from  time  to  time  and  confide  his  sor- 
rows to  her,  for  he  was  clear-sighted  enough  to  perceive  that 
he  could  never  rise  to  be  an  officer.  At  that  time  cavalry 
officers  were  almost  always  chosen  from  among  the  younger 
sons  of  the  nobility,  and  men  without  the  distinguishing  de 
got  on  but  slowly.  Oscar's  whole  ambition  was  to  get  out 
of  the  Guards  and  enter  some  cavalry  regiment  of  the  line  as 
a  sub-lieutenant;  and  in  the  month  of  February,  1830,  Ma- 
dame Clapart,  through  the  interest  of  the  Abbe  Gaudron,  now 
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at  the  head  of  his  parish,  gained  the  favor  of  the  Dauphiness, 
which  secured  Oscar's  promotion. 

Although  the  ambitious  young  soldier  professed  ardent 
devotion  to  the  Bourbons,  he  was  at  heart  a  liberal.  In  the 
struggle,  in  1830,  he  took  the  side  of  the  people.  This  de- 
fection, which  proved  to  be  important  by  reason  of  the  way 
in  which  it  acted,  drew  public  attention  to  Oscar  Husson. 
In  the  moment  of  triumph,  in  the  month  of  August,  Oscar, 
promoted  to  be  lieutenant,  received  the  Cross  of  the  Legion 
of  Honor,  and  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  post  of  aide-de- 
camp to  la  Fayette,  who  made  him  captain  in  1832.  When 
this  devotee  to  "the  best  of  all  Republics"  was  deprived  of 
his  command  of  the  National  Guard,  Oscar  Husson,  whose 
devotion  to  the  new  royal  family  was  almost  fanaticism,  was 
sent  as  major  with  a  regiment  to  Africa  on  the  occasion  of 
the  first  expedition  undertaken  by  the  Prince.  The  Vicomte 
de  Se'rizy  was  now  lieutenant-colonel  of  that  regiment.  At 
the  fight  at  the  Macta,  where  the  Arabs  remained  masters 
of  the  field,  Monsieur  de  Se'rizy  was  left  wounded  under  his 
dead  horse.  Oscar  addressed  his  company. 

"It  is  riding  to  our  death,"  said  he,  "but  we  cannot  de- 
sert our  Colonel." 

He  was  the  first  to  charge  the  enemy,  and  his  men,  quite 
electrified,  followed.  The  Arabs,  in  the  shock  of  surprise 
at  this  furious  and  unexpected  attack,  allowed  Oscar  to  pick 
up  his  Colonel,  whom  he  took  on  his  horse  and  rode  off  at  a 
pelting  gallop,  though  in  this  act,  carried  out  in  the  midst 
of  furious  fighting,  he  had  two  cuts  from  a  yataghan  on  the 
left  arm. 

Oscar's  valiant  conduct  was  rewarded  by  the  Cross  of  an 
Officer  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  promotion  to  the  rank  of 
lieutenant-colonel.  He  nursed  the  Vicomte  de  Se'rizy  with 
devoted  affection;  the  Comtesse  de  Se'rizy  joined  her  son 
and  carried  him  to  Toulon,  where,  as  all  the  world  knows, 
he  died  of  his  wounds.  Madame  de  Se'rizy  did  not  part  her 
son  from  the  man  who,  after  rescuing  him  from  the  Arabs, 
had  cared  for  him  with  such  unfailing  devotion. 
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Oscar  himself  was  so  severely  wounded  that  the  surgeons 
called  in  by  the  Countess  to  attend  her  son  pronounced  am- 
putation necessary.  The  Count  forgave  Oscar  his  follies  on 
the  occasion  of  the  journey  to  Presles,  and  even  regarded 
himself  as  the  young  man's  debtor  when  he  had  buried  his 
only  surviving  son  in  the  chapel  of  the  Chateau  de  SeVizy. 

A  long  time  after  the  battle  of  the  Macta,  an  old  lady 
dressed  in  black,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  man  of  thirty- 
four,  at  once  recognizable  as  a  retired  officer  by  the  loss  of 
one  arm  and  the  rosette  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  at  his  but- 
ton-hole, was  to  be  seen  at  eight  o'clock  one  morning,  wait- 
ing under  the  gateway  of  the  Silver  Lion,  Rue  de  Faubourg 
Saint-Denis,  till  the  diligence  should  be  ready  to  start. 

Pierrotin,  the  manager  of  the  coach  services  of  the  Valley 
of  the  Oise,  passing  by  Saint-Leu-Taverny  and  1'Isle-Adam, 
as  far  as  Beaumont,  would  hardly  have  recognized  in  this 
bronzed  officer  that  little  Oscar  Husson  whom  he  had  once 
driven  to  Presles.  Madame  Clapart,  a  widow  at  last,  was 
quite  as  unrecognizable  as  her  son.  Clapart,  one  of  the 
victims  of  Fieschi's  machine,  had  done  his  wife  a  better 
turn  by  the  manner  of  his  death  than  he  had  ever  done  her 
in  his  life.  Of  course,  Clapart,  the  idler,  the  lounger,  had 
taken  up  a  place  on  his  boulevard  to  see  his  legion  reviewed. 
Thus  the  poor  bigot  had  found  her  name  down  for  a  pension 
of  fifteen  hundred  francs  a  year  by  the  decree  which  indem- 
nified the  victims  of  this  infernal  machine. 

The  vehicle,  to  which  four  dappled  gray  horses  were  now 
being  harnessed — steeds  worthy  of  the  Messageries  royales — 
was  in  four  divisions,  the  coupe,  the  interieur,  the  rotonde 
behind,  and  the  imperiale  at  top.  It  was  identically  the 
same  as  the  diligences  called  Gondoles,  which,  in  our  day, 
still  maintain  a  rivalry  on  the  Versailles  road  with  two 
lines  of  railway.  Strong  and  light,  well  painted  and  clean, 
lined  with  good  blue  cloth,  furnished  with  blinds  of  ara- 
besque design  and  red  morocco  cushions,  the  Hirondelle 
de  1'Oise  could  carry  nineteen  travellers.  Pierrotin,  though 
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he  was  by  this  time  fifty-six,  was  little  changed.  He  still 
wore  a  blouse  over  his  black  coat,  and  still  smoked  his 
short  pipe,  as  he  watched  two  porters  in  stable-livery  pil- 
ing numerous  packages  on  the  roof  of  his  coach. 

"Have  you  taken  seats?"  he  asked  of  Madame  Clapart 
and  Oscar,  looking  at  them  as  if  he  were  searching  his 
memory  for  some  association  of  ideas. 

44  Yes,  two  inside  places,  name  of  Bellejambe,  my  servant," 
said  Oscar.  "He  was  to  take  them  when  he  left  the  house 
last  evening." 

"Oh,  then  Monsieur  is  the  new  collector  at  Beaumont," 
said  Pierrotin.  "You  are  going  down  to  take  the  place  of 
Monsieur  Margueron's  nephew?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Oscar,  pressing  his  mother's  arm  as  a 
hint  to  her  to  say  nothing.  For  now  he  in  his  turn  wished 
to  remain  unknown  for  a  time. 

At  this  instant  Oscar  was  startled  by  recognizing 
Georges'  voice  calling  from  the  street:  "Have  you  a 
seat  left,  Pierrotin?" 

"It  strikes  me  that  you  might  say  Monsieur  Pierrotin 
without  breaking  your  jaw,"  said  the  coach-owner  angrily. 

But  for  the  tone  of  his  voice  Oscar  could  never  have  rec- 
ognized the  practical  joker  who  had  twice  brought  him  such 
ill-luck.  Georges,  almost  bald,  had  but  three  or  four  locks 
of  hair  left  above  his  ears,  and  carefully  combed  up  to  dis- 
guise his  bald  crown  as  far  as  possible.  A  development  of 
fat  in  the  wrong  place,  a  bulbous  stomach,  had  spoiled  the 
elegant  figure  of  the  once  handsome  young  man.  Almost 
vulgar  in  shape  and  mien,  Georges  showed  the  traces  of 
disaster  in  love,  and  of  a  life  of  constant  debauchery,  in  a 
spotty  red  complexion,  and  thickened,  vinous  features. 
His  eyes  had  lost  the  sparkle  and  eagerness  of  youth, 
which  can  only  be  preserved  by  decorous  and  studious 
habits. 

Georges,  dressed  with  evident  indifference  to  his  appear- 
ance, wore  a  pair  of  trousers  with  straps,  but  shabby,  and  of 
%  style  that  demanded  patent-leather  boots;  the  boots  he 
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wore,  thick  and  badly  polished,  were  at  least  three-quarters 
of  a  year  old,  which  is  in  Paris  as  much  as  three  years  any- 
where else.  A  shabby  waistcoat,  a  tie  elaborately  knotted, 
though  it  was  but  an  old  bandanna,  betrayed  the  covert 
penury  to  which  a  decayed  dandy  may  be  reduced.  To 
crown  all,  at  this  early  hour  of  the  day  Georges  wore  a 
dress-coat  instead  of  a  morning-coat,  the  symptom  of  posi- 
tive poverty.  This  coat,  which  must  have  danced  at  many 
a  ball,  had  fallen,  like  its  owner,  from  the  opulence  it  once 
represented,  to  the  duties  of  daily  scrub.  The  seams  of 
the  black  cloth  showed  white  ridges,  the  collar  was  greasy, 
and  wear  had  pinked  out  the  cuffs  into  a  dog's  tooth  edge. 
Still,  Georges  was  bold  enough  to  invite  attention  by  wear- 
ing lemon-colored  gloves — rather  dirty,  to  be  sure,  and  on 
one  finger  the  outline  of  a  large  ring  was  visible  in  black. 

Eound  his  tie,  of  which  the  ends  were  slipped  through  a 
pretentious  gold  ring,  twined  a  brown  silk  chain  in  imitation 
of  hair,  ending  no  doubt  in  a  watch.  His  hat,  though  stuck 
on  with  an  air,  showed  more  evidently  than  all  these  other 
symptoms  the  poverty  of  a  man  who  never  has  sixteen  francs 
to  spend  at  the  hatter's  when  he  lives  from  hand  to  mouth. 
Florentine's  ci-devant  lover  flourished  a  cane  with  a  chased 
handle,  silver-gilt,  but  horribly  dinted.  His  blue  trousers, 
tartan  waistcoat,  sky-blue  tie,  and  red  striped  cotton  shirt, 
bore  witness,  in  spite  of  so  much  squalor,  to  such  a  passion 
for  show  that  the  contrast  was  not  merely  laughable,  but  a 
lesson. 

"And  this  is  Georges?"  said  Oscar  to  himself.  "A  man 
I  left  in  possession  of  thirty  thousand  francs  a  year!" 

"Has  Monsieur  de  Pierrotin  still  a  vacant  seat  in  his 
coupe?"  asked  Georges  ironically. 

"No,  my  coupe  is  taken  by  a  peer  of  France,  Monsieur 
Moreau's  son-in-law,  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Canalis,  with 
his  wife  and  his  mother-in-law.  I  have  only  a  seat  in  the 
body  of  the  coach." 

"The  deuce  1  It  would  seem  that  under  every  form  of 
government  peers  of  France  travel  in  Pierrotin's  convey- 
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ances!  I  will  take  the  seat  in  the  interieur,"  said  Georges, 
with  a  reminiscence  of  the  journey  with  Monsieur  de  SeVizy. 

He  turned  to  stare  at  Oscar  and  the  widow,  but  recog- 
nized neither  mother  nor  son.  Oscar  was  deeply  tanned  by 
the  African  sun;  he  had  a  very  thick  mustache  and  whis- 
kers; his  hollow  cheeks  and  marked  features  were  in  har- 
mony with  his  military  deportment.  The  officer's  rosette, 
the  loss  of  an  arm,  the  plain  dark  dress,  would  all  have 
been  enough  to  mislead  Georges'  memory,  if  indeed  he 
remembered  his  former  victim.  As  to  Madame  Clapart, 
whom  he  had  scarcely  seen  on  the  former  occasion,  ten 
years  spent  in  pious  exercises  of  the  severest  kind  had 
absolutely  transformed  her.  No  one  could  have  imagined 
that  this  sort  of  Gray  Sister  hid  one  of  the  Aspasias 
of  1797. 

A  huge  old  man,  plainly  but  very  comfortably  dressed, 
in  whom  Oscar  recognized  old  Leger,  came  up  slowly  and 
heavily;  he  nodded  familiarly  to  Pierrotin,  who  seemed  to 
regard  him  with  the  respect  due  in  all  countries  to  mil- 
lionnaires. 

"Hehl  why,  it  is  P&re  Le*ger!  more  ponderous  than 
ever!"  cried  Georges. 

"Whom  have  I  the  honor  of  addressing?"  asked  the 
farmer  very  dryly. 

"What!  Don't  you  remember  Colonel  Georges,  Ali 
Pacha's  friend?  We  travelled  this  road  together,  once 
upon  a  time,  with  the  Comte  de  SeVizy,  who  preserved  his 
incognito. ' ' 

One  of  the  commonest  fo.llies  of  persons  who  have  come 
down  in  the  world  is  insisting  on  recognizing  people,  and  on 
being  recognized. 

"You  are  very  much  changed,"  said  the  old  land-agent, 
now  worth  two  millions  of  francs. 

"Everything  changes,"  said  Georges.  "Look  at  the 
Silver  Lion  inn,  and  at  Pierrotin's  coach,  and  see  if  they 
are  the  same  as  they  were  fourteen  years  since." 

"Pierrotin  is  now  owner  of  all  the  coaches  that  serve  the 
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Oise  Valley,  and  has  very  good  vehicles,"  said  Monsieur 
Jje*ger.  "He  is  a  citizen  now  of  Beaumont,  and  keeps  an 
inn  there  where  his  coaches  put  up;  he  has  a  wife  and 
daughter  who  know  their  business—" 

An  old  man  of  about  seventy  came  out  of  the  inn  and 
joined  the  group  of  travellers  who  were  waiting  to  be  told 
to  get  in. 

"Come  along,  Papa  EeybertI"  said  Ldger.  "We  have 
no  one  to  wait  for  now  but  your  great  man." 

"Here  he  is,"  said  the  land-steward  of  Presles,  turning 
to  Joseph  Bridau. 

Neither  Oscar  nor  Georges  would  have  recognized  the 
famous  painter,  for  his  face  was  the  strangely  worn  coun- 
tenance now  so  well  known,  and  his  manner  was  marked 
by  the  confidence  born  of  success.  His  black  overcoat 
displayed  the  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  His  dress, 
•which  was  careful  in  all  points,  showed  that  he  was  on  his 
way  to  some  country  fSte. 

At  this  moment  a  clerk  with  a  paper  in  his  hand  bustled 
out  of  an  office  constructed  at  one  end  of  the  old  kitchen  of 
the  Silver  Lion,  and  stood  in  front  of  the  still  unoccupied 
coupe. 

"Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Canalis,  three  places  1"  he 
called  out;  then,  coming  to  the  interieur,  he  said,  "Mon- 
sieur Bellejambe,  two  places;  Monsieur  Beybert,  three; 
Monsieur — your  name?"  added  he  to  Georges. 

"Georges  Marest,"  replied  the  fallen  hero  in  an  un- 
dertone. 

The  clerk  then  went  to  the  rotonde  (the  omnibus  at  the 
back  of  the  old  French  diligence),  round  which  stood  a 
little  crowd  of  nurses,  country  folk,  and  small  shopkeep- 
ers, taking  leave  of  each  other.  After  packing  the  six 
travellers,  the  clerk  called  the  names  of  four  youths  who 
clambered  up  on  to  the  seat  on  the  imperiale,  and  then 
said,  "Right  behind!"  as  the  signal  for  starting. 

Pierrotin  took  his  place  by  the  driver,  a  young  man  in 
a  blouse,  who  in  his  turn  said,  "Get  up,"  to  his  horses. 
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The  coach,  set  in  motion  by  four  horses  purchased  at 
Eoye,  was  pulled  up  the  hill  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Denis 
at  a  gentle  trot,  but  having  once  gained  the  level  above 
Saint-Laurent,  it  spun  along  like  a  mailcoach  as  far  as 
Saint-Denis  in  forty  minutes.  They  did  not  stop  at  the 
inn  famous  for  cheese-cakes,  but  turned  off  to  the  left  of 
Saint-Denis,  down  the  valley  of  Montmorency. 

It  was  here,  as  they  turned,  that  Georges  broke  the 
silence  which  had  been  kept  so  far  by  the  travellers  who 
were  studying  each  other. 

"We  keep  rather  better  time  than  we  did  fifteen  years 
ago,"  said  he,  taking  out  a  silver  watch.  "Heh!  Pdre 
Le-ger?" 

"People  are  so  condescending  as  to  address  me  as  Mon- 
sieur Le*ger,"  retorted  the  millionnaire. 

"Why,  this  is  our  blusterer  of  my  first  journey  to 
Presles,"  exclaimed  Joseph  Bridau.  "Well,  and  have 
you  been  fighting  new  compaigns  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America?"  asked  the  great  pianter. 

"By  Jupiter  I  I  helped  in  the  Revolution  of  July,  and 
that  was  enough,  for  it  ruined  me." 

"Oho!  you  helped  in  the  Revolution  of  July,  did  you?" 
said  Bridau.  "I  am  not  surprised,  for  I  never  could  believe 
what  I  was  told,  that  it  made  itself." 

"How  strangely  meetings  come  about,"  said  Monsieur 
Le'ger,  turning  to  Reybert.  "Here,  Papa  Reybert,  you  see 
the  notary's  clerk  to  whom  you  owe  indirectly  your  place 
as  steward  of  the  estates  of  Se'rizy." 

"But  we  miss  Mistigris,  now  so  famous  as  Le*on  de  Lora," 
said  Joseph  Bridau,  "and  the  little  fellow  who  was  such  a 
fool  as  to  tell  the  Count  all  about  his  skin  complaints — which 
he  has  cured  at  last — and  his  wife,  from  whom  he  has  parted 
to  die  in  peace." 

"Monsieur  le  Comte  is  missing  too,"  said  Reybert. 

"Oh!"  said  Bridau  sadly,  "I  am  afraid  that  the  last 
expedition  he  will  ever  make  will  be  to  I'lsle-Adam  to  be 
present  at  my  wedding." 
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"He  stil!  drives  out  in  the  park,"  remarked  old  Key- 
bert. 

"Does  his  wife  come  often  to  see  him?"  asked  Leger. 

"Once  a  month,"  replied  Eeybert.  "She  still  prefers 
Paris;  she  arranged  the  marriage  of  her  favorite  niece, 
Mademoiselle  de  Eouvre,  to  a  very  rich  young  Pole,  Count 
Laginski,  in  September  last — " 

"And  who  will  inherit  Monsieur  de  Se*rizy's  property?" 
asked  Madame  Clapart. 

"His  wife. — She  will  bury  him,"  replied  Georges.  "The 
Countess  is  still  handsome  for  a  woman  of  fifty-four,  still 
very  elegant,  and  at  a  distance  quite  illusory — " 

"Elusive,  you  mean?  She  will  always  elude  you," 
Le*ger  put  in,  wishing,  perhaps,  to  turn  the  tables  on  the 
man  who  had  mystified  him. 

"I  respect  her,"  said  Georges  in  reply. — "But,  by  the 
way,  what  became  of  that  steward  who  was  so  abruptly 
dismissed  in  those  days?" 

"Moreau?"  said  Ldger.  "He  is  Deputy  now  for  Seine 
etOise." 

"Oh,  the  famous  centre  Moreau  (of  1'Oise)?"  said  Georges. 

"Yes,"  replied  L^ger.  "Monsieur  Moreau  (of  1'Oise).  He 
helped  rather  more  than  you  in  the  Revolution  of  July,  and 
he  has  lately  bought  the  splendid  estate  of  Pointel,  between 
Presles  and  Beaumont." 

"What,  close  to  the  place  he  managed,  and  so  near  his 
old  master  1  That  is  in  very  bad  taste,"  cried  Georges. 

"Do  not  talk  so  loud,"  said  Monsieur  de  Reybert,  "for 
Madame  Moreau  and  her  daughter,  the  Baronne  de  Canalis, 
and  her  son-in-law,  the  late  minister,  are  in  the  coupe*." 

"What  fortune  did  he  give  her  that  the  great  orator  would 
marry  his  daughter?" 

"Well,  somewhere  about  two  millions,"  said  Leger. 

"He  had  a  pretty  taste  in  millions,"  said  Georges,  smiling, 
and  in  an  undertone,  "He  began  feathering  his  nest  at 
Presles—" 

"Say  no  more  about  Monsieur  Moreau,"  exclaimed  Oscar. 
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"It  seems  to  me  that  you  might  have  learned  to  hold  your 
tongue  in  a  public  conveyance!" 

Joseph  Briclau  looked  for  a  few  seconds  .at  the  one-armed 
officer,  and  then  said:  "Monsieur  is  not  an  ambassador,  but 
his  rosette  shows  that  he  has  risen  in  the  world ;  and  nobly 
too,  for  my  brother  and  General  Giroudeau  have  often  men- 
tioned you  in  their  despatches — " 

"Oscar  Husson!"  exclaimed  Georges.  "On  my  honor, 
but  for  your  voice,  I  should  never  have  recognized  you." 

"Ah!  is  this  the  gentleman  who  so  bravely  carried  off  the 
Vicomte  Jules  de  SeVizy  from  the  Arabs?"  asked  Reybert, 
"and  to  whom  Monsieur  le  Comte  has  given  the  collectorship 
at  Beaumont  pending  his  appointment  to  Pontoise?" 

"Yes,  Monsieur,"  said  Oscar. 

"Well,  then,"  said  the  painter,  "I  hope,  Monsieur,  that 
you  will  do  me  the  pleasure  of  being  present  at  my  marriage, 
atl'Isle-Adam." 

"Whom  are  you  marrying?"  asked  Oscar. 

"Mademoiselle  Le'ger,  Monsieur  de  Reybert's  grand- 
daughter. Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Sdrizy  was  good  enough 
to  arrange  the  matter  for  me.  I  owe  him  much  as  an  artist, 
and  he  was  anxious  to  establish  my  fortune  before  his  death 
— I  had  scarcely  thought  of  it — " 

"Then  Pere  Le'ger  married?"  said  Georges. 

"My  daughter,"  said  Monsieur  de  Reybert,  "and  without 
any  money." 

"And  he  has  children?" 

"One  daughter.  Quite  enough  for  a  widower  who  had 
no  other  children,"  said  Pere  Le'ger.  "And,  like  my  part- 
ner Moreau,  I  shall  have  a  famous  man  for  my  son-in-law." 

"So  you  still  live  at  1' Isle- Adam  ?"  said  Georges  to  Mon- 
sieur Le'ger,  almost  respectfully. 

"Yes;  I  purchased  Cassan." 

"Well,  I  am  happy  in  having  chosen  this  particular  day 
for  doing  the  Oise  Valley,"  said  Georges,  "for  you  may  do 
me  a  service,  gentlemen." 

"In  what  way?"  asked  Le'ger. 
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"Well,  thus,"  said  Georges.  "I  am  employed  by  the 
Society  of  1'Bspdrance,  which  has  just  been  incorporated, 
and  its  by-laws  approved  by  letters- patent  from  the  King. 
This  institution  is,  in  ten  years,  to  give  marriage  portions  to 
girls,  and  annuities  to  old  people ;  it  will  pay  for  the  educa- 
tion of  children ;  in  short,  it  takes  care  of  everybody — ' ' 

"So  I  should  think!"  said  old  Le'ger,  laughing.  "In 
short,  you  are  an  insurance  agent." 

"No,  Monsieur,  I  am  Inspector-General,  instructed  to 
establish  agencies  and  correspondents  with  the  Company 
throughout  France;  I  am  acting  only  till  the  agents  are 
appointed;  for  it  is  a  delicate  and  difficult  matter  to  find 
honest  men — " 

"But  how  did  you  lose  your  thirty  thousand  francs  a 
year?"  asked  Oscar. 

"As  you  lost  your  arm!"  the  ex-notary's  clerk  replied 
sharply  to  the  ex-attorney's  clerk. 

"Then  you  invested  your  fortune  in  some  brilliant  deed  ?" 
said  Oscar,  with  somewhat  bitter  irony. 

"By  Jupiter!  iny  investments  are  a  sore  subject.  I  have 
more  deeds  than  enough." 

They  had  reached  Saint-Leu-Taverny,  where  the  travel- 
lers got  out  while  they  changed  horses.  Oscar  admired  the 
briskness  with  which  Pierrotin  unbuckled  the  straps  of  the 
swing-bar,  while  his  driver  took  out  the  leaders. 

"Poor  Pierrotin!"  thought  he.  "Like  me,  he  has  not 
risen  much  in  life.  Georges  has  sunk  into  poverty.  All 
the  others,  by  speculation  and  skill,  have  made  fortunes. 
Do  we  breakfast  here,  Pierrotin?"  he  asked,  clapping  the 
man  on  the  shoulder. 

"I  am  not  the  driver,"  said  Pierrotin. 

"What  are  you,  then?"  asked  Colonel  Husson. 

"I  am  the  owner,"  replied  Pierrotin. 

"Well,  well,  do  not  quarrel  with  an  old  friend,"  said 
Oscar,  pointing  to  his  mother,  but  still  with  a  patronizing 
air;  "do  you  not  remember  Madame  Clapart?" 

It  was  the  more  graceful  of  Oscar  to  name  his  mother 


A   START  IN  LIFE  327 

to  Pierrotin,  because  at  this  moment  Madame  Moreau  (de 
1'Oise)  had  got  out  of  the  coupe*  and  looked  scornfully  at 
Oscar  and  his  mother  as  she  heard  the  name. 

"On  my  honor,  Madame,  I  should  never  have  known 
you;  nor  you  either,  Monsieur.  You  get  it  hot  in  Africa, 
it  would  seem?" 

The  disdainful  pity  Oscar  had  felt  for  Pierrotin  was  the 
last  blunder  into  which  vanity  betrayed  the  hero  of  this 
scene;  and  for  that  he  was  punished,  though  not  too  severely. 
On  this  wise:  Two  months  after  he  had  settled  at  Beaumont- 
sur-Oise,  Oscar  paid  his  court  to  Mademoiselle  Georgette 
Pierrotin,  whose  fortune  amounted  to  a  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  francs,  and  by  the  end  of  the  winter  of  1838  he 
married  the  daughter  of  the  owner  of  the  Oise  Valley  coach 
service. 

The  results  of  the  journey  to  Presles  had  given  Oscar  dis- 
cretion, the  evening  at  Florentine's  had  disciplined,  his  hon- 
esty, the  hardships  of  a  military  life  had  taught  him  the 
value  of  social  distinctions  and  submission  to  fate.  He  was 
prudent,  capable,  and  consequently  happy.  The  Comte  de 
Serizy,  before  his  death,  obtained  for  Oscar  the  place  of 
Eevenue  Collector  at  Pontoise.  The  influence  of  Monsieur 
Moreau  (de  1'Oise),  of  the  Comtesse  de  Sdrizy,  and  of  Mon- 
sieur le  Baron  de  Canalis,  who,  sooner  or  later,  will  again 
have  a  seat  in  the  Ministry,  will  secure  Monsieur  Husson's 
promotion  to  the  post  of  Receiver-General,  and  the  Camusots 
now  recognize  him  as  a  relation. 

Oscar  is  a  commonplace  man,  gentle,  unpretentious,  and 
modest;  faithful — like  the  Government  he  serves — to  the 
happy  medium  in  all  things.  He  invites  neither  envy  nor 
scorn.  In  short,  he  is  the  modern  French  citizen. 

.  PARIS,  February,  1833. 
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To  Madame  la   Comtesse  Louise  de  Turheim  as  a 
token  of  remembrance  and  affectionate  respect 

rHE  RUE  DU  TOURNIQUET-SAINT-JEAN,  for- 
merly one  of  the  darkest  and  most  tortuous  of  the 
streets  about  the  Hotel  de  Ville,  zigzagged  round 
the  little  gardens  of  the  Paris  Prefecture,  and  ended  at  the 
Rue  Martroi,  exactly  at  the  angle  of  an  old  wall  now  pulled 
down.  Here  stood  the  turnstile  to  which  the  street  owed  its 
name;  it  was  not  removed  till  1823,  when  the  Municipality 
built  a  ballroom  on  the  garden  plot  adjoining  the  Hotel  de 
Ville,  for  the  f£te  given  in  honor  of  the  Due  d'Angouleme 
on  his  return  from  Spain. 

The  widest  part  of  the  Rue  du  Tourniquet  was  the  end 
opening  into  the  Rue  de  la  Tixeranderie,  and  even  there  it 
was  less  than  six  feet  across.  Hence  in  rainy  weather  the 
gutter  water  was  soon  deep  at  the  foot  of  the  old  houses, 
sweeping  down  with  it  the  dust  and  refuse  deposited  at  the 
corner-stones  by  the  residents.  As  the  dust-carts  could  not 
pass  through,  the  inhabitants  trusted  to  storms  to  wash  their 
always  miry  alley;  for  how  could  it  be  clean?  When  the 
summer  sun  shed  its  perpendicular  rays  on  Paris  like  a  sheet 
of  gold,  but  as  piercing  as  the  point  of  a  sword,  it  lighted  up 
the  blackness  of  this  street  for  a  few  minutes  without  drying 
the  permanent  damp  that  rose  from  the  ground-floor  to  the 
first  story  of  these  dark  and  silent  tenements. 

The  residents,  who  lighted  their  lamps  at  five  o'clock  in 
the  month  of  June,  in  winter  never  put  them  out.  To  this 
day  the  enterprising  wayfarer  who  should  approach  the 
(328) 
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Marais  along  the  quays,  past  the  end  of  the  Rue  du  Chautne, 
the  Hues  de  I'Homme  Arme*,  des  Billettes,  and  des  Deux- 
Fortes,  all  leading  to  the  Rue  du  Tourniquet,  might  think 
he  had  passed  through  cellars  all  the  way. 

Almost  all  the  streets  of  old  Paris,  of  which  ancient  chron- 
icles laud  the  magnificence,  were  like  this  damp  and  gloomy 
labyrinth,  where  antiquaries  still  find  historical  curiosities 
to  admire.  For  instance,  on  the  house  then  forming  the 
corner  where  the  Rue  du  Tourniquet  joined  the  Rue  de  la 
Tixeranderie,  the  clamps  might  still  be  seen  of  two  strong 
iron  rings  fixed  to  the  wall,  the  relics  of  the  chains  put  up 
every  night  by  the  watch  to  secure  public  safety. 

This  house,  remarkable  for  its  antiquity,  had  been  con- 
structed in  a  way  that  bore  witness  to  the  unhealthiness  of 
these  old  dwellings;  for,  to  preserve  the  ground-floor  from 
damp,  the  arches  of  the  cellars  rose  about  two  feet  above  the 
soil,  and  the  house  was  entered  up  three  outside  steps.  The 
door  was  crowned  by  a  closed  arch,  of  which  the  keystone 
bore  a  female  head  and  some  time-eaten  arabesques.  Three 
windows,  their  sills  about  five  feet  from  the  ground,  belonged 
to  a  small  set  of  rooms  looking  out  on  the  Rue  du  Tourni- 
quet, whence  they  derived  their  light.  These  windows  were 
protected  by  strong  iron  bars,  very  wide  apart,  and  ending 
below  in  an  outward  curve  like  the  bars  of  a  baker's  window. 

If  any  passer-by  during  the  day  were  curious  enough  to 
peep  into  the  two  rooms  forming  this  little  dwelling,  he  could 
see  nothing;  for  only  under  the  sun  of  July  could  he  discern, 
in  the  second  room,  two  beds  hung  with  green  serge,  placed 
side  by  side  under  the  panelling  of  an  old-fashioned  alcove; 
but  in  the  afternoon,  by  about  three  o'clock,  when  the  can- 
dles were  lighted,  through  the  pane  of  the  first  room  an  old 
woman  might  be  seen  sitting  on  a  stool  by  the  fireplace,  where 
she  nursed  the  fire  in  a  brazier,  to  simmer  a  stew,  such  as 
porters'  wives  are  expert  in.  A  few  kitchen  utensils,  hung 
up  against  the  wall,  were  visible  in  the  twilight. 

At  that  hour  an  old  table  on  trestles,  but  bare  of  linen, 
was  laid  with  pewter  spoons,  and  the  dish  concocted  by  the 


330  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

old  woman.  Three  wretched  chairs  were  all  the  furniture  of 
this  room,  which  was  at  once  the  kitchen  and  the  dining- 
room.  Over  the  chimney-shelf  were  a  piece  of  looking-glass, 
a  tinder-box,  three  glasses,  some  matches,  and  a  large, 
cracked,  white  jug.  Still,  the  floor,  the  utensils,  the  fire- 
place, all  gave  a  pleasant  sense  of  the  perfect  cleanliness  and 
thrift  that  pervaded  the  dull  and  gloomy  home. 

The  old  woman's  pale,  withered  face  was  quite  in  har- 
mony with  the  darkness  of  the  street  and  the  mustiness  of 
the  place.  As  she  sat  there,  motionless,  in  her  chair,  it 
might  have  been  thought  that  she  was  as  inseparable  from 
the  house  as  a  snail  from  its  brown  shell;  her  face,  alert 
with  a  vague  expression  of  mischief,  was  framed  in  a  flat 
cap  made  of  net,  which  barely  covered  her  white  hair;  her 
fine,  gray  eyes  were  as  quiet  as  the  street,  and  the  many 
wrinkles  in  her  face  might  be  compared  to  the  cracks  in  the 
walls.  Whether  she  had  been  born  to  poverty,  or  had  fallen 
from  some  past  splendor,  she  now  seemed  to  have  been  long 
resigned  to  her  melancholy  existence. 

From  sunrise  till  dark,  excepting  when  she  was  getting 
a  meal  ready,  or,  with  a  basket  on  her  arm,  was  out  purchas- 
ing provisions,  the  old  woman  sat  in  the  adjoining  room  by 
the  further  window,  opposite  a  young  girl.  At  any  hour 
of  the  day  the  passer-by  could  see  the  needlewoman  seated 
in  an  old,  red  velvet  chair,  bending  over  an  embroidery 
frame,  and  stitching  indefatigably. 

Her  mother  had  a  green  pillow  on  her  knee,  and  busied 
herself  with  hand-made  net;  but  her  fingers  could  move  the 
bobbins  but  slowly;  her  sight  was  feeble,  for  on  her  nose 
there  rested  a  pair  of  those  antiquated  spectacles  which 
keep  their  place  on  the  nostrils  by  the  grip  of  a  spring. 
By  night  these  two  hard-working  women  set  a  lamp  between 
them;  and  the  light,  concentrated  by  two  globe-shaped  bot- 
tles of  water,  showed  the  elder  the  fine  network  made  by 
the  threads  on  her  pillow,  and  the  younger  the  most  delicate 
details  of  the  pattern  she  was  embroidering.  The  outward 
bend  of  the  window  bars  had  allowed  the  girl  to  rest  a  box 
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of  earth  on  the  window-sill,  in  which  grew  some  sweet  peas, 
nasturtiums,  a  sickly  little  honeysuckle,  and  some  convol- 
vulus that  twined  its  frail  stems  up  the  iron  bars.  These 
etiolated  plants  produced  a  few  pale  flowers,  and  added  a 
touch  of  indescribable  sadness  and  sweetness  to  the  picture 
offered  by  this  window,  in  which  the  two  figures  were  appro- 
priately framed. 

The  most  selfish  soul  who  chanced  to  see  this  domestic 
scene  would  carry  away  with  him  a  perfect  image  of  the  life 
led  in  Paris  by  the  working  class  of  women,  for  the  em- 
broideress  evidently  lived  by  her  needle.  Many,  as  they 
passed  through  the  turnstile,  found  themselves  wondering 
how  a  girl  could  preserve  her  color,  living  in  such  a  cellar. 
A  student  of  lively  imagination,  going  that  way  to  cross  the 
Quartier-Latin,  would  compare  this  obscure  and  vegetative 
life  to  that  of  the  ivy  that  clung  to  these  chill  walls,  to  that 
of  the  peasants  born  to  labor,  who  are  born,  toil,  and  die 
unknown  to  the  world  they  have  helped  to  feed.  A  house- 
owner,  after  studying  the  house  with  the  eye  of  a  valuer, 
would  have  said,  "What  will  become  of  those  two  women 
if  embroidery  should  go  out  of  fashion?"  Among  the  men 
who,  having  some  appointment  at  the  Hotel  de  Ville  or  the 
Palais  de  Justice,  were  obliged  to  go  through  this  street  at 
fixed  hours,  either  on  their  way  to  business  or  on  their 
return  home,  there  may  have  been  some  charitable  soul. 
Some  widower  or  Adonis  of  forty,  brought  so  often  into 
the  secrets  of  these  sad  lives,  may  perhaps  have  reckoned 
on  the  poverty  of  this  mother  and  daughter,  and  have  hoped 
to  become  the  master  at  no  great  cost  of  the  innocent  work- 
woman, whose  nimble  and  dimpled  fingers,  youthful  figure, 
and  white  skin — a  charm  due,  no  doubt,  to  living  in  this 
sunless  street — had  excited  his  admiration.  Perhaps,  again, 
some  honest  clerk,  with  twelve  hundred  francs  a  year,  seeing 
every  day  the  diligence  the  girl  gave  to  her  needle,  and  ap- 
preciating the  purity  of  her  life,  was  only  waiting  for  im- 
proved prospects  to  unite  one  humble  life  with  another,  one 
form  of  toil  to  another,  and  to  bring  at  any  rate  a  man's  arm 
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and  a  calm  affection,  pale-hued  like  the  flowers  in  the  win- 
dow, to  uphold  this  home. 

Vague  hope  certainly  gave  life  to  the  mother's  dim,  gray 
eyes.  Every  morning,  after  the  most  frugal  breakfast,  she 
took  up  her  pillow,  though  chiefly  for  the  look  of  the  thing, 
for  she  would  lay  her  spectacles  on  a  little  mahogany  work- 
table  as  old  as  herself,  and  look  out  of  window  from  about 
half -past  eight  till  ten  at  the  regular  passers  in  the  street; 
she  caught  their  glances,  remarked  on  their  gait,  their  dress, 
their  countenance,  and  almost  seemed  to  be  offering  her 
daughter,  her  gossiping  eyes  so  evidently  tried  to  attract 
some  magnetic  sympathy  by  manoeuvres  worthy  of  the 
stage.  It  was  evident  that  this  little  review  was  as  good 
as  a  play  to  her,  and  perhaps  her  single  amusement. 

The  daughter  rarely  looked  up.  Modesty,  or  a  painful 
consciousness  of  poverty,  seemed  to  keep  her  eyes  riveted 
to  the  work-frame;  and  only  some  exclamation  of  surprise 
from  her  mother  moved  her  to  show  her  small  features. 
Then  a  clerk  in  a  new  coat,  or  who  unexpectedly  appeared 
with  a  woman  on  his  arm,  might  catch  sight  of  the  girl's 
slightly  upturned  nose,  her  rosy  mouth,  and  gray  eyes,  al- 
ways bright  and  lively  in  spite  of  her  fatiguing  toil.  Her 
late  hours  had  left  no  trace  on  her  face  except  a  pale  circle 
marked  under  each  eye  on  the  fresh  rosiness  of  her  cheeks. 
The  poor  child  looked  as  if  she  were  made  for  love  and 
cheerfulness — for  love,  which  had  drawn  two  perfect  arches 
above  her  eyelids,  and  had  given  her  such  a  mass  of  chest- 
nut hair  that  she  might  have  hidden  under  it  as  under  a 
tent,  impenetrable  to  the  lover's  eye — for  cheerfulness,  which 
gave  quivering  animation  to  her  nostrils,  which  carved  two 
dimples  in  her  rosy  cheeks,  and  made  her  quick  to  forget 
her  troubles;  cheerfulness,  the  blossom  of  hope,  which  gave 
her  strength  to  look  out  without  shuddering  on  the  barren 
path  of  life. 

The  girl's  hair  was  always  carefully  dressed.  After  the 
manner  of  Paris  needlewomen,  her  toilet  seemed  to  her  quite 
complete  when  she  had  brushed  her  hair  smooth  and  tucked 
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up  the  little  short  curls  that  played  on  each  temple  in  con- 
trast with  the  whiteness  of  her  skin.  The  growth  of  it  on 
the  back  of  her  neck  was  so  pretty,  and  the  brown  line,  so 
clearly  traced,  gave  such  a  pleasing  idea  of  her  youth  and 
charm,  that  the  observer,  seeing  her  bent  over  her  work, 
and  unmoved  by  any  sound,  was  inclined  to  think  of  her 
as  a  coquette.  Such  inviting  promise  had  excited  the  inter- 
est of  more  than  one  young  man,  who  turned  round  in  the 
vain  hope  of  seeing  that  modest  countenance. 

"Caroline,  there  is  a  new  face  that  passes  regularly  by, 
and  not  one  of  the  old  ones  is  to  compare  with  it." 

These  words,  spoken  in  a  low  voice  by  her  mother  one 
August  morning  in  1815,  had  vanquished  the  young  needle- 
woman's indifference,  and  she  looked  out  on  the  street;  but 
in  vain,  the  stranger  was  gone. 

"Where  has  he  flown  to?"  said  she. 

"He  will  come  back  no  doubt  at  four;  I  shall  see  him 
coming,  and  will  touch  your  foot  with  mine.  I  am  sure  he 
will  come  back;  he  has  been  through  the  street  regularly 
for  the  last  three  days;  but  his  hours  vary.  The  first  day 
he  came  by  at  six  o'clock,  the  day  before  yesterday  it  was 
four,  yesterday  as  early  as  three.  I  remember  seeing  him 
occasionally  some  time  ago.  He  is  some  clerk  in  the  Prdfet's 
office  who  has  moved  to  the  Marais. — Why!"  she  exclaimed, 
after  glancing  down  the  street,  "our  gentleman  of  the  brown 
coat  has  taken  to  wearing  a  wig;  how  much  it  alters  him!" 

The  gentleman  of  the  brown  coat  was,  it  would  seem,  the 
individual  who  commonly  closed  the  daily  procession,  for 
the  old  woman  put  on  her  spectacles  and  took  up  her  work 
with  a  sigh,  glancing  at  her  daughter  with  so  strange  a  look 
that  Lavater  himself  would  have  found  it  difficult  to  inter- 
pret. Admiration,  gratitude,  a  sort  of  hope  for  better  days, 
were  mingled  with  pride  at  having  such  a  pretty  daughter. 

At  about  four  in  the  afternoon  the  old  lady  pushed  her 
foot  against  Caroline's,  and  the  girl  looked  up  quickly 
enough  to  see  the  new  actor,  whose  regular  advent  would 
thenceforth  lend  variety  to  the  scene.  He  was  tall  and 
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thin,  and  wore  black,  a  man  of  about  forty,  with  a  certain 
solemnity  of  demeanor;  as  his  piercing  hazel  eye  met  the 
old  woman's  dull  gaze,  he  made  her  quake;  for  she  felt  as 
though  he  had  the  gift  of  reading  hearts,  or  much  practice 
in  it,  and  his  presence  must  surely  be  as  icy  as  the  air  of 
this  dank  street.  Was  the  dull,  sallow  complexion  of  that 
ominous  face  due  to  excess  of  work,  or  the  result  of  delicate 
health  ? 

The  old  woman  supplied  twenty  different  answers  to  this 
question;  but  Caroline,  next  day,  discerned  the  lines  of 
long  mental  suffering  on  that  brow  that  was  so  prompt  to 
frown.  The  rather  hollow  cheeks  of  the  Unknown  bore 
the  stamp  of  the  seal  which  sorrow  sets  on  its  victims  as  if 
to  grant  them  the  consolation  of  common  recognition  and 
brotherly  union  for  resistance.  Though  the  girl's  expres- 
sion was  at  first  one  of  lively  but  innocent  curiosity,  it  as- 
sumed a  look  of  gentle  sympathy  as  the  stranger  receded 
from  view,  like  the  last  relation  following  in  a  funeral  train. 

The  heat  of  the  weather  was  so  great,  and  the  gentleman 
was  so  absent-minded,  that  he  had  taken  off  his  hat  and  for- 
gotten to  put  it  on  again  as  he  went  down  the  squalid  street. 
Caroline  could  see  the  stern  look  given  to  his  countenance 
by  the  way  the  hair  was  brushed  up  from  his  forehead.  The 
strong  impression,  devoid  of  charm,  made  on  the  girl  by  this 
man's  appearance  was  totally  unlike  any  sensation  produced 
by  the  other  passengers  who  used  the  street ;  for  the  first  time 
in  her  life  she  was  moved  to  pity  for  some  one  else  than  her- 
self and  her  mother;  she  made  no  reply  to  the  absurd  con- 
jectures that  supplied  material  for  the  old  woman's  provok- 
ing volubility,  and  drew  her  long  needle  in  silence  through 
the  web  of  stretched  net;  she  only  regretted  not  having  seen 
the  stranger  more  closely,  and  looked  forward  to  the  morrow 
to  form  a  definite  opinion  of  him. 

It  was  the  first  time,  indeed,  that  a  man  passing  down 
the  street  had  ever  given  rise  to  much  thought  in  her  mind. 
She  generally  had  nothing  but  a  smile  in  response  to  her 
mother's  hypotheses,  for  the  old  woman  looked  on  every 
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passer-by  as  a  possible  protector  for  her  daughter.  And  if 
suck  suggestions,  so  crudely  presented,  gave  rise  to  no  evil 
thoughts  in  Caroline's  mind,  her  indifference  must  be  as- 
cribed to  the  persistent  and  unfortunately  inevitable  toil  in 
which  the  energies  of  her  sweet  youth  were  being  spent,  and 
which  would  infallibly  mar  the  clearness  of  her  eyes  or  steal 
from  her  fresh  cheeks  the  bloom  that  still  colored  them. 

For  two  months  or  more  the  "Black  Gentleman" — the 
name  they  had  given  him — was  erratic  in  his  movements; 
he  did  not  always  come  down  the  Kue  du  Tourniquet;  the 
old  woman  sometimes  saw  him  in  the  evening  when  he  had 
not  passed  in  the  morning,  and  he  did  not  come  by  at  such 
regular  hours  as  the  clerks  who  served  Madame  Crochard 
instead  of  a  clock;  moreover,  excepting  on  the  first  occa- 
sion, when  his  look  had  given  the  old  mother  a  sense  of 
alarm,  his  eyes  had  never  once  dwelt  on  the  weird  picture 
of  these  two  female  gnomes.  With  the  exception  of  two 
carriage-gates  and  a  dark  ironmonger's  shop,  there  were  in 
the  Rue  du  Tourniquet  only  barred  windows,  giving  light 
to  the  staircases  of  the  neighboring  houses;  thus  the  stran- 
ger's lack  of  curiosity  was  not  to  be  accounted  for  by  the 
presence  of  dangerous  rivals;  and  Madame  Crochard  was 
greatly  piqued  to  see  her  "Black  Gentleman"  always  lost 
in  thought,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  or  straight  before 
him,  as  though  he  hoped  to  read  the  future  in  the  fog  of 
the  Kue  du  Tourniquet.  However,  one  morning,  about  the 
middle  of  September,  Caroline  Crochard's  roguish  face  stood 
out  so  brightly  against  the  dark  background  of  the  room, 
looking  so  fresh  among  the  belated  flowers  and  faded  leaves 
that  twined  round  the  window-bars,  the  daily  scene  was  gay 
with  such  contrasts  of  light  and  shade,  of  pink  and  white 
blending  with  the  light  material  on  which  the  pretty  needle- 
woman was  working,  and  with  the  red  and  brown  hues  of 
the  chairs,  that  the  stranger  gazed  very  attentively  at  the 
effects  of  this  living  picture.  In  point  of  fact,  the  old  wo 
man,  provoked  by  her  "Black  Gentleman's"  indifference, 
had  made  such  a  clatter  with  her  bobbins  that  the  gloomy 
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and  pensive  passer-by  was  perhaps  prompted  to  look  up  by 
the  unusual  noise. 

The  stranger  merely  exchanged  glances  with  Caroline, 
swift  indeed,  but  enough  to  effect  a  certain  contact  between 
their  souls,  and  both  were  aware  that  they  would  think  of 
each  other.  When  the  stranger  came  by  again,  at  four  in 
the  afternoon,  Caroline  recognized  the  sound  of  his  step  on 
the  echoing  pavement;  they  looked  steadily  at  each  other, 
and  with  evident  purpose;  his  eyes  had  an  expression  of 
kindliness  which  made  him  smile,  and  Caroline  colored;  the 
old  mother  noted  them  both  with  satisfaction.  Ever  after 
that  memorable  afternoon,  the  Gentleman  in  Black  went  by 
twice  a  day,  with  rare  exceptions,  which  both  the  women 
observed.  They  concluded  from  the  irregularity  of  the 
hours  of  his  home-coming  that  he  was  not  released  so 
early,  nor  so  precisely  punctual  as  a  subordinate  official. 

All  through  the  first  three  winter  months,  twice  a  day, 
Caroline  and  the  stranger  thus  saw  each  other  for  so  long 
as  it  took  him  to  traverse  the  piece  of  road  that  lay  along  the 
length  of  the  door  and  three  windows  of  the  house.  Day 
after  day  this  brief  interview  had  a  hue  of  friendly  sympathy 
which  at  last  had  acquired  a  sort  of  fraternal  kindness.  Caro- 
line and  the  stranger  seemed  to  understand  each  other  from 
the  first;  and  then,  by  dint  of  scrutinizing  each  other's  faces, 
they  learned  to  know  them  well.  Ere  long  it  came  to  be,  as 
it  were,  a  visit  that  the  Unknown  owed  to  Caroline;  if  by 
any  chance  her  Gentleman  in  Black  went  by  without  bestow- 
ing on  her  the  half-smile  of  his  expressive  lips,  or  the  cordial 
glance  of  his  brown  eyes,  something  was  missing  to  her  all 
day.  She  felt  as  an  old  man  does  to  whom  the  daily  study 
of  a  newspaper  is  such  an  indispensable  pleasure  that  on  the 
day  after  any  great  holiday  he  wanders  about  quite  lost,  and 
seeking,  as  much  out  of  vagueness  as  for  want  of  patience, 
the  sheet  by  which  he  cheats  an  hour  of  life. 

But  these  brief  meetings  had  the  charm  of  intimate  friend- 
liness, quite  as  much  for  the  stranger  as  for  Caroline.  The 
girl  could  no  more  hide  a  vexation,  a  grief,  or  some  slight 
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ailment  from  the  keen  eye  of  her  appreciative  friend  than  he 
could  conceal  anxiety  from  hers. 

"He  must  have  had  some  trouble  yesterday,"  was  the 
thought  that  constantly  arose  in  the  embroideress's  mind  as 
she  saw  some  change  in  the  features  of  the  ''Black  Gentle* 
man." 

"Oh,  he  has  been  working  too  hard!"  was  a  reflection 
due  to  another  shade  of  expression  which  Caroline  could 
discern. 

The  stranger,  on  his  part,  could  guess  when  the  girl  had 
spent  Sunday  in  finishing  a  dress,  and  he  felt  an  interest  in 
the  pattern.  As  quarter-day  came  near  he  could  see  that  her 
pretty  face  was  clouded  by  anxiety,  and  he  could  guess  when 
Caroline  had  sat  up  late  at  work;  but,  above  all,  he  noted 
how  the  gloomy  thoughts  that  dimmed  the  cheerful  and  deli- 
cate features  of  her  young  face  gradually  vanished  by  degrees 
as  their  acquaintance  ripened.  When  winter  had  killed  the 
climbers  and  plants  of  her  window  garden,  and  the  window 
was  kept  closed,  it  was  not  without  a  smile  of  gentle  amuse* 
meut  that  the  stranger  observed  the  concentration  of  the  light 
within,  just  at  the  level  of  Caroline's  head.  The  very  small 
fire  and  the  frosty  red  of  the  two  women's  faces  betrayed  the 
poverty  of  their  home;  but  if  ever  his  own  countenance  ex- 
pressed regretful  compassion,  the  girl  proudly  met  it  with 
assumed  cheerfulness. 

Meanwhile  the  feelings  that  had  arisen  in  their  hearts 
remained  buried  there,  no  incident  occurring  to  reveal  to 
either  of  them  how  deep  and  strong  they  were  in  the  other; 
they  had  never  even  heard  the  sound  of  each  other's  voice. 
These  mute  friends  were  even  on  their  guard  against  any 
nearer  acquaintance,  as  though  it  meant  disaster.  Each 
seemed  to  fear  lest  it  should  bring  on  the  other  some  grief 
more  serious  than  those  they  felt  tempted  to  share.  Was 
it  shyness  or  friendship  that  checked  them  ?  Was  it  a  dread 
of  meeting  with  selfishness,  or  the  odious  distrust  which 
sunders  all  the  residents  within  the  walls  of  a  populous  city? 
Did  the  voice  of  conscience  warn  them  of  approaching  dan- 
Vol.  C.  BALZAO — 0 


338  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

ger?  It  would  be  impossible  to  explain  the  instinct  which 
made  them  as  much  enemies  as  friends,  at  once  indifferent 
and  attached,  drawn  to  each  other  by  impulse,  and  severed 
by  circumstance.  Each  perhaps  hoped  to  preserve  a  cher- 
ished illusion.  It  might  almost  have  been  thought  that  the 
stranger  feared  lest  he  should  hear  some  vulgar  word  from 
those  lips  as  fresh  and  pure  as  a  flower,  and  that  Caroline 
felt  herself  unworthy  of  the  mysterious  personage  who  was 
evidently  possessed  of  power  and  wealth. 

As  to  Madame  Crochard,  that  tender  mother,  almost  angry 
at  her  daughter's  persistent  lack  of  decisiveness,  now  showed 
a  sulky  face  to  the  "Black  Gentleman,"  on  whom  she  had 
hitherto  smiled  with  a  sort  of  benevolent  servility.  Never 
before  had  she  complained  so  bitterly  of  being  compelled,  at 
her  age,  to  do  the  cooking;  never  had  her  catarrh  and  her 
rheumatism  wrung  so  many  groans  from  her;  finally,  she 
could  not,  this  winter,  promise  so  many  ells  of  net  as  Caro- 
line had  hitherto  been  able  to  count  on. 

Under  these  circumstances,  and  toward  the  end  of  Decem- 
ber, at  the  time  when  bread  was  dearest,  and  that  dearth  of 
corn  was  beginning  to  be  felt  which  made  the  year  1816 
so  hard  on  the  poor,  the  stranger  observed  on  the  features  of 
the  girl  whose  name  was  still  unknown  to  him  the  painful 
traces  of  a  secret  sorrow  which  his  kindest  smiles  could  not 
dispel.  Before  long  he  saw  in  Caroline's  eyes  the  dimness 
attributable  to  long  hours  at  night.  One  night,  toward  the 
end  of  the  month,  the  Gentleman  in  Black  passed  down 
the  Kue  du  Tourniquet  at  the  quite  unwonted  hour  of  one 
in  the  morning.  The  perfect  silence  allowed  of  his  hearing 
before  passing  the  house  the  lachrymose  voice  of  the  old 
mother,  and  Caroline's  even  sadder  tones,  mingling  with  the 
swish  of  a  shower  of  sleet.  He  crept  along  as  slowly  as  he 
could ;  and  then,  at  the  risk  of  being  taken  up  by  the  police, 
he  stood  still  below  the  window  to  hear  the  mother  and 
daughter,  while  watching  them  through  the  largest  of  the 
holes  in  the  yellow  muslin  curtains,  which  were  eaten  .away 
by  wear  as  a  cabbage  leaf  is  riddled  by  caterpillars.  The 
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inquisitive  stranger  saw  a  sheet  of  paper  on  the  table  that 
stood  between  the  two  work- frames,  and  on  which  stood  the 
lamp  and  the  globes  filled  with  water.  He  at  once  identified 
it  as  a  writ.  Madame  Crochard  was  weeping,  and  Caroline's 
voice  was  thick,  and  had  lost  its  sweet,  caressing  tone. 

"Why  be  so  heartbroken,  mother  ?  Monsieur  Molineux 
will  not  sell  us  up  or  turn  us  out  before  I  have  finished  this 
dress;  only  two  nights  more  and  I  shall  take  it  home  to 
Madame  Roguin." 

"And  supposing  she  keeps  you  waiting  as  usual? — And 
will  the  money  for  the  gown  pay  the  baker  too?" 

The  spectator  of  this  scene  had  long  practice  in  reading 
faces;  he  fancied  he  could  discern  that  the  mother's  grief 
was  as  false  as  the  daughter's  was  genuine;  he  turned  away, 
and  presently  came  back.  When  he  next  peeped  through 
the  hole  in  the  curtain,  Madame  Crochard  was  in  bed.  The 
young  needlewoman,  bending  over  her  frame,  was  embroid- 
ering with  indefatigable  diligence;  on  the  table,  with  the 
writ,  lay  a  triangular  hunch  of  bread,  placed  there,  no  doubt, 
to  sustain  her  in  the  night  and  to  remind  her  of  the  reward 
of  her  industry.  The  stranger  was  tremulous  with  pity  and 
sympathy;  he  threw  his  purse  in  through  a  cracked  pane  so 
that  it  should  fall  at  the  girl's  feet;  and  then,  without  waiting 
to  enjoy  her  surprise,  he  escaped,  his  cheeks  tingling. 

Next  morning  the  shy  and  melancholy  stranger  went  past 
with  a  look  of  deep  preoccupation,  but  he  could  not  escape 
Caroline's  gratitude ;  she  had  opened  her  window  and  affected 
to  be  digging  in  the  square  window-box  buried  in  snow,  a 
pretext  of  which  the  clumsy  ingenuity  plainly  told  her  bene- 
factor that  she  had  been  resolved  not  to  see  him  only  through 
the  pane.  Her  eyes  were  full  of  tears  as  she  bowed  her  head, 
as  much  as  to  say  to  her  benefactor,  "I  can  only  repay  you 
from  my  heart." 

But  the  Gentleman  in  Black  affected  not  to  understand 
the  meaning  of  this  sincere  gratitude.  In  the  evening,  as 
he  came  by,  Caroline  was  busy  mending  the  window  with  a 
sheet  of  paper,  and  she  smiled  at  him,  showing  her  row  of 
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pearly  teeth  like  a  promise.     Thenceforth  the  Stranger  went 
another  way,  and  was  no  more  seen  in  the  Rue  du  Tourniquet. 

It  was  one  day  early  in  the  following  May  that,  as  Caro- 
line was  giving  the  roots  of  a  honeysuckle  a  glass  of  water, 
one  Saturday  morning,  she  caught  sight  of  a  narrow  strip  of 
cloudless  blue  between  the  black  lines  of  houses,  and  said 
to  her  mother:  "Mamma,  we  must  go  to-morrow  for  a  trip  to 
Montmorency!" 

She  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words,  in  a  tone  of  glee, 
when  the  Gentleman  in  Black  came  by,  sadder  and  more 
dejected  than  ever.  Caroline's  innocent  and  ingratiating 
glance  might  have  been  taken  for  an  invitation.  And,  in 
fact,  on  the  following  day,  when  Madame  Crochard,  dressed 
in  a  pelisse  of  claret-colored  merino,  a  silk  bonnet,  and 
striped  shawl  of  an  imitation  Indian  pattern,  came  out  to 
choose  seats  in  a  chaise  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  du  Faubourg 
Saint-Denis  and  the  Rue  d'Enghien,  there  she  found  her 
Unknown  standing  like  a  man  waiting  for  his  wife.  A  smile 
of  pleasure  lighted  up  the  Stranger's  face  when  his  eye  fell 
on  Caroline,  her  neat  feet  shod  in  plum-colored  prunella 
gaiters,  and  her  white  dress  tossed  by  a  breeze  that  would 
have  been  fatal  to  an  ill-made  woman,  but  which  displayed 
her  graceful  form.  Her  face,  shaded  by  a  rice-straw  bonnet 
lined  with  pink  silk,  seemed  to  beam  with  a  reflection  from 
heaven;  her  broad,  plum-colored  belt  set  off  a  waist  he  could 
have  spanned ;  her  hair,  parted  in  two  brown  bands  over  a 
forehead  as  white  as  snow,  gave  her  an  expression  of  inno- 
cence which  no  other  feature  contradicted.  Enjoyment 
seemed  to  have  made  Caroline  as  light  as  the  straw  of  her 
hat;  but  when  she  saw  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  radiant  hope 
suddenly  eclipsed  her  bright  dress  and  her  beauty.  The  Stran- 
ger, who  appeared  to  be  in  doubt,  had  not  perhaps  made  up 
his  mind  to  be  the  girl's  escort  for  the  day  till  this  revelation 
of  the  delight  she  felt  on  seeing  him.  He  at  once  hired  a 
vehicle  with  a  fairly  good  horse,  to  drive  to  Saint-Lue-Ta- 
verny,  and  he  offered  Madame  Crochard  and  her  daughter 
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Beats  by  his  side.  The  mother  accepted  without  ado;  but 
presently,  when  they  were  already  on  the  way  to  Saint-Denis, 
she  was  by  way  of  having  scruples,  and  made  a  few  civil 
speeches  as  to  the  possible  inconvenience  two  women  might 
cause  their  companion. 

"Perhaps,  Monsieur,  you  wished  to  drive  alone  to  Saint- 
Leu-Taverny,"  said  she,  with  affected  simplicity. 

Before  long  she  complained  of  the  heat,  and  especially  of 
her  cough,  which,  she  said,  had  hindered  her  from  closing 
her  eyes  all  night;  and  by  the  time  the  carriage  had  reached 
Saint-Denis,  Madame  Crochard  seemed  to  be  fast  asleep. 
Her  snores,  indeed,  seemed,  to  the  Gentleman  in  Black, 
rather  doubtfully  genuine,  and  he  frowned  as  he  looked  at 
the  old  woman  with  a  very  suspicious  eye. 

"Oh,  she  is  fast  asleep,"  said  Caroline  guilelessly;  "she 
never  ceased  coughing  all  night.  She  must  be  very  tired." 

Her  companion  made  no  reply,  but  he  looked  at  the  girl 
with  a  smile  that  seemed  to  say:  "Poor  child,  you  little 
know  your  mother  1" 

However,  in  spite  of  his  distrust,  as  the  chaise  made  its 
way  down  the  long  avenue  of  poplars  leading  to  Eaubonne, 
the  Stranger  thought  that  Madame  Crochard  was  really 
asleep ;  perhaps  he  did  not  care  to  inquire  how  far  her  slum- 
bers were  genuine  or  feigned.  Whether  it  were  that  the 
brilliant  sky,  the  pure  country  air,  and  the  heady  fragrance 
of  the  first  green  shoots  of  the  poplars,  the  catkins  of  willow, 
and  the  flowers  of  the  blackthorn  had  inclined  his  heart  to 
open  like  all  the  nature  around  him;  or  that  any  longer 
restraint  was  too  oppressive  while  Caroline's  sparkling  eyes 
responded  to  his  own,  the  Gentleman  in  Black  entered  on 
a  conversation  with  his  young  companion,  as  aimless  as  the 
swaying  of  the  branches  in  the  wind,  as  devious  as  the  flit- 
ting of  the  butterflies  in  the  azure  air,  as  illogical  as  the 
melodious  murmur  of  the  fields,  and,  like  it,  full  of  mys- 
terious love.  At  that  season  is  not  the  rural  country  as 
tremulous  as  a  bride  that  has  donned  her  marriage  robe; 
does  it  not  invite  the  coldest  soul  to  be  happy  ?  What  heart 
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could  remain  unthawed,  and  what  lips  could  keep  its  secret, 
on  leaving  the  gloomy  streets  of  the  Marais  for  the  first  time 
since  the  previous  autumn,  and  entering  the  smiling  and 
picturesque  valley  of  Montmorency;  on  seeing  it  in  the  morn- 
ing light,  its  endless  horizons  receding  from  view;  and  then 
lifting  a  charmed  gaze  to  eyes  which  expressed  no  less  infini- 
tude mingled  with  love  ? 

The  Stranger  discovered  that  Caroline  was  sprightly  rather 
than  witty,  affectionate,  but  ill  educated;  but  while  her  laugh 
was  giddy,  her  words  promised  genuine  feeling.  When,  in 
response  to  her  companion's  shrewd  questioning,  the  girl 
spoke  with  the  heartfelt  effusiveness  of  which  the  lower 
classes  are  lavish,  not  guarding  it  with  reticence  like  people 
of  the  world,  the  Black  Gentleman's  face  brightened,  and 
seemed  to  renew  its  youth.  His  countenance  by  degrees  lost 
the  sadness  that  lent  sternness  to  his  features,  and  little  by 
little  they  gained  a  look  of  handsome  youthfulness  which 
made  Caroline  proud  and  happy.  The  pretty  needlewoman 
guessed  that  her  new  friend  had  been  long  weaned  from  ten- 
derness and  love,  and  no  longer  believed  in  the  devotion  of 
woman.  Finally,  some  unexpected  sally  in  Caroline's  light 
prattle  lifted  the  last  veil  that  concealed  the  real  youth  and 
genuine  character  of  the  Stranger's  physiognomy;  he  seemed 
to  bid  farewell  forever  to  the  ideas  that  haunted  him,  and 
showed  the  natural  liveliness  that  lay  beneath  the  solemnity 
of  his  expression. 

Their  conversation  had  insensibly  become  so  intimate 
that  by  the  time  when  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  first  houses 
of  the  straggling  village  of  Saint-Leu,  Caroline  was  calling 
the  gentleman  Monsieur  Roger.  Then  for  the  first  time  the 
old  mother  awoke. 

"Caroline,  she  has  heard  everything!"  said  Roger  sus- 
piciously in  the  girl's  ear. 

Caroline's  reply  was  an  exquisite  smile  of  disbelief, 
which  dissipated  the  dark  cloud  that  his  fear  of  some  plot 
on  the  old  woman's  part  had  brought  to  this  suspicious 
mortal's  brow.  Madame  Crochard  was  amazed  at  nothing, 
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approved  of  everything,  followed  her  daughter  and  Mon- 
sieur Roger  into  the  park,  where  the  two  young  people  had 
agreed  to  wander  through  the  smiling  meadows  and  fragrant 
copses  made  famous  by  the  taste  of  Queen  Hortense. 

"Good  heavens!  how  lovely!"  exclaimed  Caroline  when, 
standing  on  the  green  ridge  where  the  forest  of  Montmorency 
begins,  she  saw  lying  at  her  feet  the  wide  valley  with  its 
combs  sheltering  scattered  villages,  its  horizon  of  blue 
hills,  its  church -towers,  its  meadows  and  fields,  whence  a 
murmur  came  up,  to  die  on  her  car  like  the  swell  of  the 
ocean.  The  three  wanderers  made  their  way  by  the  bank 
of  an  artificial  stream  and  came  to  the  Swiss  valley,  where 
stands  a  chalet  that  had  more  than  once  given  shelter  to 
Hortense  and  Napoleon.  When  Caroline  had  seated  her- 
self with  pious  reverence  on  the  mossy  wooden  bench 
where  kings  and  princesses  and  the  Emperor  had  rested, 
Madame  Crochard  expressed  a  wish  to  have  a  nearer  view 
of  a  bridge  that  hung  across  between  two  rocks  at  some 
little  distance,  and  bent  her  steps  toward  that  rural  cu- 
riosity, leaving  her  daughter  in  Monsieur  Roger's  care, 
though  telling  them  that  she  would  not  go  out  of  sight. 

"What,  poor  child!"  cried  Roger,  "have  you  never 
longed  for  wealth  and  the  pleasures  of  luxury?  Have 
you  never  wished  that  you  might  wear  the  beautiful 
dresses  you  embroider?" 

"It  would  not  be  the  truth,  Monsieur  Roger,  if  I  were 
to  tell  you  that  I  never  think  how  happy  people  must  be 
who  are  rich.  Oh,  yes!  I  often  fancy,  especially  when  I 
am  going  to  sleep,  how  glad  I  should  be  to  see  my  poor 
mother  no  longer  compelled  to  go  out,  whatever  the 
weather,  to  buy  our  little  provisions,  at  her  age.  I 
should  like  her  to  have  a  servant  who,  every  morning 
before  she  was  up,  would  bring  her  up  her  coffee,  nicely 
sweetened  with  white  sugar.  And  she  loves  reading 
novels,  poor  dear  soul!  Well,  and  I  would  rather  see 
her  wearing  out  her  eyes  over  her  favorite  books  than 
over  twisting  her  bobbins  from  morning  till  night.  And 
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again,  she  ought  to  have  a  little  good  wine.  In  short,  I 
should  like  to  see  her  comfortable — she  is  so  good." 

"Then  she  has  shown  you  great  kindness?" 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  the  girl,  in  a  tone  of  conviction.  Then, 
after  a  short  pause,  during  which  the  two  young  people  stood 
watching  Madame  Crochard,  who  had  got  to  the  middle  of  the 
rustic  bridge,  and  was  shaking  her  finger  at  them,  Caroline 
went  on: 

"Oh,  yes,  she  has  been  so  good  to  me.  What  care  she 
took  of  me  when  I  was  little!  She  sold  her  last  silver 
forks  to  apprentice  me  to  the  old  maid  who  taught  me  to 
embroider. — And  my  poor  father!  What  did  she  not  go 
through  to  make  him  end  his  days  in  happiness!"  The 
girl  shivered  at  the  remembrance,  and  hid  her  face  in  her 
hands. — "Well!  come!  let  us  forget  past  sorrows!"  she 
added,  trying  to  rally  her  high  spirits.  She  blushed  as 
she  saw  that  Roger  too  was  moved,  but  she  dared  not 
look  at  him. 

"What  was  your  father?"  he  asked. 

"He  was  an  opera-dancer,  before  the  Revolution,"  said 
she,  with  an  air  of  perfect  simplicity,  "and  my  mother  sang 
in  the  chorus.  My  father,  who  was  leader  of  the  figures  on 
the  stage,  happened  to  be  present  at  the  siege  of  the  Bastille. 
He  was  recognized  by  some  of  the  assailants,  who  asked  him 
whether  he  could  not  lead  a  real  attack,  since  he  was  used 
to  leading  such  enterprises  on  the  boards.  My  father  was 
brave;  he  accepted  the  post,  led  the  insurgents,  and  was  re- 
warded by  the  nomination  to  the  rank  of  captain  in  the  army 
of  Sambre-et-Meuse,  where  he  distinguished  himself  so  far 
as  to  rise  rapidly  to  be  a  colonel.  But  at  Lutzen  he  was  so 
badly  wounded  that,  after  a  year's  sufferings,  he  died  in 
Paris. — The  Bourbons  returned;  my  mother  could  obtain 
no  pension,  and  we  fell  into  such  abject  misery  that  we 
were  compelled  to  work  for  our  living.  For  some  time 
past  she  has  been  ailing,  poor  clear,  and  I  have  never 
known  her  so  little  resigned;  she  complains  a  good  deal, 
and,  indeed,  I  cannot  wonder,  for  she  has  known  the  pleas- 
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ures  of  an  easy  life.  For  my  part,  as  I  cannot  pine  for 
delights  I  have  never  known,  I  have  but  one  thing  to 
wish  for." 

"And  that  is?"  said  Roger  eagerly,  as  if  roused  from  a 
dream. 

"That  women  may  long  continue  to  wear  embroidered  net 
dresses,  so  that  I  may  never  lack  work." 

The  frankness  of  this  confession  interested  the  young 
man,  who  looked  with  less  hostile  eyes  on  Madame  Cro- 
chard  as  she  slowly  made  her  way  back  to  them. 

"Well,  children,  have  you  had  a  long  talk?"  said  she, 
with  a  half-laughing,  half-indulgent  air.  "When  I  think, 
Monsieur  Roger,  that  the  'little  Corporal'  has  sat  where  you 
are  sitting,"  she  went  on  after  a  pause.  "Poor  man!  how 
my  husband  worshipped  him!  Ah!  Crochard  did  well  to 
die,  for  he  could  not  have  borne  to  think  of  him  where  they 
have  sent  him!" 

Roger  put  his  finger  to  his  lips,  and  the  good  woman 
went  on  very  gravely,  with  a  shake  of  her  head: 

"All  right,  mouth  shut  and  tongue  still!  But,"  added 
she,  unhooking  a  bit  of  her  bodice,  and  showing  a  rib- 
bon and  cross  tied  round  her  neck  by  a  piece  of  black 
ribbon,  "they  shall  never  hinder  me  from  wearing  what 
he  gave  to  my  poor  Crochard,  and  I  will  have  it  buried 
with  me." 

On  hearing  this  speech,  which  at  that  time  was  regarded 
as  seditious,  Roger  interrupted  the  old  lady  by  rising  sud- 
denly, and  they  returned  to  the  village  through  the  park 
walks.  The  young  man  left  them  for  a  few  minutes  while 
he  went  to  order  a  meal  at  the  best  eating-house  in  TaveT- 
ny;  then,  returning  to  fetch  them,  he  led  the  way  through 
the  alleys  cut  in  the  forest. 

The  dinner  was  cheerful.  Roger  was  no  longer  the  mel- 
ancholy shade  that  was  wont  to  pass  along  the  Rue  du  Tour- 
niquet; he  was  not  the  "Black  Gentleman,"  but  rather  a 
confiding  young  man  ready  to  take  life  as  it  came,  like  the 
two  hard-working  women  who,  on  the  morrow,  might  lack 
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bread;  he  seemed  alive  to  all  the  joys  of  youth,  his  smile 
was  quite  affectionate  and  childlike. 

When,  at  five  o'clock,  this  happy  meal  was  ended  with 
a  few  glasses  of  champagne,  Roger  was  the  first  to  propose 
that  they  should  join  the  village  ball  under  the  chestnuts, 
where  he  and  Caroline  danced  together.  Their  hands  met 
with  sympathetic  pressure,  their  hearts  beat  with  the  same 
hopes;  and  under  the  blue  sky  and  the  slanting,  rosy 
beams  of  sunset,  their  eyes  sparkled  with  fires  which,  to 
them,  made  the  glory  of  the  heavens  pale.  How  strange 
is  the  power  of  an  idea,  of  a  desire !  To  these  two  nothing 
seemed  impossible.  In  such  magic  moments,  when  enjoy- 
ment sheds  its  reflections  on  the  future,  the  soul  foresees 
nothing  but  happiness.  This  sweet  day  had  created  mem- 
ories for  these  two  to  which  nothing  could  be  compared  in 
all  their  past  existence.  Would  the  source  prove  to  be 
more  beautiful  than  the  river,  the  desire  more  enchanting 
than  its  gratification,  the  thing  hoped  for  more  delightful 
than  the  thing  possessed  ? 

"So  the  day  is  already  at  an  end!"  On  hearing  this 
exclamation  from  her  unknown  friend  when  the  dance  was 
over,  Caroline  looked  at  him  compassionately,  as  his  face 
assumed  once  more  a  faint  shade  of  sadness. 

"Why  should  you  not  be  as  happy  in  Paris  as  you  are 
here?"  she  asked.  "Is  happiness  to  be  found  only  at 
Saint-Leu?  It  seems  to  me  that  I  can  henceforth  never 
be  unhappy  anywhere. ' ' 

Eoger  was  struck  by  these  words,  spoken  with  the  glad 
unrestraint  that  always  carries  a  woman  further  than  she 
intended,  just  as  prudery  often  lends  her  greater  cruelty 
than  she  feels.  For  the  first  time  since  that  glance,  which 
had,  in  a  way,  been  the  beginning  of  their  friendship,  Caro- 
line and  Roger  had  the  same  idea;  though  they  did  not  ex- 
press it,  they  felt  it  at  the  same  instant,  as  a  result  of  a 
common  impression  like  that  of  a  comforting  fire  cheering 
both  under  the  frost  of  winter;  then,  as  if  frightened  by 
each  other's  silence,  they  made  their  way  to  the  spot  where 
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the  carriage  was  waiting.  But  before  getting  into  it,  they 
playfully  took  hands  and  ran  on  together  down  the  dark 
avenue  in  front  of  Madame  Crochard.  When  they  could 
no  longer  see  the. white  net  cap,  which  showed  as  a  speck 
through  the  leaves  where  the  old  woman  was — "Caroline!" 
said  .Roger  in  a  tremulous  voice,  and  with  a  beating  heart. 

The  girl  was  startled,  and  drew  back  a  few  steps,  un- 
derstanding the  invitation  this  question  conveyed;  however, 
she  held  out  her  hand,  which  was  passionately  kissed,  but 
which  she  hastily  withdrew,  for  by  standing  on  tiptoe  she 
could  see  her  mother. 

Madame  Crochard  affected  blindness,  as  if,  with  a  remi- 
niscence of  her  old  parts,  she  was  only  required  to  figure  as 
a  supernumerary. 

The  adventures  of  these  two  young  people  were  not  con- 
tinued in  the  Eue  du  Tourniquet.  To  see  Koger  and  Caro- 
line once  more,  we  must  leap  into  the  heart  of  modern  Paris, 
where,  in  some  of  the  newly-built  houses,  there  are  apart- 
ments that  seem  made  on  purpose  for  newly-married  couples 
to  spend  their  honeymoon  in.  There  the  paper  and  paint 
are  as  fresh  as  the  bride  and  bridegroom,  and  the  decora- 
tions are  in  blossom  like  their  love;  everything  is  in  har- 
mony with  youthful  notions  and  ardent  wishes. 

Half-way  down  the  Rue  Taitbout,  in  a  house  whose  stone 
walls  were  still  white,  where  the  columns  of  the  hall  and  the 
doorway  were  as  yet  spotless,  and  the  inner  walls  shone  with 
the  neat  painting  which  our  recent  intimacy  with  English 
ways  had  brought  into  fashion,  there  was,  on  the  second 
floor,  a  small  set  of  rooms  fitted  by  the  architect  as  though 
he  had  known  what  their  use  would  be.  A  simple  airy 
anteroom,  with  a  stucco  dado,  formed  an  entrance  into  a 
drawing-room  and  dining-room.  Out  of  the  drawing-room 
opened  a  pretty  bedroom,  with  a  bath-room  beyond.  Every 
chimney -shelf  had  over  it  a  fine  mirror  elegantly  framed.  The 
doors  were  crowned  with  arabesques  in  good  taste,  and  the 
cornices  were  in  the  best  style.  Any  amateur  would  have 
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discerned  there  the  sense  of  distinction  and  decorative  fit- 
ness which  mark  the  work  of  modern  French  architects. 

For  above  a  month  Caroline  had  been  at  home  in  this 
apartment,  furnished  by  an  upholsterer  who  submitted  to 
an  artist's  guidance.  A  short  description  of  the  principal 
room  will  suffice  to  give  an  idea  of  the  wonders  it  offered 
to  Caroline's  delighted  eyes  when  Roger  installed  her  there. 
Hangings  of  gray  stuff  trimmed  with  green  silk  adorned  the 
walls  of  her  bedroom;  the  seats,  covered  with  light-colored 
woollen  sateen,  were  of  easy  and  comfortable  shapes,  and  in 
the  latest  fashion ;  a  chest  of  drawers  of  some  simple  wood, 
inlaid  with  lines  of  a  darker  hue,  contained  the  treasures  of 
the  toilet;  a  writing-table  to  match  served  for  inditing  love- 
letters  on  scented  paper;  the  bed,  with  antique  draperies, 
could  not  fail  to  suggest  thoughts  of  love  by  its  soft  hang- 
ings of  elegant  muslin;  the  window-curtains,  of  drab  silk 
with  green  fringe,  were  always  half -drawn  to  subdue  the 
light;  a  bronze  clock  represented  Love  crowning  Psyche; 
and  a  carpet  of  Gothic  design  on  a  red  ground  set  off  the 
other  accessories  of  this  delightful  retreat.  There  was  a 
small  dressing-table  in  front  of  a  long  glass,  and  here  the 
ex-needlewoman  sat,  out  of  patience  with  Plaisir,  the  fa- 
mous hairdresser. 

"Do  you  think  you  will  have  done  to-day?"   said  she. 

"Your  hair  is  so  long  and  so  thick,  Madame,"  replied 
Plaisir. 

Caroline  could  not  help  smiling.  The  man's  flattery  had 
no  doubt  revived  in  her  mind  the  memory  of  the  passionate 
praises  lavished  by  her  lover  on  the  beauty  of  her  hair,  which 
he  delighted  in. 

The  hairdresser  having  done,  a  waiting-maid  came  and 
held  counsel  with  her  as  to  the  dress  in  which  Eoger  would 
like  best  to  see  her.  It  was  in  the  beginning  of  September, 
1816,  and  the  weather  was  cold;  she  chose  a  green  grenadine 
trimmed  with  chinchilla.  As  soon  as  she  was  dressed,  Caro- 
line flew  into  the  drawing-room  and  opened  a  window,  out  of 
which  she  stepped  on  to  the  elegant  balcony  that  adorned  the 
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front  of  the  house;  there  she  stood,  with  her  arms  crossed, 
in  a  charming  attitude,  not  to  show  herself  to  the  admira- 
tion of  the  passers-by  and  see  them  turn  to  gaze  at  her,  but 
to  be  able  to  look  out  on  the  boulevard  at  the  bottom  of  the 
Rue  Taitbout.  This  side  view,  really  very  comparable  to 
the  peep-hole  made  by  actors  in  the  drop-scene  of  a  theatre, 
enabled  her  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  numbers  of  elegant  car- 
riages, and  a  crowd  of  persons,  swept  past  with  the  rapidity 
of  Ombres  Chinoises.  Not  knowing  whether  Roger  would 
arrive  in  a  carriage  or  on  foot,  the  needlewoman  from  the 
Rue  du  Tourniquet  looked  by  turns  at  the  foot-passengers, 
and  at  the  tilburies — light  cabs  introduced  into  Paris  by 
the  English. 

Expressions  of  refractoriness  and  of  love  passed  by  turns 
over  her  youthful  face  when,  after  waiting  for  a  quarter  of 
an  hour,  neither  her  keen  eye  nor  her  heart  had  announced 
the  arrival  of  him  whom  she  knew  to  be  due.  What  disdain, 
what  indifference  were  shown  in  her  beautiful  features  for  all 
the  other  creatures  who  were  bustling  like  ants  below  her 
feet.  Her  gray  eyes,  sparkling  with  fun,  now  positively 
flamed.  Given  over  to  her  passion,  she  avoided  admiration 
with  as  much  care  as  the  proudest  devote  to  encouraging  it 
when  they  drive  about  Paris,  certainly  feeling  no  care  as  to 
whether  her  fair  countenance  leaning  over  the  balcony,  or  her 
little  foot  between  the  bars,  and  the  picture  of  her  bright  eyes 
and  delicious  turned-up  nose  would  be  effaced  or  no  from  the 
minds  of  the  passers-by  who  admired  them;  she  saw  but  one 
face,  and  had  but  one  idea.  When  the  spotted  head  of  a 
certain  bay  horse  happened  to  cross  the  narrow  strip  between 
the  two  rows  of  houses,  Caroline  gave  a  little  shiver  and  stood 
on  tiptoe  in  hope  of  recognizing  the  white  traces  and  the  color 
of  the  tilbury.  It  was  he! 

Roger  turned  the  corner  of  the  street,  saw  the  balcony, 
whipped  the  horse,  which  camp  up  at  a  gallop,  and  stopped 
at  the  bronze-green  door  that  he  knew  as  well  as  his  master 
did.  The  door  of  the  apartment  was  opened  at  once  by  the 
maid,  who  had  heard  her  mistress's  exclamation  of  delight. 
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Roger  rushed  up  to  the  drawing-room,  clasped  Caroline  in 
his  arms,  and  embraced  her  with  the  effusive  feeling  natural 
when  two  beings  who  love  each  other  rarely  meet.  He  led 
her,  or  rather  they  went  by  a  common  impulse,  their  arms 
about  each  other,  into  the  quiet,  and  fragrant  bedroom;  a 
settee  stood  ready  for  them  to  sit  by  the  fire,  and  for  a  mo- 
ment they  looked  at  each  other  in  silence,  expressing  their 
happiness  only  by  their  clasped  hands,  and  communicating 
their  thoughts  in  a  fond  gaze. 

"Yes,  it  is  he!"  she  said  at  last.  "Yes,  it  is  you.  Do 
you  know,  I  have  not  seen  you  for  three  long  days,  an  age ! 
— But  what  is  the  matter  ?  You  are  unhappy." 

"My  poor  Caroline — " 

"There,  you  seel  'poor  Caroline' — " 

"No,  no,  do  not  laugh,  my  darling;  we  cannot  go  to  the 
Feydeau  Theatre  together  this  evening." 

Caroline  put  on  a  little  pout,  but  it  vanished  immedi- 
ately. 

"How  absurd  I  am!  How  can  I  think  of  going  to  the 
play  when  I  see  you  ?  Is  not  the  sight  of  you  the  only  spec- 
tacle I  care  for?"  she  cried,  pushing  her  fingers  through 
Roger's  hair. 

"I  am  obliged  to  go  to  the  Attorney-General's.  We  have 
a  knotty  case  in  hand.  He  met  me  in  the  great  hall  at  the 
Palais;  and  as  I  am  to  plead,  he  asked  me  to  dine  with  him. 
But,  my  dearest,  you  can  go  to  the  theatre  with  your  mother, 
and  I  will  join  you  if  the  meeting  breaks  up  early." 

"To  the  theatre  without  you!"  cried  she  in  a  tone  of 
amazement;  "enjoy  any  pleasure  you  do  not  share!  Oh, 
my  Roger!  you  do  not  deserve  a  kiss,"  she  added,  throwing 
her  arms  round  his  neck  with  an  artless  and  impassioned 
impulse. 

"Caroline,  I  must  go  home  and  dress.  The  Marais  is 
some  way  off,  and  I  still  have  some  business  to  finish. ' ' 

"Take  care  what  you  are  saying,  Monsieur,"  said  she, 
interrupting  him.  "My  mother  says  that  when  a  man  begins 
to  talk  about  his  business,  he  is  ceasing  to  love." 
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"Caroline!  Am  I  not  here  ?  Have  I  not  stolen  this  hour 
from  my  pitiless — " 

"Hush!"  said  she,  laying  a  finger  on  his  mouth.  "Don't 
you  see  that  I  arn  in  jest?" 

They  had  now  come  back  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
Roger's  eye  fell  on  an  object  brought  home  that  morning 
by  the  cabinet-maker.  Caroline's  old  rosewood  embroidery- 
frame,  by  which  she  and  her  mother  had  earned  their  bread 
when  they  lived  in  the  Rue  du  Tourniquet-Saint-Jean,  had 
been  refitted  and  polished,  and  a  net  dress,  of  elaborate  de- 
sign, was  already  stretched  upon  it. 

41  Well,  then,  my  dear,  I  shall  do  some  work  this  evening. 
As  I  stitch,  I  shall  fancy  myself  gone  back  to  those  early 
days  when  you  used  to  pass  by  me  without  a  word,  but  not 
without  a  glance;  the  days  when  the  remembrance  of  your 
look  kept  me  awake  all  night.  Oh,  my  dear  old  frame — the 
best  piece  of  furniture  in  my  room,  though  you  did  not  give 
it  me! — You  cannot  think,"  said  she,  seating  herself  on 
Roger's  knees;  for  he,  overcome  by  irresistible  feelings,  had 
dropped  into  a  chair.  "Listen. — All  I  can  earn  by  my  work 
I  mean  to  give  to  the  poor.  You  have  made  me  rich. 
How  I  love  that  pretty  home  at  Bellefeuille,  less  because 
of  what  it  is  than  because  you  gave  it  me!  But  tell  me, 
Roger,  I  should  like  to  call  myself  Caroline  do  Bellefeuille — 
can  I?  You  must  know:  is  it  legal  or  permissible?" 

As  she  saw  a  little  affirmative  grimace — for  Roger  hated 
the  name  of  Crochard — Caroline  jumped  for  glee,  and  clapped 
her  hands. 

"I  feel,"  said  she,  "as  if  I  should  more  especially  belong 
to  you.  Usually  a  woman  gives  up  her  own  name  and  takes 
her  husband's — "  An  idea  forced  itself  upon  her  and  made 
her  blush.  She  took  Roger's  hand  and  led  him  to  the  open 
piano. — "Listen,"  said  she,  "I  can  play  my  sonata  now  like 
an  angel  1"  and  her  fingers  were  already  running  over  the 
ivory  keys,  when  she  felt  herself  seized  round  the  waist. 

"Caroline,  I  ought  to  be  far  from  hence!" 

"  You  insist  on  going  ?    Well,  go, ' '  said  she,  with  a  pretty 
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pout,  but  she  smiled  as  she  looked  at  the  clock  and  exclaimed 
joyfully,  "At  any  rate,  I  have  detained  you  a  quarter  of  an 
hour!" 

"Grood-by,  Mademoiselle  de  Belief euille, "  said  he,  with 
the  gentle  irony  of  love. 

She  kissed  him  and  saw  her  lover  to  the  door;  when  the 
sound  of  his  steps  had  died  away  on  the  stairs,  she  ran  out 
on  to  the  balcony  to  see  him  get  into  the  tilbury,  to  see  him 
gather  up  the  reins,  to  catch  a  parting  look,  hear  the  crack 
of  his  whip  and  the  sound  of  his  wheels  on  the  stones,  watch 
the  handsome  horse,  the  master's  hat,  the  tiger's  gold  lace, 
and  at  last  to  stand  gazing  long  after  the  dark  corner  of  the 
street  had  eclipsed  this  vision. 

Five  years  after  Mademoiselle  Caroline  de  Bellefeuille 
had  taken  up  her  abode  in  the  pretty  house  in  the  Rue  Tait- 
bout,  we  again  look  in  on  one  of  those  home-scenes  which 
tighten  the  bonds  of  affection  between  two  persons  who  truly 
love.  In  the  middle  of  the  blue  drawing-room,  in  front  of 
the  window  opening  to  the  balcony,  a  little  boy  of  four  was 
making  a  tremendous  noise  as  he  whipped  the  rocking-horse, 
whose  two  curved  supports  for  the  legs  did  not  move  fast 
enough  to  please  him ;  his  pretty  face,  framed  in  fair  curls 
that  fell  over  his  white  collar,  smiled  up  like  a  cherub's  at 
his  mother  when  she  said  to  him  from  the  depths  of  an  easy- 
chair,  "Not  so  much  noise,  Charles;  you  will  wake  your 
little  sister." 

The  inquisitive  boy  suddenly  got  off  his  horse,  and  tread- 
ing on  tiptoe  as  if  he  were  afraid  of  the  sound  of  his  feet  on 
the  carpet,  came  up  with  one  finger  between  his  little  teeth, 
and  standing  in  one  of  those  childish  attitudes  that  are  so 
graceful  because  they  are  so  perfectly  natural,  raised  the 
muslin  veil  that  hid  the  rosy  face  of  a  little  girl  sleeping  on 
her  mother's  knee. 

"Is  Eugenie  asleep,  then?"  said  he,  quite  astonished. 
"Why  is  she  asleep  when  we  are  awake?"  he  added,  looking 
up  with  large,  liquid  black  eyes. 
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"That  only  God  can  know,"  replied  Caroline  with  a  smile. 

The  mother  and  boy  gazed  at  the  infant,  only  that  morn- 
ing baptized. 

Caroline,  now  about  four-and -twenty,  showed  the  ripe 
beauty  which  had  expanded  under  the  influence  of  cloudless 
happiness  and  constant  enjoyment.  In  her  the  Woman  was 
complete. 

Delighted  to  obey  her  dear  Roger's  every  wish,  she  had 
acquired  the  accomplishments  she  had  lacked;  she  played 
the  piano  fairly  well,  and  sang  sweetly.  Ignorant  of  the 
customs  of  a  world  that  would  have  treated  her  as  an  outcast, 
and  which  she  would  not  have  cared  for  even  if  it  had  wel- 
comed her — for  a  happy  woman  does  not  care  for  the  world 
— she  had  not  caught  the  elegance  of  manner  or  learned  the 
art  of  conversation,  abounding  in  words  and  devoid  of  ideas, 
which  is  current  in  fashionable  drawing-rooms;  on  the  other 
hand,  she  worked  hard  to  gain  the  knowledge  indispensable 
to  a  mother  whose  chief  ambition  is  to  bring  up  her  children 
well.  Never  to  lose  sight  of  her  boy,  to  give  him  from  the 
cradle  that  training  of  every  minute  which  impresses  on 
the  young  a  love  of  all  that  is  good  and  beautiful,  to  shelter 
him  from  every  evil  influence  and  fulfil  both  the  painful 
duties  of  a  nurse  and  the  tender  offices  of  a  mother — these 
were  her  chief  pleasures. 

The  coy  and  gentle  being  had  from  the  first  day  so  fully 
resigned  herself  never  to  step  beyond  the  enchanted  sphere 
where  she  found  all  her  happiness  that,  after  six  years  of  the 
tenderest  intimacy,  she  still  knew  her  lover  only  by  the  name 
of  Roger.  A  print  of  the  picture  of  Psyche  lighting  her  lamp 
to  gaze  on  Love  in  spite  of  his  prohibition,  hung  in  her  room, 
and  constantly  reminded  her  of  the  conditions  of  her  happi- 
ness. Through  all  these  six  years  her  humble  pleasures  had 
never  importuned  Roger  by  a  single  indiscreet  ambition,  and 
his  heart  was  a  treasure-house  of  kindness.  Never  had  she 
longed  for  diamonds  or  fine  clothes,  and  had  again  and  again 
refused  the  luxury  of  a  carriage  which  he  had  offered  her 
To  look  out  from  her  balcony  for  Roger's  cab,  to  go  with 
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him  to  the  play  or  make  excursions  with  him  on  fine  days 
in  the  environs  of  Paris,  to  long  for  him,  to  see  him,  and 
then  to  long  again — these  made  up  the  history  of  her  life, 
poor  in  incidents  but  rich  in  happiness. 

As  she  rocked  the  infant,  now  a  few  months  old,  on  her 
knee,  singing  the  while,  she  allowed  herself  to  recall  the 
memories  of  the  past.  She  lingered  more  especially  on  the 
months  of  September,  when  Koger  was  accustomed  to  take 
her  to  Bellefeuille  and  spend  the  delightful  days  which  seem 
to  combine  the  charms  of  every  season.  Nature  is  equally 
prodigal  of  flowers  and  fruit,  the  evenings  are  mild,  the  morn- 
ings bright,  and  a  blaze  of  summer  often  returns  after  a  spell 
of  autumn  gloom.  During  the  early  days  of  their  love,  Caro- 
line had  ascribed  the  even  mind  and  gentle  temper,  of  which 
Roger  gave  her  so  many  proofs,  to  the  rarity  of  their  always 
longed-for  meetings,  and  to  their  mode  of  life,  which  did  not 
compel  them  to  be  constantly  together,  as  a  husband  and  wife 
must  be.  But  now  she  could  remember  with  rapture  that, 
tortured  by  foolish  fears,  she  had  watched  him  with  trem- 
bling during  their  first  stay  on  this  little  estate  in  the  Gratinais. 
Vain  suspiciousness  of  love!  Each  of  these  months  of  happi- 
ness had  passed  like  a  dream  in  the  midst  of  joys  which  never 
rang  false.  She  had  always  seen  that  kind  creature  with  a 
tender  smile  on  his  lips,  a  smile  that  seemed  to  mirror  her  own. 

As  she  called  up  these  vivid  pictures,  her  eyes  filled  with 
tears;  she  thought  she  could  not  love  him  enough  and  was 
tempted  to  regard  her  ambiguous  position  as  a  sort  of  tax 
levied  by  Fate  on  her  love.  Finally  invincible  curiosity  led 
her  to  wonder,  for  the  thousandth  time,  what  events  they 
could  be  that  had  led  so  tender  a  heart  as  Eoger's  to  find  his 
pleasure  in  clandestine  and  illicit  happiness.  She  invented 
a  thousand  romances  on  purpose  really  to  avoid  recognizing 
the  true  reason,  which  she  had  long  suspected  but  tried  not 
to  believe  in.  She  rose,  and  carrying  the  baby  in  her  arms, 
went  into  the  dining-room  to  superintend  the  preparations 
for  dinner. 

It  was  the  6th  of  May,  1822,  the  anniversary  of  the  excur- 
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eion  to  the  Park  of  Saint-Leu,  which  had  been  the  turning- 
point  of  her  life;  each  year  it  had  been  marked  by  heartfelt 
rejoicing.  Caroline  chose  the  linen  to  be  used,  and  arranged 
the  dessert.  Having  attended  with  joy  to  these  details, 
which  touched  Roger,  she  placed  the  infant  in  her  pretty  cot 
and  went  out  on  to  the  balcony,  whence  she  presently  saw 
the  carriage  which  her  friend,  as  he  grew  to  riper  years,  now 
used  instead  of  the  smart  tilbury  of  his  youth.  After  sub- 
mitting to  the  first  fire  of  Caroline's  embraces  and  the  kisses 
of  the  little  rogue  who  addressed  him  as  papa,  Roger  went 
to  the  cradle,  looked  at  his  little  sleeping  daughter,  kissed 
her  forehead,  and  then  took  out  of  his  pocket  a  document 
covered  with  black  writing. 

"Caroline,"  said  he,  "here  is  the  marriage  portion  of 
Mademoiselle  Euge'nie  de  Belief euille." 

The  mother  gratefully  took  the  paper,  a  deed  of  gift  of 
securities  in  the  State  funds. 

"But  why,"  said  she,  "have  you  given  Euge'nie  three 
thousand  francs  a  year,  and  Charles  no  more  than  fifteen 
hundred?" 

"Charles,  my  love,  will  be  a  man,"  replied  he.  "Fifteen 
hundred  francs  are  enough  for  him.  With  so  much  for  cer- 
tain, a  man  of  courage  is  above  poverty.  And  if  by  chance 
your  son  should  turn  out  a  nonentity,  I  do  not  wish  him  to 
be  able  to  play  the  fool.  If  he  is  ambitious,  this  small 
income  will  give  him  a  taste  for  work. — Euge'nie  is  a  girl; 
she  must  have  a  little  fortune. ' ' 

The  father  then  turned  to  play  with  his  boy,  whose 
effusive  affection  showed  the  independence  and  freedom 
in  which  he  was  brought  up.  No  sort  of  shyness  between 
the  father  and  child  interfered  with  the  charm  which  re- 
wards a  parent  for  his  devotion;  and  the  cheerfulness  of 
the  little  family  was  as  sweet  as  it  was  genuine.  In  the 
evening  a  magic-lantern  displayed  its  illusions  and  myste- 
rious pictures  on  a  white  sheet,  to  Charles's  great  surprise, 
and  more  than  once  the  innocent  child's  heavenly  rapture 
made  Caroline  and  Roger  laugh  heartily. 
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Later,  when  the  little  boy  was  in  bed,  the  baby  woke  and 
craved  its  limpid  nourishment.  By  the  light  of  a  lamp,  in 
the  chimney  corner,  Eoger  enjoyed  the  scene  of  peace  and 
comfort,  and  gave  himself  up  to  the  happiness  of  contem- 
plating the  sweet  picture  of  the  child  clinging  to  Caroline's 
white  bosom  as  she  sat,  as  fresh  as  a  newly  opened  lily, 
while  her  hair  fell  in  long  brown  curls  that  almost  hid  her 
neck.  The  lamplight  enhanced  the  grace  of  the  young 
mother,  shedding  over  her,  her  dress,  and  the  infant,  the 
picturesque  effects  of  strong  light  and  shadow. 

The  calm  and  silent  woman's  face  struck  Roger  as  a 
thousand  times  sweeter  than  ever,  and  he  gazed  tenderly  at 
the  rosy,  pouting  lips  from  which  no  harsh  word  had  ever 
been  heard.  The  very  same  thought  was  legible  in  Caro- 
line's eyes  as  she  gave  a  sidelong  look  at  Eoger,  either  to 
enjoy  the  effect  she  was  producing  on  him,  or  to  see  what 
the  end  of  the  evening  was  to  be.  He,  understanding  the 
meaning  of  this  cunning  glance,  said  with  assumed  regret, 
"I  must  be  going.  I  have  a  serious  case  to  be  finished,  and 
I  am  expected  at  home.  Duty  before  all  things — don't  you 
think  so,  my  darling?" 

Caroline  looked  him  in  the  face  with  an  expression  at 
once  sad  and  sweet,  with  the  resignation  which  does  not, 
however,  disguise  the  pangs  of  a  sacrifice. 

"Good-by,  then,"  said  she.  "Go,  for  if  you  stay  an 
hour  longer  I  cannot  so  lightly  bear  to  set  you  free." 

"My  dearest,"  said  he  with  a  smile,  "I  have  three  days' 
holiday,  and  am  supposed  to  be  twenty  leagues  away  from 
Paris." 

A  few  days  after  this  anniversary  of  the  6th  of  May, 
Mademoiselle  de  Bellefeuille  hurried  off  one  morning  to  the 
Rue  Saint-Louis,  in  the  Marais,  only  hoping  she  might  not 
arrive  too  late  at  a  house  where  she  commonly  went  once  a 
week.  A  messenger  had  just  come  to  inform  her  that  her 
mother,  Madame  Crochard,  was  sinkmg  under  a  complication 
of  disorders  produced  by  constant  catarrh  and  rheumatism. 
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While  the  hackney  coach-driver  was  flogging  up  his 
horses  at  Caroline's  urgent  request,  supported  by  the  prom- 
ise of  a  handsome  present,  the  timid  old  women,  who  had 
been  Madame  Crochard's  friends  during  her  later  years, 
had  brought  a  priest  into  the  neat  and  comfortable  second- 
floor  rooms  occupied  by  the  old  widow.  Madame  Crochard's 
maid  did  not  know  that  the  pretty  lady  at  whose  house  her 
mistress  so  often  dined  was  her  daughter,  and  she  was  one 
of  the  first  to  suggest  the  services  of  a  confessor,  in  the  hope 
that  this  priest  might  be  at  least  as  useful  to  herself  as  to  the 
sick  woman.  Between  two  games  of  boston,  or  out  walking 
in  the  Jardiii  Turc,  the  old  beldames  with  whom  the  widow 
gossiped  all  day  had  succeeded  in  rousing  in  their  friend's 
stony  heart  some  scruples  as  to  her  former  life,  some  visions 
of  the  future,  some  fears  of  hell,  and  some  hopes  of  forgive- 
ness if  she  should  return  in  sincerity  to  a  religious  life.  So 
on  this  solemn  morning  three  ancient  females  had  settled 
themselves  in  the  drawing-room  where  Madame  Crochard 
was  "at  home"  every  Tuesday.  Each  in  turn  left  her  arm- 
chair to  go  to  the  poor  old  woman's  bedside  and  to  sit  with 
her,  giving  her  the  false  hopes  with  which  people  delude 
the  dying. 

At  the  same  time,  when  the  end  was  drawing  near,  when 
the  physician  called  in  the  day  before  would  no  longer  an- 
swer for  her  life,  the  three  dames  took  counsel  together  as  to 
whether  it  would  not  be  well  to  send  word  to  Mademoiselle 
de  Bellefeuille.  Frangoise  having  been  duly  informed,  it 
was  decided  that  a  commissionaire  should  go  to  the  Rue 
Taitbout  to  inform  the  young  relation  whose  influence  was 
so  disquieting  to  the  four  women;  still,  they  hoped  that  the 
Auvergnat  would  be  too  late  in  bringing  back  the  person 
who  so  certainly  held  the  first  place  in  the  widow  Crochard's 
affections.  The  widow,  evidently  in  the  enjoyment  of  a 
thousand  crowns  a  year,  would  not  have  been  so  fondly 
cherished  by  this  feminine  trio,  but  that  neither  of  them, 
nor  Frangoise  herself,  knew  of  her  having  any  heir.  The 
wealth  enjoyed  by  Mademoiselle  de  Bellefeuille,  whom  Ma- 
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dame  Crochard,  in  obedience  to  the  traditions  of  the  older 
opera,  never  allowed  herself  to  speak  of  by  the  affectionate 
name  of  daughter,  almost  justified  the  four  women  in  their 
scheme  of  dividing  among  themselves  the  old  woman''s 
"pickings." 

Presently  the  one  of  these  three  sibyls  who  kept  guard 
over  the  sick  woman  came  shaking  her  head  at  the  other 
anxious  two,  and  said:  "It  is  time  we  should  be  sending 
for  the  Abbe*  Fontanon.  In  another  two  hours  she  will 
neither  have  the  wit  nor  the  strength  to  write  a  line." 

Thereupon  the  toothless  old  cook  went  off,  and  returned 
with  a  man  wearing  a  black  gown.  A  low  forehead  showed 
a  small  mind  in  this  priest,  whose  features  were  mean;  his 
flabby,  fat  cheeks  and  double  chin  betrayed  the  easy-going 
egotist;  his  powdered  hair  gave  him  a  pleasant  look,  till  he 
raised  Ms  small,  brown  eyes,  prominent  under  a  flat  fore- 
head, and  not  unworthy  to  glitter  under  the  brows  of  a 
Tartar. 

"Monsieur  1'Abbd,"  said  Fran9oise,  "I  thank  you  for  all 
your  advice;  but,  believe  me,  I  have  taken  the  greatest  care 
of  the  dear  soul. ' ' 

But  the  servant,  with  her  dragging  step  and  woe-begone 
look,  was  silent  when  she  saw  that  the  door  of  the  apartment 
was  open,  and  that  the  most  insinuating  of  the  three  dowa- 
gers was  standing  on  the  landing  to  be  the  first  to  speak 
with  the  confessor.  When  the  priest  had  politely  faced  the 
honeyed  and  bigoted  broadside  of  words  fired  off  from  the 
widow's  three  friends,  he  went  into  the  sickroom  to  sit  by 
Madame  Crochard.  Decency,  and  some  sense  of  reserve, 
compelled  the  three  women  and  old  Fran9oise  to  remain  in 
the  sitting-room,  and  to  make  such  grimaces  of  grief  as  are 
possible  in  perfection  only  to  such  wrinkled  faces. 

"Oh,  is  it  not  ill-luck  1"  cried  Fran9oise,  heaving  a  sigh. 
"This  is  the  fourth  mistress  I  have  buried.  The  first  left  me 
a  hundred  francs  a  year,  the  second  a  sum  of  fifty  crowns, 
and  the  third  a  thousand  crowns  down.  After  thirty  years' 
service,  that  is  aU  I  have  to  call  my  own." 
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The  woman  took  advantage  of  her  freedom  to  come  and 
go,  to  slip  into  a  cupboard,  whence  she  could  hear  ihe  priest. 

"I  see  with  pleasure,  daughter,"  said  Fontanon,  "that 
you  have  pious  sentiments;  you  have  a  sacred  r«lic  round 
your  neck." 

Madame  Crochard,  with  a  feeble  vagueness  which  seemed 
to  show  that  she  had  not  all  her  wits  about  her,  pulled  out 
the  Imperial  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  The  priest 
started  back  at  seeing  the  Emperor's  head;  he  went  up  to 
the  penitent  again,  and  she  spoke  to  him,  but  in  such  a  low 
tone  that  for  some  minutes  Fran9oise  could  hear  nothing. 

"Woe  upon  me!"  cried  the  old  woman  suddenly.  "Do 
not  desert  me.  What,  Monsieur  I'Abbe*,  do  you  think  I 
shall  be  called  to  account  for  my  daughter's  soul?" 

The  Abbe*  spoke  too  low,  and  the  partition  was  too  thick 
for  Frangoise  to  hear  the  reply. 

"Alas!"  sobbed  the  woman,  "the  wretch  has  left  me 
nothing  that  I  can  bequeath.  When  he  robbed  me  of  my 
dear  Caroline,  he  parted  us,  and  only  allowed  me  three 
thousand  francs  a  year,  of  which  the  capital  belongs  to 
my  daughter." 

"Madame  has  a  daughter,  and  nothing  to  live  on  but 
an  annuity,"  shrieked  Fran9oise,  bursting  into  the  drawing- 
room. 

The  three  old  crones  looked  at  each  other  in  dismay. 
One  of  them,  whose  nose  and  chin  nearly  met  with  an  ex- 
pression that  betrayed  a  superior  type  of  hypocrisy  and  cun- 
ning, winked  her  eyes;  and  as  soon  as  Fran9oise's  back  was 
turned,  she  gave  her  friends  a  nod,  as  much  as  to  say,  "That 
slut  is  too  knowing  by  half;  her  name  has  figured  in  three 
wills  already." 

So  the  three  old  dames  sat  on. 

However,  the  Abbe*  presently  came  out,  and  at  a  word 
from  him  the  witches  scuttered  down  the  stairs  at  his  heels, 
leaving  Fran9oise  alone  with  her  mistress.  Madame  Cro- 
chard, whose  sufferings  increased  in  severity,  rang,  but  in 
vain,  for  this  woman,  who  only  called  out,  "Coming,  com- 
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ing — in  a  minute  I"  The  doors  of  cupboards  and  wardrobes 
were  slamming  as  though  FranQoise  were  hunting  high  and 
low  for  a  lost  lottery  ticket. 

Just  as  this  crisis  was  at  a  climax,  Mademoiselle  de  Belle- 
feuille  came  to  stand  by  her  mother's  bed,  lavishing  tender 
words  on  her. 

"Oh,  my  dear  mother,  how  criminal  I  have  beenl  You 
are  ill,  and  I  did  not  know  it;  my  heart  did  not  warn  me. 
However,  here  I  am — " 

"Caroline—" 

"What  is  it?" 

"They  fetched  a  priest—" 

"But  send  for  a  doctor,  bless  me  I"  cried  Mademoiselle 
de  Belief euille.  "Franchise,  a  doctor!  How  is  it  that  those 
ladies  never  sent  for  a  doctor?" 

"They  sent  for  a  priest — "  repeated  the  old  woman,  with 
a  gasp. 

"She  is  so  illl — and  no  soothing  draught,  nothing  on  her 
table!" 

The  mother  made  a  vague  sign,  which  Caroline's  watchful 
eye  understood,  for  she  was  silent  to  let  her  mother  speak. 

"They  brought  a  priest — to  hear  my  confession,  as  they 
said. — Beware,  Caroline!"  cried  the  old  woman  with  an  ef- 
fort, "the  priest  made  me  tell  him  your  benefactor's  name." 

"But  who  can  have  told  you,  poor  mother?" 

The  old  woman  died,  trying  to  look  knowingly  cunning. 
If  Mademoiselle  de  Bellefeuille  had  noted  her  mother's 
face,  she  might  have  seen  what  no  one  ever  will  see — 
Death  laughing. 

To  enter  into  the  interests  that  lay  beneath  this  introduc- 
tion to  my  tale,  we  must  for  a  moment  forget  the  actors  in 
it,  and  look  back  at  certain  previous  incidents,  of  which  the 
last  was  closely  concerned  with  the  death  of  Madame  Cro- 
chard.  The  two  parts  will  then  form  a  whole — a  story 
which,  by  a  law  peculiar  to  life  in  Paris,  was  made  up 
of  two  distinct  sets  of  actions. 
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Toward  the  close  of  the  month  of  November,  1805,  a 
young  barrister,  aged  about  six-and-twenty,  was  going  down 
the  stairs  of  the  hotel  where  the  High  Chancellor  of  the 
Empire  resided,  at  about  three  o'clock  one  morning.  Hav- 
ing reached  the  courtyard  in  full  evening  dress,  under  a 
keen  frost,  he  could  not  help  giving  vent  to  an  exclamation 
of  dismay— qualified,  however,  by  the  spirit  which  rarely 
deserts  a  Frenchman — at  seeing  no  hackney  coach  waiting 
outside  the  gates,  and  hearing  no  noises  such  as  arise  from 
the  wooden  shoes  or  harsh  voices  of  the  hackney-coachmen 
of  Paris.  The  occasional  pawing  of  the  horses  of  the  Chief- 
Justice's  carriage — the  young  man  having  left  him  still 
playing  bouillote  with  Cambace'r&s — alone  rang  out  in  the 
paved  court,  which  was  scarcely  lighted  by  the  carriage 
lamps.  Suddenly  the  young  lawyer  felt  a  friendly  hand 
on  his  shoulder,  and  turning  round,  found  himself  face  to 
face  with  the  Judge,  to  whom  he  bowed.  As  the  footman 
let  down  the  steps  of  his  carriage,  the  old  gentleman,  who 
had  served  the  Convention,  suspected  the  junior's  dilemma. 

"All  cats  are  gray  in  the  dark,"  said  he  good-humoredly. 
"The  Chief -Justice  cannot  compromise  himself  by  putting  a 
pleader  in  the  right  way!  Especially,"  he  went  on,  "when 
that  pleader  is  the  nephew  of  an  old  colleague,  one  of  the 
lights  of  the  grand  Council  of  State  which  gave  to  France 
the  Napoleonic  Code." 

At  a  gesture  from  the  chief  magistrate  of  France  under 
the  Empire,  the  foot-passenger  got  into  the  carriage. 

"Where  do  you  live?"  asked  the  great  man,  before  the 
footman  who  awaited  his  orders  had  closed  the  door. 

"Quai  des  Augustins,  Monseigneur." 

The  horses  started,  and  the  young  man  found  himself 
alone  with  the  Minister,  to  whom  he  had  vainly  tried  to 
speak  before  and  after  the  sumptuous  dinner  given  by  Cam- 
bace'res;  in  fact,  the  great  man  had  evidently  avoided  him 
throughout  the  evening. 

"Well,  Monsieur  de  Grauville,  you   are  on  the  high- 
road!" 
Vol.  C.  BALZAC— P 
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"So  long  as  I  sit  by  your  Excellency's  side — " 

"Nay,  I  am  not  jesting,"  said  the  Minister.  "You  were 
called  two  years  since,  and  your  defence  in  the  case  of 
Simeuse  and  Hauteserre  has  raised  you  high  in  your 
profession. ' ' 

"I  had  supposed  that  my  interest  in  those  unfortunate 
Emigres  had  done  me  no  good." 

"You  are  still  very  young,"  said  the  great  man  gravely. 
"But  the  High  Chancellor,"  he  went  on,  after  a  pause, 
"was  greatly  pleased  with  you  this  evening.  Get  a  judge- 
ship  in  the  lower  courts;  we  want  men.  The  nephew  of  a 
man  in  whom  Carnbace'res  and  I  take  great  interest  must  not 
remain  in  the  background  for  lack  of  encouragement.  Your 
uncle  helped  us  to  tide  over  a  very  stormy  season,  and  ser- 
vices of  that  kind  are  not  to  be  forgotten."  The  Minister 
sat  silent  for  a  few  minutes.  "Before  long,"  he  went  on,  "I 
shall  have  three  vacancies  open  in  the  Lower  Courts  and  in 
the  Imperial  Court  in  Paris.  Come  to  see  me,  and  take  the 
place  you  prefer.  Till  then  work  hard,  but  do  not  be  seen 
at  my  receptions.  In  the  first  place,  I  am  overwhelmed  with 
work;  and  besides  that,  your  rivals  may  suspect  your  pur- 
pose and  do  you  harm  with  the  patron.  Cambace'res  and  I, 
by  not  speaking  a  word  to  you  this  evening,  have  averted 
the  accusation  of  favoritism." 

As  the  great  man  ceased  speaking,  the  carriage  drew  up 
on  the  Quai  des  Augustins;  the  young  lawyer  thanked  his 
generous  patron  for  the  two  lifts  he  had  conferred  on  him, 
and  then  knocked  at  his  door  pretty  loudly,  for  the  bitter 
wind  blew  cold  about  his  calves.  At  last  the  old  lodge- 
keeper  pulled  up  the  latch;  and  as  the  young  man  passed 
his  window,  called  out  in  a  hoarse  voice,  "Monsieur  Gran- 
ville,  here  is  a  letter  for  you." 

The  young  man  took  the  letter,  and,  in  spite  of  the  cold, 
tried  to  identify  the  writing  by  the  gleam  of  a  dull  lamp  fast 
dying  out.  "From  my  father!"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  took 
his  bedroom  candle,  which  the  porter  at  last  had  lighted. 
And  he  ran  up  to  his  room  to  read  the  following  epistle: 
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"Set  off  by  the  next  mail;  and  if  you  can  get  here  soon 
enough,  your  fortune  is  made.  Mademoiselle  Angelique  Bon- 
terns  has  lost  her  sister ;  she  is  now  an  only  child ;  and,  as  we 
know,  she  does  not  hate  you.  Madame  Bontems  can  now  leave 
her  about  forty  thousand  francs  a  year,  besides  whatever  she 
may  give  her  when  she  marries.  I  have  prepared  the  way. 

"Our  friends  will  wonder  to  see  a  family  of  old  nobility 
allying  itself  to  the  Bontems ;  old  Bontems  was  a  red  repub- 
lican of  the  deepest  dye,  owning  large  quantities  of  the  na- 
tionalized land,  that  he  bought  for  a  mere  song.  But  he 
held  nothing  but  convent  lands,  and  the  monks  will  not 
come  back;  and  then,  as  you  have  already  so  far  dero- 
gated as  to  become  a  lawyer,  I  cannot  see  why  we  should 
shrink  from  a  further  concession  to  the  prevalent  ideas. 
The  girl  will  have  three  hundred  thousand  francs;  I  can 
give  you  a  hundred  thousand;  your  mother's  property 
must  be  worth  fifty  thousand  crowns,  more  or  less;  so  if 
you  choose  to  take  a  judgeship,  my  dear  son,  you  are  quite 
in  a  position  to  become  a  senator  as  much  as  any  other  man. 
My  brother-in-law  the  Councillor  of  State  will  not  indeed  lend 
you  a  helping-hand;  still,  as  he  is  not  married,  his  property 
will  some  day  be  yours,  and  if  you  are  not  senator  by  your 
own  efforts,  you  will  get  it  through  him.  Then  you  will 
be  perched  high  enough  to  look  on  at  events.  Farewell. 
Yours  affectionately." 

So  young  Granville  went  to  bed  full  of  schemes,  each 
fairer  than  the  last.  Under  the  powerful  protection  of  the 
High  Chancellor,  the  Chief-Justice,  and  his  mother's  brother 
— one  of  the  originators  of  the  Code — he  was  about  to  make 
a  start  in  a  coveted  position  before  the  highest  court  of  the 
Empire,  and  he  already  saw  himself  a  member  of  the  bench 
whence  Napoleon  selected  the  chief  functionaries  of  the 
realm.  He  could  also  promise  himself  a  fortune  handsome 
enough  to  keep  up  his  rank,  for  which  the  slender  income 
of  five  thousand  francs  from  an  estate  left  him  by  his  mother 
would  be  quite  insufficient. 
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To  crown  his  ambitious  dreams  with  a  vision  of  happi* 
ness,  he  called  up  the  guileless  face  of  Mademoiselle  Ange*- 
lique  Bontems,  the  companion  of  his  childhood.  Until  he 
came  to  boyhood  his  father  and  mother  had  made  no  objec- 
tion to  his  intimacy  with  their  neighbor's  pretty  little  daugh- 
ter; but  when,  during  his  brief  holiday  visits  to  Bayeux,  his 
parents,  who  prided  themselves  on  their  good  birth,  saw  what 
friends  the  young  people  were,  they  forbade  his  ever  think- 
ing of  her.  Thus  for  ten  years  past  Grranville  had  only 
had  occasional  glimpses  of  the  girl,  whom  he  still  some- 
times thought  of  as  "his  little  wife."  And  in  those  brief 
moments  when  they  met  free  from  the  active  watchfulness 
of  their  families,  they  had  scarcely  exchanged  a  few  vague 
civilities  at  the  church  door  or  in  the  street.  Their  hap- 
piest days  had  been  those  when,  brought  together  by  one 
of  those  country  festivities  known  in  Normandy  as  Assem- 
blees,  they  could  steal  a  glance  at  each  other  from  afar. 

In  the  course  of  the  last  vacation  Granville  had  twice 
seen  Angelique,  and  her  downcast  eyes  and  drooping  atti- 
tude had  led  him  to  suppose  that  she  was  crushed  by  some 
unknown  tyranny. 

He  was  off  by  seven  next  morning  to  the  coach  office  in 
the  Eue  Notre-Dame-des-Victoires,  and  was  so  lucky  as  to 
find  a  vacant  seat  in  the  diligence  then  starting  for  Caen. 

It  was  not  without  deep  emotion  that  the  young  lawyer 
saw  once  more  the  spires  of  the  cathedral  at  Bayeux.  As 
yet  no  hope  of  his  life  had  been  cheated,  and  his  heart 
swelled  with  the  generous  feelings  that  expand  in  the 
youthful  soul. 

After  the  too  lengthy  feast  of  welcome  prepared  by  his 
father,  who  awaited  him  with  some  friends,  the  impatient 
youth  was  conducted  to  a  house,  long  familiar  to  him, 
standing  in  the  Eue  Teinture.  His  heart  beat  high  when 
his  father — still  known  in  the  town  of  Bayeux  as  the 
Comte  de  Granville — knocked  loudly  at  a  carriage  gate  off 
which  the  green  paint  was  dropping  in  scales.  It  was  about 
four  in  the  afternoon.  A  young  maidservant,  in  a  cotton 
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cap,  dropped  a  short  courtesy  to  the  two  gentlemen,  and  said 
that  the  ladies  would  soon  be  home  from  vespers. 

The  Count  and  his  son  were  shown  into  a  low  room 
used  as  a  drawing-room,  but  more  like  a  convent  parlor. 
Polished  panels  of  dark  walnut  made  it  gloomy  enough, 
and  around  it  some  old-fashioned  chairs  covered  with 
worsted  work  and  stiff  armchairs  were  symmetrically  ar- 
ranged. The  stone  chimney-shelf  had  no  ornament  but  a 
discolored  mirror,  and  on  each  side  of  it  were  the  twisted 
branches  of  a  pair  of  candle-brackets,  such  as  were  made 
at  the  time  of  the  Peace  of  Utrecht.  Against  a  panel  op- 
posite, young  Granville  saw  an  enormous  crucifix  of  ebony 
and  ivory  surrounded  by  a  wreath  of  box  that  had  been 
blessed.  Though  there  were  three  windows  to  the  room, 
looking  out  on  a  country-town  garden,  laid  out  in  formal 
square  beds  edged  with  box,  the  room  was  so  dark  that  it 
was  difficult  to  discern,  on  the  wall  opposite  the  windows, 
three  pictures  of  sacred  subjects  painted  by  a  skilled  hand, 
and  purchased,  no  doubt,  during  the  Revolution  by  old 
Bontems,  who,  as  governor  of  the  district,  had  never  neg- 
lected his  opportunities.  From  the  carefully  polished  floor 
to  the  green  checked  holland  curtains  everything  shone  with 
conventual  cleanliness. 

The  young  man's  heart  felt  an  involuntary  chill  in  this 
silent  retreat  where  Ange*lique  dwelt.  The  habit  of  frequent- 
ing the  glittering  Paris  drawing-rooms,  and  the  constant  whirl 
of  society,  had  effaced  from  his  memory  the  dull  and  peace- 
ful surroundings  of  a  country  life,  and  the  contrast  was  so 
startling  as  to  give  him  a  sort  of  internal  shiver.  To  have 
just  left  a  party  at  the  house  of  Cambace'r&s,  where  life  was 
so  large,  where  minds  could  expand,  where  the  splendor  of 
the  Imperial  Court  was  so  vividly  reflected,  and  to  be  dropped 
suddenly  into  a  sphere  of  squalidly  narrow  ideas — was  it  not 
like  a  leap  from  Italy  into  Greenland? — "Living  here  is  not 
lifel"  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  looked  round  the  methodisti- 
cal  room.  The  old  Count,  seeing  his  son's  dismay,  went  up 
to  him,  and  taking  his  hand,  led  him  to  a  window,  where 
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there  was  still  a  gleam  of  daylight,  and  while  the  maid  was 
lighting  the  yellow  tapers  in  the  candle  branches  he  tried 
to  clear  away  the  clouds  that  the  dreary  place  had  brought 
to  his  brow. 

"Listen,  my  boy,"  said  he.  "Old  Bontems'  widow  is  a 
frenzied  bigot.  'When  the  devil  is  old'  you  know!  I  see 
that  the  place  goes  against  the  grain.  Well,  this  is  the 
whole  truth;  the  old  woman  is  priest-ridden;  they  have 
persuaded  her  that  it  was  high  time  to  make  sure  of 
heaven,  and  the  better  to  secure  Saint  Peter  and  his  keys 
she  pays  beforehand.  She  goes  to  Mass  every  day,  attends 
every  service,  takes  the  Communion  every  Sunday  God 
has  made,  and  amuses  herself  by  restoring  chapels.  She 
has  given  so  many  ornaments,  and  albs,  and  chasubles,  she 
has  crowned,  the  canopy  with  so  many  feathers,  that  on  the 
occasion  of  the  last  Corpus  Christi  procession  as  great  a 
crowd  came  together  as  to  see  a  man  hanged,  just  to  stare 
at  the  priests  in  their  splendid  dresses  and  all  the  vessels 
regilt.  This  house  too  is  a  sort  of  Holy  Land.  It  was  I 
who  hindered  her  from  giving  those  three  pictures  to  the 
Church — a  Domenichino,  a  Correggio,  and  an  Andrea  del 
Sarto*— worth  a  good  deal  of  money." 

"But  Angelique?"  asked  the  young  man. 

"If  you  do  not  marry  her,  Ange*lique  is  done  for,"  said 
the  Count.  "Our  holy  apostles  counsel  her  to  live  a  virgin 
martyr.  I  have  had  the  utmost  difficulty  in  stirring  up  her 
little  heart,  since  she  has  been  the  only  child,  by  talking  to 
her  of  you;  but,  as  you  will  easily  understand,  as  soon  as 
she  is  married  you  will  carry  her  off  to  Paris.  There,  fes- 
tivities, married  life,  the  theatres,  and  the  rush  of  Parisian 
society,  will  soon  make  her  forget  confessionals,  and  fasting, 
and  hair  shirts,  and  Masses,  which  are  the  exclusive  nourish- 
ment of  such  creatures." 

"But  the  fifty  thousand  francs  a  year  derived  from  Church 
property  ?  Will  not  all  that  return —  ?" 

"That  is  the  point!"  exclaimed  the  Count,  with  a  cun- 
ning glance.  "In  consideration  of  this  marriage — for  Ma- 
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dame  Bontems'  vanity  is  not  a  little  flattered  by  the  notion 
of  grafting  the  Bontems  on  to  the  genealogical  tree  of  the 
Granvilles — the  aforenamed  mother  agrees  to  settle  her  for- 
tune absolutely  on  the  girl,  reserving  only  a  life-interest. 
The  priesthood,  therefore,  are  set  against  the  marriage ;  but 
1  have  had  the  banns  published,  everything  is  ready,  and 
in  a  week  you  will  be  out  of  the  clutches  of  the  mother 
and  her  Abbe's.  You  will  have  the  prettiest  girl  in  Bayeux, 
a  good  little  soul  who  will  give  you  no  trouble,  because  she 
has  sound  principles.  She  has  been  mortified,  as  they  say 
in  their  jargon,  by  fasting  and  prayer — and,"  he  added  in. 
a  low  voice,  "by  her  mother." 

A  modest  tap  at  the  door  silenced  the  Count,  who  ex- 
pected to  see  the  two  ladies  appear.  A  little  page  came 
in,  evidently  in  a  great  hurry;  but,  abashed  by  the  pres- 
ence of  the  two  gentlemen,  he  beckoned  to  a  housekeeper, 
who  followed  him.  Dressed  in  a  blue  cloth  jacket  with 
short  tails,  and  blue-and-white  striped  trousers,  his  hair 
cut  short  all  round,  the  boy's  expression  was  that  of  a 
chorister,  so  strongly  was  it  stamped  with  the  compulsory 
propriety  that  marks  every  member  of  a  bigoted  household. 

"Mademoiselle  Gatienne,"  said  he,  "do  you  know  where 
the  books  are  for  the  offices  of  the  Virgin  ?  The  ladies  of 
the  Congregation  of  the  Sacred  Heart  are  going  in  proces- 
sion this  evening  round  the  church." 

Gatienne  went  in  search  of  the  books. 

1 '  Will  they  go  on  much  longer,  my  little  man  ?"  asked  the 
Count. 

"Oh,  half  an  hour  at  most." 

"Let  us  go  to  look  on,"  said  the  father  to  his  son. 
"There  will  be  some  pretty  women  there,  and  a  visit  to 
the  Cathedral  can  do  us  no  harm." 

The  young  lawyer  followed  him  with  a  doubtful  ex- 
pression. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  the  Count. 

"The  matter,  father,  is  that  I  am  sure  I  am  right." 

"But  you  have  said  nothing." 
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"No;  but  I  have  been  thinking  that  you  have  still  ten 
thousand  francs  a  year  left  of  your  original  fortune.  You 
will  leave  them  to  me — as  long  a  time  hence  as  possible,  I 
hope.  But  if  you  are  ready  to  give  me  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  to  make  a  foolish  match,  you  will  surely  allow  me 
to  ask  you  for  only  fifty  thousand  to  save  me  from  such  a 
misfortune,  and  enjoy  as  a  bachelor  a  fortune  equal  to  what 
your  Mademoiselle  Bontems  would  bring  me. ' ' 

"Are  you  crazy?" 

"No,  father.  These  are  the  facts.  The  Chief -Justice 
promised  me  yesterday  that  I  should  have  a  seat  on  the 
Bench.  Fifty  thousand  francs  added  to  what  I  have,  and 
to  the  pay  of  my  appointment,  will  give  me  an  income  of 
twelve  thousand  francs  a  year.  And  I  then  shall  most 
certainly  have  a  chance  of  marrying  a  fortune,  better  than 
this  alliance,  which  will  be  poor  in  happiness  if  rich  in 
goods." 

"It  is  very  clear,"  said  his  father,  "that  you  were  not 
brought  up  under  the  old  regime.  Does  a  man  of  our  rank 
ever  allow  his  wife  to  be  in  his  way  ?" 

"But,  my  dear  father,  in  these  days  marriage  is — " 

"Bless  me!"  cried  the  Count,  interrupting  his  son,  "then 
what  my  old  6migr6  friends  tell  me  is  true,  I  suppose.  The 
Revolution  has  left  us  habits  devoid  of  pleasure,  and  has  in- 
fected all  the  young  men  with  vulgar  principles.  You,  like 
my  Jacobin  brother-in-law,  will  harangue  me,  I  suppose,  on 
the  Nation,  Public  Morals,  and  Disinterestedness! — Good 
Heavens!  But  for  the  Emperor's  sisters,  where  should 
we  be?" 

The  still  hale  old  man,  whom  the  peasants  on  the  estate 
persisted  in  calling  the  Seigneur  de  Granville,  ended  his 
speech  as  they  entered  the  Cathedral  porch.  Jn  spite  of  the 
sanctity  of  the  place,  and  even  as  he  dipped  his  fingers  in 
the  holy  water,  he  hummed  an  air  from  the  opera  of  "Rose 
et  Colas,"  and  then  led  the  way  down  the  side  aisles,  stop- 
ping by  each  pillar  to  survey  the  rows  of  heads,  all  in  lines 
like  ranks  of  soldiers  on  parade. 
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The  special  service  of  the  Sacred  Heart  was  about  to  begin. 
The  ladies  affiliated  to  that  congregation  were  in  front  near 
the  choir,  so  the  Count  and  his  son  made  their  way  to  that 
part  of  the  nave,  and  stood  leaning  against  one  of  the  col- 
umns where  there  was  least  light,  whence  they  could  com- 
mand a  view  of  this  mass  of  faces,  looking  like  a  meadow 
full  of  flowers.  Suddenly,  close  to  young  Granville,  a  voice, 
sweeter  than  it  seemed  possible  to  ascribe  to  a  human  being, 
broke  into  song,  like  the  first  nightingale  when  winter  is 
past.  Though  it  mingled  with  the  voices  of  a  thousand 
other  women  and  the  notes  of  the  organ,  that  voice  stirred 
his  nerves  as  though  they  vibrated  to  the  too  full  and  too 
piercing  sounds  of  a  harmonium.  The  Parisian  turned 
round,  and,  seeing  a  young  figure,  though,  the  head  being 
bent,  her  face  was  entirely  concealed  by  a  large  white  bon- 
net, concluded  that  the  voice  was  hers.  He  fancied  that  he 
recognized  Angelique  in  spite  of  a  brown  merino  pelisse  that 
wrapped  her,  and  he  nudged  his  father's  elbow. 

"Yes,  there  she  is,"  said  the  Count,  after  looking  where 
his  son  pointed.  And  then,  by  an  expressive  glance,  he 
directed  his  attention  to  the  pale  face  of  an  elderly  woman 
who  had  already  detected  the  strangers,  though  her  false 
eyes,  deep  set  in  dark  circles,  did  not  seem  to  have  strayed 
from  the  prayer-book  she  held. 

Angdlique  raised  her  face,  gazing  at  the  altar  as  if  to 
inhale  the  heavy  scent  of  the  incense  that  came  wafted  in 
clouds  over  the  two  women.  And  then,  in  the  doubtful 
light  that  the  tapers  shed  down  the  nave,  with  that  of  a  cen- 
tral lamp  and  of  some  lights  round  the  pillars,  the  young 
man  beheld  a  face  which  shook  his  determination.  A  white 
watered-silk  bonnet  closely  framed  features  of  perfect  regu- 
larity, the  oval  being  completed  by  the  satin  ribbon  tie  that 
fastened  it  under  her  dimpled  chin.  Over  her  forehead,  very 
sweet  though  low,  hair  of  a  pale  gold  color  parted  in  two 
bands  and  fell  over  her  cheeks,  like  the  shadow  of  leaves  on 
a  flower.  The  arches  of  her  eyebrows  were  drawn  with  the 
accuracy  we  admire  in  the  best  Chinese  paintings.  Her  nose, 
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almost  aquiline  in  profile,  was  exceptionally  firmly  cut,  and 
her  lips  were  like  two  rosy  lines  lovingly  traced  with  a  deli- 
cate brush.  Her  eyes,  of  a  light  blue,  were  expressive  of 
innocence. 

Though  Granville  discerned  a  sort  of  rigid  reserve  in  this 
girlish  face,  he  could  ascribe  it  to  the  devotion  in  which 
Angelique  was  rapt.  The  solemn  words  of  prayer,  visible 
in  the  cold,  came  from  between  rows  of  pearls,  like  a  fragrant 
mist,  as  it  were.  The  young  man  involuntarily  bent  over 
her  a  little  to  breathe  this  diviner  air.  This  movement 
attracted  the  girl's  notice;  her  gaze,  raised  to  the  altar,  was 
diverted  to  Granville,  whom  she  could  see  but  dimly  in  the 
gloom;  but  she  recognized  him  as  the  companion  of  her 
youth,  and  a  memory  more  vivid  than  prayer  brought  a 
supernatural  glow  to  her  face;  she  blushed.  The  young 
lawyer  was  thrilled  with  joy  at  seeing  the  hopes  of  another 
life  overpowered  by  those  of  love,  and  the  glory  of  the  sanc- 
tuary eclipsed  by  earthly  reminiscences;  but  his  triumph  was 
brief.  Angdlique  dropped  her  veil,  assumed  a  calm  de- 
meanor, and  went  on  singing  without  letting  her  voice  betray 
the  least  emotion. 

Granville  was  a  prey  to  one  single  wish,  and  every 
thought  of  prudence  vanished.  By  the  time  the  service  was 
ended,  his  impatience  was  so  great  that  he  could  not  leave 
the  ladies  to  go  home  alone,  but  came  at  once  to  make  his 
bow  to  "his  little  wife."  They  bashfully  greeted  each  other 
in  the  Cathedral  porch  in  the  presence  of  the  congregation. 
Madame  Bontems  was  tremulous  with  pride  as  she  took  the 
Comte  de  Granville's  arm,  though  he,  forced  to  offer  it  in  the 
presence  of  all  the  world,  was  vexed  enough  with  his  son  for 
his  ill-advised  impatience. 

For  about  a  fortnight,  between  the  official  announcement 
of  the  intended  marriage  of  the  Vicomte  de  Granville  to 
Mademoiselle  Bontems  and  the  solemn  day  of  the  wedding, 
he  came  assiduously  to  visit  his  lady-love  in  the  dismal  draw- 
ing-room, to  which  he  became  accustomed.  His  long  calls 
were  devoted  to  watching  Angelique 's  character;  for  his 
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prudence,  happily,  had  made  itself  heard  again  the  day  after 
their  first  meeting.  He  always  found  her  seated  at  a  little 
table  of  some  West  Indian  wood,  and  engaged  in  marking 
the  linen  of  her  trousseau.  Ange'lique  never  spoke  first  on 
the  subject  of  religion.  If  the  young  lawyer  amused  himself 
with  fingering  the  handsome  rosary  that  she  kept  in  a  little 
green  velvet  bag,  if  he  laughed  as  he  looked  at  a  relic  such 
as  usually  is  attached  to  this  means  of  grace,  Ange'lique 
would  gently  take  the  rosary  out  of  his  hands  and  replace 
it  in  the  bag  without  a  word,  putting  it  away  at  once. 
When,  now  and  then,  Granville  was  so  bold  as  to  make 
mischievous  remarks  as  to  certain  religious  practices,  the 
pretty  girl  listened  to  him  with  the  obstinate  smile  of 
assurance. 

"You  must  either  believe  nothing,  or  believe  everything 
the  Church  teaches,"  she  would  say.  "Would  you  wish 
to  have  a  woman  without  religion  as  the  mother  of  your 
children? — No. — What  man  may  dare  judge  as  between 
disbelievers  and  God  ?  And  how  can  I  then  blame  what 
the  Church  allows?" 

Ange'lique  appeared  to  be  animated  by  such  fervent 
charity,  the  young  man  saw  her  look  at  him  with  such  per- 
feet  conviction,  that  he  sometimes  felt  tempted  to  embrace 
her  religious  views;  her  firm  belief  that  she  was  in  the  only 
right  road  aroused  doubts  in  his  mind,  which  she  tried  to 
turn  to  account. 

But  then  Granville  committed  the  fatal  blunder  of  mis- 
taking the  enchantment  of  desire  for  that  of  love.  Angelique 
was  so  happy  in  reconciling  the  voice  of  her  heart  with  that 
of  duty,  by  giving  way  to  a  liking  that  had  grown  up  with 
her  from  childhood,  that  the  deluded  man  could  not  discern 
which  of  the  two  spoke  the  louder.  Are  not  all  young  men 
ready  to  trust  the  promise  of  a  pretty  face  and  to  infer  beauty 
of  soul  from  beauty  of  feature?  An  indefinable  impulse 
leads  them  to  believe  that  moral  perfection  must  co-exist 
with  physical  perfection.  If  Ange'lique  had  not  been  at  lib- 
erty to  give  vent  to  her  sentiments,  they  would  soon  have 
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dried  up  in  her  heart  like  a  plant  watered  with  some  deadly 
acid.  How  should  a  lover  be  aware  of  bigotry  so  well 
hidden  ? 

This  was  the  course  of  young  Granville's  feelings  during 
that  fortnight,  devoured  by  him  like  a  book  of  which  the 
end  is  absorbing.  Angdlique,  carefully  watched  by  him, 
seemed  the  gentlest  of  creatures,  and  he  even  caught  himself 
feeling  grateful  to  Madame  Bontems,  who,  by  implanting  so 
deeply  the  principles  of  religion,  had  in  some  degree  inured 
her  to  meet  the  troubles  of  life. 

On  the  day  named  for  signing  the  inevitable  contract, 
Madame  Bontems  made  her  son-in-law  pledge  himself  sol- 
emnly to  respect  her  daughter's  religious  practices,  to  allow 
her  entire  liberty  of  conscience,  to  permit  her  to  go  to  com- 
munion, to  church,  to  confession  as  often  as  she  pleased,  and 
never  to  control  her  choice  of  priestly  advisers.  At  this 
critical  moment  Angelique  looked  at  her  future  husband 
with  such  pure  and  innocent  eyes  that  Granville  did  not 
hesitate  to  give  his  word.  A  smile  puckered  the  lips  of  the 
Abbe*  Fontanon,  a  pale  man,  who  directed  the  consciences 
of  this  household.  Mademoiselle  Bontems,  by  a  slight  nod, 
seemed  to  promise  that  she  would  never  take  an  unfair  ad- 
vantage of  this  freedom.  As  to  the  old  Count,  he  gently 
whistled  the  tune  of  an  old  song,  "Va-t-en  voir  s'ils  vien- 
nent"  ("Go  and  see  if  they  are  coming  on"!). 

A  few  days  after  the  wedding  festivities,  of  which  so 
much  is  thought  in  the  provinces,  Granville  and  his  wife 
went  to  Paris,  whither  the  young  man  was  recalled  by  his 
appointment  as  public  prosecutor  to  the  Supreme  Court  of 
the  Seine  circuit. 

When  the  young  couple  set  out  to  find  a  residence,  An- 
gelique  used  the  influence  that  the  honeymoon  gives  to  every 
wife  in  persuading  her  husband  to  take  a  large  apartment  in 
the  ground-floor  of  a  house  at  the  corner  of  the  Vieille  Eue 
du  Temple  and  the  Rue  Neuve  Saint-Frangois.  Her  chief 
reason  for  this  choice  was  that  the  house  was  close  to  the  Eue 
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d'Orle*ans,  where  there  was  a  church,  and  not  far  from  a 
small  chapel  in  the  Rue  Saint-Louis. 

44 A  good  housewife  provides  for  everything,"  said  her 
husband,  laughing. 

Ange'lique  pointed  out  to  him  that  this  part  of  Paris, 
known  as  the  Marais,  was  within  easy  reach  of  the  Palais  de 
Justice,  and  that  the  lawyers  they  knew  lived  in  the  neigh- 
borhood. A  fairly  large  garden  made  the  apartment  par- 
ticularly advantageous  to  a  young  couple;  the  children — if 
Heaven  should  send  them  any — could  play  in  the  open  air; 
the  courtyard  was  spacious,  and  there  were  good  stables. 

The  lawyer  wished  to  live  in  the  Chausse*e  d'Antin,  where 
everything  is  fresh  and  bright,  where  the  fashions  maybe 
seen  while  still  new,  where  a  well-dressed  crowd  throngs  the 
Boulevards,  and  the  distance  is  less  to  the  theatres  or  places 
of  amusement;  but  he  was  obliged  to  give  way  to  the  coax- 
ing ways  of  a  young  wife,  who  asked  this  as  his  first  favor; 
so,  to  please  her,  he  settled  in  the  Marais.  Granville's  duties 
required  him  to  work  hard — all  the  more,  because  they  were 
new  to  him — so  he  devoted  himself  in  the  first  place  to  fur- 
nishing his  private  study  and  arranging  his  books.  He  was 
soon  established  in  a  room  crammed  with  papers,  and  left 
the  decoration  of  the  house  to  his  wife.  He  was  all  the  bet- 
ter pleased  to  plunge  Ange'lique  into  the  bustle  of  buying 
furniture  and  fittings,  the  source  of  so  much  pleasure  and  of 
so  many  associations  to  most  young  women,  because  he  was 
rather  ashamed  of  depriving  her  of  his  comp.my  mere  often 
than  the  usages  of  early  married  life  require.  As  soon  as  his 
work  was  fairly  under  way,  he  gladly  allowed  his  wife  to 
tempt  him  out  of  his  study  to  consider  the  effect  of  furniture 
or  hangings,  which  he  had  before  only  seen  piecemeal  or 
unfinished. 

Jf  the  old  adage  is  true  that  says  a  woman  may  be  judged 
.of  from  her  front  door,  her  rooms  must  express  her  mind  with 
even  greater  fidelity.  Madame  de  Granville  had  perhaps 
stamped  the  various  things  she  had  ordered  with  the  seal 
of  her  own  character;  the  young  lawyer  was  certainly  startled 
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by  the  cold,  arid  solemnity  that  reigned  in  these  rooms;  he 
found  nothing  to  charm  his  taste;  everything  was  discordant, 
nothing  gratified  the  eye.  The  rigid  mannerism  that  pre- 
vailed in  the  sitting-room  at  Bayeux  had  invaded  his  home; 
the  broad  panels  were  hollowed  in  circles,  and  decorated  with 
those  arabesques  of  which  the  long,  monotonous  moldings 
are  in  such  bad  taste.  Anxious  to  find  excuses  for  his  wife, 
the  young  husband  began  again,  looking  first  at  the  long  and 
lofty  anteroom  through  which  the  apartment  was  entered. 
The  color  of  the  panels,  as  ordered  by  his  wife,  was  too 
heavy,  and  the  very  dark  green  velvet  used  to  cover  the 
benches  added  to  the  gloom  of  this  entrance — not,  to  be  sure, 
an  important  room,  but  giving  a  first  impression — just  as  we 
measure  a  man's  intelligence  by  his  first  address.  An  ante- 
room is  a  kind  of  preface  which  announces  what  is  to  follow, 
but  promises  nothing. 

The  young  husband  wondered  whether  his  wife  could 
really  have  chosen  the  lamp  of  an  antique  pattern,  which 
hung  in  the  centre  of  this  bare  hall,  the  pavement  of  black 
and  white  marble,  and  the  paper  in  imitation  of  blocks  of 
stone,  with  green  moss  on  them  in  places.  A  handsome, 
but  not  new,  barometer  hung  on  the  middle  of  one  of  the 
walls,  as  if  to  accentuate  the  void.  At  the  sight  of  it  all,  he 
looked  round  at  his  wife ;  he  saw  her  so  much  pleased  by  the 
red  braid  binding  to  the  cotton  curtains,  so  satisfied  with 
the  barometer  and  the  strictly  decent  statue  that  ornamented 
a  large  Gothic  stove,  that  he  had  not  the  barbarous  courage 
to  overthrow  such  deep  convictions.  Instead  of  blaming  his 
wife,  Granville  blamed  himself,  accusing'  himself  of  having 
failed  in  his  duty  of  guiding  the  first  steps  in  Paris  of  a  girl 
brought  up  at  Bayeux. 

From  this  specimen,  what  might  not  be  expected  of  the 
other  rooms?  What  was  to  be  looked  for  from  a  woman 
who  took  fright  at  the  bare  legs  of  a  Caryatid,  and  who 
would  not  look  at  a  chandelier  or  a  candlestick  if  she  saw  on 
it  the  nude  outlines  of  an  Egyptian  bust  ?  At  this  date  the 
school  of  David  was  at  the  height  of  its  glory ;  all  the  art  of 
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France  bore  the  stamp  of  his  correct  design  and  his  love 
of  antique  types,  which  indeed  gave  his  pictures  the  char- 
acter of  colored  sculpture.  But  none  of  these  devices  of  Im- 
perial luxury  found  civic  rights  under  Madame  de  Granville's 
roof.  The  spacious,  square  drawing-room  remained  as  it  had 
been  left  from  the  time  of  Louis  XV.,  in  white  and  tarnished 
gold,  lavishly  adorned  by  the  architect  with  checkered  lat- 
tice-work and  the  hideous  garlands  due  to  the  uninventive 
designers  of  the  time.  Still,  if  harmony  at  least  had  pre- 
vailed, if  the  furniture  of  modern  mahogany  had  but  assumed 
the  twisted  forms  of  which  Boucher's  corrupt  taste  first  set 
the  fashion,  Angelique's  room  would  only  have  suggested 
the  fantastic  contrast  of  a  young  couple  in  the  nineteenth 
century  living  as  though  they  were  in  the  eighteenth;  but 
a  number  of  details  were  in  ridiculous  discord.  The  con- 
soles, the  clocks,  the  candelabra,  were  decorated  with  the 
military  trophies  which  the  wars  of  the  Empire  commended 
to  the  affections  of  the  Parisians;  and  the  Greek  helmets,  the 
Roman  crossed  daggers,  and  the  shields  so  dear  to  military 
enthusiasm  that  they  were  introduced  on  furniture  of  the 
most  peaceful  uses,  had  no  fitness  side  by  side  with  the 
delicate  and  profuse  arabesques  that  delighted  Madame  de 
Pompadour. 

Bigotry  tends  to  an  indescribably  tiresome  kind  of  humil- 
ity which  does  not  exclude  pride.  Whether  from  modesty  or 
by  choice,  Madame  de  Granville  seemed  to  have  a  horror  of 
light  and  cheerful  colors;  perhaps,  too,  she  imagined  that 
brown  and  purple  beseemed  the  dignity  of  a  magistrate. 
How  could  a  girl  accustomed  to  an  austere  life  have  ad- 
mitted the  luxurious  divans  that  may  suggest  evil  thoughts, 
the  elegant  and  tempting  boudoirs  where  naughtiness  may 
be  imagined? 

The  poor  husband  was  in  despair.  From  the  tone  in 
which  he  approved,  only  seconding  the  praises  she  bestowed 
on  herself,  Angelique  understood  that  nothing  really  pleased 
him;  and  she  expressed  so  much  regret  at  her  want  of  suc- 
cess, that  Granville,  who  was  very  much  in  love,  regarded 
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her  disappointment  as  a  proof  of  her  affection  instead  of  re- 
sentment for  an  offence  to  her  self-conceit.  After  all,  could 
he  expect  a  girl  just  snatched  from  the  humdrum  of  country 
notions,  with  no  experience  of  the  niceties  and  grace  of  Paris 
life,  to  know  or  do  any  better?  Eather  would  he  believe 
that  his  wife's  choice  had  been  overruled  by  the  tradesmen 
than  allow  himself  to  own  the  truth.  If  he  had  been  less 
in  love,  he  would  have  understood  that  the  dealers,  always 
quick  to  discern  their  customers'  ideas,  had  blessed  Heaven 
for  sending  them  a  tasteless  little  bigot,  who  would  take 
their  old-fashioned  goods  off  their  hands.  So  he  comforted 
the  pretty  provincial. 

"Happiness,  dear  Angelique,  does  not  depend  on  a  more 
or  less  elegant  piece  of  furniture;  it  depends  on  the  wife's 
sweetness,  gentleness,  and  love." 

"Why,  it  is  my  duty  to  love  you,"  said  Angelique 
mildly,  "and  I  can  have  no  more  delightful  duty  to  carry 
out." 

Nature  has  implanted  in  the  heart  of  woman  so  great  a 
desire  to  please,  so  deep  a  craving  for  love,  that,  even  in 
a  youthful  bigot,  the  ideas  of  salvation  and  a  future  exist- 
ence must  give  way  to  the  happiness  of  early  married  life. 
And,  in  fact,  from  the  month  of  April,  when  they  were 
married,  till  the  beginning  of  winter,  the  husband  and  wife 
lived  in  perfect  union.  Love  and  hard  work  have  the  grace 
of  making  a  man  tolerably  indifferent  to  external  matters. 
Being  obliged  to  spend  half  the  day  in  court  fighting  for 
the  gravest  interests  of  men's  lives  or  fortunes,  Granville 
was  less  alive  than  another  might  have  been  to  certain  facts 
in  his  household. 

If,  on  a  Friday,  he  found  none  but  Lenten  fare,  and  by 
chanee  asked  for  a  dish  of  meat  without  getting  it,  his  wife, 
forbidden  by  the  Gospel  to  tell  a  lie,  could  still,  by  such 
subterfuges  as  are  permissible  in  the  interests  of  religion, 
cloak  what  was  premeditated  purpose  under  some  pretext 
of  her  own  carelessness  or  the  scarcity  in  the  market.  She 
would  often  exculpate  herself  at  the  expense  of  the  cook, 
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ami  even  go  so  far  as  to  scold  him.  At  that  time  young 
lawyers  did  not,  as  they  do  now,  keep  the  fasts  of  the 
Church,  the  four  rogation  seasons,  and  the  vigils  of  fes- 
tivals; so  Granville  was  not  at  first  aware  of  the  regular 
recurrence  of  these  Lenten  meals,  which  his  wife  took  care 
should  be  made  dainty  by  the  addition  of  teal,  moor  hen, 
and  fish-pies,  that  their  amphibious  meat  or  high  seasoning 
might  cheat  his  palate.  Thus  the  young  man  unconsciously 
lived  in  strict  orthodoxy,  and  worked  out  his  salvation  with- 
out knowing  it. 

On  week-days  he  did  not  know  whether  his  wife  went 
to  Mass  or  no.  On  Sundays,  with  very  natural  amiability, 
he  accompanied  her  to  church  to  make  up  to  her,  as  it  were, 
for  sometimes  giving  up  vespers  in  favor  of  his  company; 
he  could  not  at  first  fully  enter  into  the  strictness  of  his 
wife's  religious  views.  The  theatres  being  impossible  in 
summer  by  reason  of  the  heat,  Granville  had  not  even  the 
opportunity  of  the  great  success  of  a  piece  to  give  rise  to 
the  serious  question  of  playgoing.  And,  in  short,  at  the 
early  stage  of  a  union  to  which  a  man  has  been  led  by  a 
young  girl's  beauty,  he  can  hardly  be  exacting  as  to  his 
amusements.  Youth  is  greedy  rather  than  dainty,  and  pos- 
session has  a  charm  in  itself.  How  should  he  be  keen  to 
note  coldness,  dignity,  and  reserve  in  the  woman  to  whom 
he  ascribes  the  excitement  he  himself  feels,  and  lends  the 
glow  of  the  fire  that  burns  within  him?  He  must  have 
attained  a  certain  conjugal  calm  before  he  discovers  that 
a  bigot  sits  waiting  for  love  with  her  arms  folded. 

Granville,  therefore,  believed  himself  happy  till  a  fatal 
event  brought  its  influence  to  bear  on  his  married  life.  In 
the  month  of  November,  1808,  the  Canon  of  Bayeux  Cathe- 
dral, who  had  been  the  keeper  of  Madame  Bontems'  con- 
science and  her  daughter's,  carne  to  Paris,  spurred  by  the 
ambition  to  be  at  the  head  of  a  church  in  the  capital — a 
position  which  he  regarded  perhaps  as  the  stepping-stone 
to  a  bishopric.  On  resuming  his  former  control  of  this 
wandering  lamb,  he  was  horrified  to  find  her  already  so 
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much  deteriorated  by  the  air  of  Paris,  and  strove  to  reclaim 
her  to  his  chilly  fold.  Frightened  by  the  exhortations  of 
this  priest,  a  man  of  about  eight-and-thirty,  who  brought 
with  him,  into  the  circle  of  the  enlightened  and  tolerant 
Paris  clergy,  the  bitter  provincial  Catholicism  and  the  in- 
flexible bigotry  which  fetter  timid  souls  with  endless  exac- 
tions, Madame  de  Granville  did  penance  and  returned  from 
her  Jansenist  errors. 

It  would  be  tiresome  to  describe  minutely  all  the  circum- 
stances which  insensibly  brought  disaster  on  this  household ; 
it  will  be  enough  to  relate  the  simple  facts  without  giving 
them  in  strict  order  of  time. 

The  first  misunderstanding  between  the  young  couple 
was,  however,  a  serious  one. 

When  Granville  took  his  wife  into  society  she  never 
declined  solemn  functions,  such  as  dinners,  concerts,  or 
parties  given  by  the  Judges  superior  to  her  husband  in  the 
legal  profession ;  but  for  a  long  time  she  constantly  excused 
herself  on  the  plea  of  a  sick  headache  when  they  were  in- 
vited to  a  ball.  One  day  Granville,  out  of  patience  with 
these  assumed  indispositions,  destroyed  a  note  of  invitation 
to  a  ball  at  the  house  of  a  Councillor  of  State,  and  gave  his 
wife  only  a  verbal  invitation.  Then,  on  the  evening,  her 
health  being  quite  above  suspicion,  he  took  her  to  a  mag- 
nificent entertainment. 

"My  dear,"  said  he,  on  their  return  home,  seeing  her 
wear  an  offensive  air  of  depression,  "your  position  as  a 
wife,  the  rank  you  hold  in  society,  and  the  fortune  you  en- 
joy, impose  on  you  certain  duties  of  which  no  divine  law 
can  relieve  you.  Are  you  not  your  husband's  pride  ?  You 
are  required  to  go  to  balls  when  I  go,  and  to  appear  in  a 
becoming  manner." 

"And  what  is  there,  my  dear,  so  disastrous  in  my 
dress?" 

"It  is  your  manner,  my  dear.  When  a  young  man  comes 
up  to  speak  to  you,  you  look  so  serious  that  a  spiteful  per- 
son might  believe  you  doubtful  of  your  own  virtue.  You 
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geem  to  fear  lest  a  smile  should  undo  you.  You  really  look 
as  if  you  were  asking  forgiveness  of  God  for  the  sins  that 
may  be  committed  around  you.  The  world,  my  dearest,  is 
not  a  convent. — But,  as  you  have  mentioned  your  dress,  I 
may  confess  to  you  that  it  is  no  less  a  duty  to  conform  to 
the  customs  and  fashions  of  Society." 

"Do  you  wish  that  I  should  display  my  shape  like  those 
indecent  women  who  wear  gowns  so  low  that  impudent  eyes 
can  stare  at  their  bare  shoulders  and  their — " 

"There  is  a  difference,  my  dear,"  said  her  husband,  inter- 
rupting her,  "between  uncovering  your  whole  bust  and  giv- 
ing some  grace  to  your  dress.  You  wear  three  rows  of  net 
frills  that  cover  your  throat  up  to  your  chin.  You  look  as 
if  you  had  desired  your  dressmaker  to  destroy  the  graceful 
line  of  your  shoulders  and  bosom  with  as  much  care  as  a 
coquette  would  devote  to  obtaining  from  hers  a  bodice  that 
might  emphasize  her  covered  form.  Your  bust  is  wrapped 
in  so  many  folds  that  every  one  was  laughing  at  your  affec- 
tation of  prudery.  You  would  be  really  grieved  if  I  were  to 
repeat  the  ill-natured  remarks  made  on  your  appearance." 

"Those  who  admire  such  obscenity  will  not  have  to  bear 
the  burden  if  we  sin,"  said  the  lady  tartly. 

"And  you  did  not  dance?"  asked  Granville. 

"I  shall  never  dance,"  she  replied. 

"If  I  tell  you  that  you  ought  to  dance!"  said  her  husband 
sharply.  "Yes,  you  ought  to  follow  the  fashions,  to  wear 
flowers  in  your  hair,  and  diamonds.  Remember,  my  dear, 
that  rich  people — and  we  are  rich — are  obliged  to  keep  up 
luxury  in  the  State.  Is  it  not  far  better  to  encourage  man- 
ufacturers than  to  distribute  money  in  the  form  of  alms 
through  the  medium  of  the  clergy?" 

"You  talk  as  a  statesman!"  said  Angelique. 

"And  you  as  a  priest,"  he  retorted. 

The  discussion  was  bitter.  Madame  de  Granville's  an- 
swers, though  spoken  very  sweetly  and  in  a  voice  as  clear 
as  a  church  bell,  showed  an  obstinacy  that  betrayed  priestly 
influence.  When  she  appealed  to  the  rights  secured  to  her 
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by  Granville's  promise,  she  added  that  her  director  specially 
forbade  her  going  to  balls;  then  her  husband  pointed  out  to 
her  that  the  priest  was  overstepping  the  regulations  of  the 
Church. 

This  odious  theological  dispute  was  renewed  with  great 
violence  and  acerbity  on  both  sides  when  Granville  pro- 
posed to  take  his  wife  to  the  play.  Finally,  the  lawyer, 
whose  sole  aim  was  to  defeat  the  pernicious  influence  ex- 
erted over  his  wife  by  her  old  coafessor,  placed  the  ques- 
tion on  such  a  footing  that  Madame  de  Granville,  in  a  spirit 
of  defiance,  referred  it  by  writing  to  the  Court  of  Rome, 
asking  in  so  many  words  whether  a  woman  could  wear  low 
gowns  and  go  to  the  play  and  to  balls  without  compromising 
her  salvation. 

The  reply  of  the  venerable  Pope  Pius  VII.  came  at 
once,  strongly  condemning  the  wife's  recalcitrancy  and 
blaming  the  priest.  This  letter,  a  chapter  on  conjugal  du- 
ties, might  have  been  dictated  by  the  spirit  of  F^nelon, 
whose  grace  and  tenderness  pervaded  every  line. 

"A  wife  is  right  to  go  wherever  her  husband  may  take 
her.  Even  if  she  sins  by  his  command,  she  will  not  be 
ultimately  held  answerable."  These  two  sentences  of  the 
Pope's  homily  only  made  Madame  de  Granville  and  her 
director  accuse  him  of  irreligion. 

But  before  this  letter  had  arrived,  Granville  had  discov- 
ered the  strict  observance  of  fast  days  that  his  wife  forced 
upon  him,  and  gave  his  servants  orders  to  serve  him  with 
meat  every  day  in  the  year.  However  much  annoyed  his 
wife  might  be  by  these  commands,  Granville,  who  cared  not 
a  straw  for  such  indulgence  or  abstinence,  persisted  with 
manly  determination. 

Is  it  not  an  offence  to  the  weakest  creature  that  can  think 
at  all  to  be  compelled  to  do,  by  the  will  of  another,  anything 
that  he  would  otherwise  have  done  simply  of  his  own  ac- 
cord? Of  all  forms  of  tyranny,  the  most  odious  is  that 
which  constantly  robs  the  soul  of  the  merit  of  its  thoughts 
and  deeds.  It  has  to  abdicate  without  having  reigned.  The 
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word  we  are  readiest  to  speak,  the  feelings  we  most  love  to 
express,  die  when  we  are  commanded  to  utter  them. 

Ere  long  the  young  man  ceased  to  invite  his  friends,  to 
give  parties  or  dinners;  the  house  might  have  been  shrouded 
in  crape.  A  house  where  the  mistress  is  a  bigot  has  an  at- 
mosphere of  its  own.  The  servants,  who  are,  of  course, 
under  her  immediate  control,  are  chosen  among  a  class  who 
call  themselves  pious,  and  who  have  an  unmistakable  phys- 
iognomy. Just  as  the  jolliest  fellow  alive,  when  he  joins 
the  gendarmerie,  has  the  countenance  of  a  gendarme,  so  those 
who  give  themselves  over  to  the  practices  of  devotion  ac- 
quire a  uniform  expression ;  the  habit  of  lowering  their  eyes 
and  preserving  a  sanctimonious  mien  clothes  them  in  a  livery 
of  hypocrisy  which  rogues  can  affect  to  perfection. 

And  besides,  bigots  constitute  a  sort  of  republic;  they 
all  know  each  other;  the  servants  they  recommend  and 
hand  on  from  one  to  another  are  a  race  apart,  and  pre- 
served by  them,  as  horse-breeders  will  admit  no  animal 
into  their  stables  that  has  not  a  pedigree.  The  more  the 
impious — as  they  are  thought — come  to  understand  a  house- 
hold of  bigots,  the  more  they  perceive  that  everything  is 
stamped  with  an  indescribable  squalor;  they  find  there,  at 
the  same  time,  an  appearance  of  avarice  and  mystery,  as  in 
a  miser's  home,  and  the  dank  scent  of  cold  incense  which 
gives  a  chill  to  the  stale  atmosphere  of  a  chapel.  This 
methodical  meanness,  this  narrowness  of  thought,  which  -is 
visible  in  every  detail,  can  only  be  expressed  by  one  word 
— Bigotry.  In  these  sinister  and  pitiless  houses  Bigotry  is 
written  on  the  furniture,  the  prints,  the  pictures;  speech 
is  bigoted,  the  silence  is  bigoted,  the  faces  are  those  of 
bigots.  The  transformation  of  men  and  things  into  bigotry 
is  an  inexplicable  mystery,  but  the  fact  is  evident.  Every- 
body can  see  that  bigots  do  not  walk,  do  not  sit,  do  not 
speak,  as  men  of  the  world  walk,  sit,  and  speak.  Under 
their  roof  every  one  is  ill  at  ease,  no  one  laughs,  stiffness 
and  formality  infect  everything,  from  the  mistress's  cap 
down  to  her  pin-cushion;  eyes  are  not  honest,  the  folk 
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move  like  shadows,  and  the  lady  of  the  house  seems  perched 
on  a  throne  of  ice. 

One  morning  poor  Granville  discerned  with  grief  and 
pain  that  all  the  symptoms  of  bigotry  had  invaded  his 
home.  There  are  in  the  world  different  spheres  in  which 
the  same  effects  are  seen  though  produced  by  dissimilar 
causes.  Dulness  hedges  such  miserable  homes  round  with 
walls  of  brass,  inclosing  the  horrors  of  the  desert  and  the 
infinite  void.  The  home  is  not  so  much  a  tomb  as  that  far 
worse  thing — a  convent.  In  the  centre  of  this  icy  sphere 
the  lawyer  could  study  his  wife  dispassionately.  He  ob- 
served, not  without  keen  regret,  the  narrow-mindedness  that 
stood  confessed  in  the  very  way  that  her  hair  grew,  low  on 
the  forehead,  which  was  slightly  depressed;  he  discovered 
in  the  perfect  regularity  of  her  features  a  certain  set  rigidity 
which  before  long  made  him  hate  the  assumed  sweetness 
that  had  bewitched  him.  Intuition  told  him  that  one  day 
of  disaster  those  thin  lips  might  say,  "My  dear,  it  is  for 
your  good!" 

Madame  de  Granville's  complexion  was  acquiring  a  dull 
pallor  and  an  austere  expression  that  were  a  kill -joy  to  all 
who  came  near  her.  Was  this  change  wrought  by  the  as- 
cetic habits  of  a  pharisaism  which  is  not  piety  any  more 
than  avarice  is  economy  ?  It  would  be  hard  to  say. 
Beauty  without  expression  is  perhaps  an  imposture.  The 
imperturbable  set  smile  that  the  young  wife  always  wore 
when  she  looked  at  Granville  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  Jesu- 
itical formula  of  happiness,  by  which  she  thought  to  sat- 
isfy all  the  requirements  of  married  life.  Her  charity  was 
an  offence,  her  soulless  beauty  was  monstrous  to  those  who 
knew  her;  the  mildness  of  her  speech  was  an  irritation:  she 
acted,  not  on  feeling,  but  on  duty. 

There  are  faults  which  may  yield  in  a  wife  to  the  stern 
lessons  of  experience,  or  to  a  husband's  warnings;  but 
nothing  can  counteract  false  ideas  of  religion.  An  eter- 
nity of  happiness  to  be  won,  set  in  the  scale  against 
worldly  enjoyment,  triumphs  over  everything  and  makes 
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every  pang  endurable.  Is  it  not  the  apotheosis  of  ego- 
tism, of  Self  beyond  the  grave  ?  Thus  even  the  Pope  was 
censured  at  the  tribunal  of  the  priest  and  the  young  devo- 
tee. To  be  always  in  the  right  is  a  feeling  which  absorbs 
every  other  in  these  tyrannous  souls. 

For  some  time  past  a  secret  struggle  had  been  going  on 
between  the  ideas  of  the  husband  and  wife,  and  the  young 
man  was  soon  weary  of  a  battle,  to  which  there  could  be  no 
end.  What  man,  what  temper,  can  endure  the  sight  of  a 
hypocritically  affectionate  face  and  categorical  resistance 
to  his  slightest  wishes  ?  What  is  to  be  done  with  a  wife 
who  takes  advantage  of  his  passion  to  protect  her  cold- 
ness, who  seems  determined  on  being  blandly  inexorable, 
prepares  herself  ecstatically  to  play  the  martyr,  and  looks 
on  her  husband  as  a  scourge  from  God,  a  means  of  flagel- 
lation that  may  spare  her  the  fires  of  purgatory  ?  W  hat 
picture  can  give  an  idea  of  these  women  who  make  virtue 
hateful  by  defying  the  gentle  precepts  of  that  faith  which 
Saint  John  epitomized  in  the  words,  "Love  one  another"? 

If  there  was  a  bonnet  to  be  found  in  a  milliner's  shop 
that  was  condemned  to  remain  in  the  window,  or  to  be 
packed  off  to  the  colonies,  Granville  was  certain  to  see  it 
on  his  wife's  head;  if  a  material  of  bad  color  or  hideous 
design  were  to  be  found,  she  would  select  it.  These  hap- 
less bigots  are  heartbreaking  in  their  notions  of  dress. 
Want  of  taste  is  a  defect  inseparable  from  false  pietism. 

And  so,  in  the  home  life  that  needs  the  fullest  sym- 
pathy, Granville  had  no  true  companionship.  He  went 
out  alone  to  parties  and  the  theatres.  Nothing  in  his 
house  appealed  to  him.  A  huge  crucifix  that  hung  be- 
tween his  bed  and  Angdlique's  seemed  figurative  of  his 
destiny.  Does  it  not  represent  a  murdered  Divinity,  a 
Man-God,  done  to  death  in  all  the  prime  of  life  and 
beauty  ?  The  ivory  of  that  cross  was  less  cold  than 
Angdlique  crucifying  her  husband  under  the  plea  of 
virtue.  This  it  was  that  lay  at  the  root  of  their  woes; 
the  young  wife  saw  nothing  but  duty  where  she  should 
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have  given  love.  Here,  one  Ash  Wednesday,  rose  the 
pale  and  spectral  form  of  Fasting  in  Lent,  of  Total  Absti- 
nence, commanded  in  a  severe  tone — and  Granville  did  not 
deem  it  advisable  to  write  in  his  turn  to  the  Pope  and  take 
the  opinion  of  the  Consistory  on  the  proper  way  of  observ- 
ing Lent,  the  Ember  days,  and  the  eve  of  great  festivals. 

His  misfortune  was  too  great!  He  could  not  even  com- 
plain, for  what  could  he  say  ?  He  had  a  pretty  young  wife 
attached  to  her  duties,  virtuous — nay,  a  model  of  all  the  vir- 
tues. She  had  a  child  every  year,  nursed  them  herself,  and 
brought  them  up  in  the  highest  principles.  Being  charitable, 
Angelique  was  promoted  to  rank  as  an  angel.  The  old  women 
who  constituted  the  circle  in  which  she  moved — for  at  that 
time  it  was  not  yet  "the  thing"  for  young  women  to  be  re- 
ligious as  a  matter  of  fashion — all  admired  Madame  de  Gran- 
ville's  piety,  and  regarded  her,  not  indeed  as  a  virgin,  but  as 
a  martyr.  They  blamed  not  the  wife's  scruples,  but  the  bar- 
barous philoprogenitiveness  of  the  husband. 

Granville,  by  insensible  degrees,  overdone  with  work,  be- 
reft of  conjugal  consolations,  and  weary  of  a  world  in  which 
he  wandered  alone,  by  the  time  he  was  two-and-thirty  had 
sunk  into  the  Slough  of  Despond.  He  hated  life.  Having 
too  lofty  a  notion  of  the  responsibilities  imposed  on  him  by 
his  position  to  set  the  example  of  a  dissipated  life,  he  tried 
to  deaden  feeling  by  hard  study,  and  began  a  great  book 
on  Law. 

But  he  was  not  allowed  to  enjoy  the  monastic  peace  he 
had  hoped  for.  When  the  celestial  Angelique  saw  him  de- 
sert worldly  society  to  work  at  home  with  such  regularity, 
she  tried  to  convert  him.  It  had  been  a  real  sorrow  to  her 
to  know  that  her  husband's  opinions  were  not  strictly  Chris- 
tian ;  and  she  sometimes  wept  as  she  reflected  that  if  her  hus- 
band should  die  it  would  be  in  a  state  of  final  impenitence,  so 
that  she  could  not  hope  to  snatch  him  from  the  eternal  fires 
of  Hell.  Thus  Granville  was  the  mark  for  the  mean  ideas, 
the  vacuous  arguments,  the  narrow  views  by  which  his 
wife — fancying  she  had  achieved  the  first  victory — tried 


A  SECOND   HOME  .          385 

to  gain  a  second  by  bringing  him  back  within  the  pale  of 
the  Church. 

This  was  the  last  straw.  What  can  be  more  intolerable 
than  the  blind  struggle  in  which  the  obstinacy  of  a  bigot 
tries  to  meet  the  acumen  of  a  lawyer?  What  more  terrible 
to  endure  than  the  acrimonious  pin-pricks  to  which  a  pas- 
sionate soul  prefers  a  dagger- thr ust  ?  Granville  neglected 
his  home.  Everything  there  was  unendurable.  His  chil- 
dren, broken  by  their  mother's  frigid  despotism,  dared  not 
go  with  him  to  the  play;  indeed,  Granville  could  never 
give  them  any  pleasure  without  bringing  down  punishment 
from  their  terrible  mother.  His  loving  nature  was  weaned 
to  indifference,  to  a  selfishness  worse  than  death.  His  boys, 
indeed,  he  saved  from  this  hell  by  sending  them  to  school  at 
an  early  age,  and  insisting  on  his  right  to  train  them.  He 
rarely  interfered  between  his  wife  and  her  daughters;  but 
he  was  resolved  that  they  should  marry  as  soon  as  they 
were  old  enough. 

Even  if  he  had  wished  to  take  violent  measures,  he  could 
have  found  no  justification;  his  wife,  backed  by  a  formidable 
army  of  dowagers,  would  have  had  him  condemned  by  the 
whole  world.  Thus  Granville  had  no  choice  but  to  live  in 
complete  isolation;  but,  crushed  under  the  tyranny  of  misery, 
he  could  not  himself  bear  to  see  how  altered  he  was  by  grief  and 
toil.  And  he  dreaded  any  connection  or  intimacy  with  women 
of  the  world,  having  no  hope  of  finding  any  consolation. 

The  improving  history  of  this  melancholy  household 
gave  rise  to  no  events  worthy  of  record  during  the  fifteen 
years  between  1806  and  1825.  Madame  de  Granville  was 
exactly  the  same  after  losing  her  husband's  affection  as  she 
had  been  during  the  time  when  she  called  herself  happy. 
She  paid  for  Masses,  beseeching  God  and  the  Saints  to  en- 
lighten her  as  to  what  the  faults  were  which  displeased  her 
husband,  and  to  show  her  the  way  to  restore  the  erring 
sheep;  but  the  more  fervent  her  prayers,  the  less  was  Gran- 
ville to  be  seen  at  home. 
Vol.  a  BALZAC— Q 
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For  about  five  years  now,  having  achieved  a  high  posi- 
tion as  a  judge,  Granville  had  occupied  the  entresol  of  the 
house  to  avoid  living  with  the  Comtesse  de  Granville. 
Every  morning  a  little  scene  took  place,  which,  if  evil 
tongues  are  to  be  believed,  is  repeated  in  many  house- 
holds as  the  result  of  incompatibility  of  temper,  of  moral 
or  physical  malady,  or  of  antagonisms  leading  to  such  dis- 
aster as  is  recorded  in  this  history.  At  about  eight  in  the 
morning  a  housekeeper,  bearing  no  small  resemblance  to  a 
nun,  rang  at  the  Comte  de  Granville's  door.  Admitted  to 
the  room  next  to  the  Judge's  study,  she  always  repeated 
the  same  message  to  the  footman,  and  always  in  the  same 
tone:  "Madame  would  be  glad  to  know  whether  Monsieur 
le  Comte  has  had  a  good  night,  and  if  she  is  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  his  company  at  breakfast. ' ' 

"Monsieur  presents  his  compliments  to  Madame  la  Com- 
tesse," the  valet  would  say,  after  speaking  with  his  master, 
"and  begs  her  to  hold  him  excused;  important  business  com- 
pels him  to  be  in  court  this  morning." 

A  minute  later  the  woman  reappeared  and  asked  on  Ma- 
dame's  behalf  whether  she  would  have  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing Monsieur  le  Comte  before  he  went  out. 

"He  is  gone,"  was  always  the  reply,  though  often  his  car- 
riage was  still  waiting. 

This  little  dialogue  by  proxy  became  a  daily  ceremonial. 
Granville's  servant,  a  favorite  with  his  master  and  the  cause 
of  more  than  one  quarrel  over  his  irreligious  and  dissipated 
conduct,  would  even  go  into  his  master's  room,  as  a  matter 
of  form,  when  the  Count  was  not  there,  and  come  back  with 
the  same  formula  in  reply. 

The  aggrieved  wife  was  always  on  the  watch  for  her  hus- 
band's return,  and  standing  on  the  steps  so  as  to  meet  him 
like  an  embodiment  of  remorse.  The  petty  aggressiveness 
which  lies  at  the  root  of  the  monastic  temper  was  the  foun- 
dation of  Madame  de  Granville's;  she  was  now  five-and- 
thirty,  and  looked  forty.  When  the  Count  was  compelled 
by  decency  to  speak  to  his  wife  or  to  dine  at  home,  she  was 
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only  too  well  pleased  to  inflict  her  company  npon  him,  with 
her  acid-sweet  remarks  and  the  intolerable  dulness  of  her 
narrow-minded  circle,  and  she  tried  to  put  him  in  the 
wrong  before  the  servants  and  her  charitable  friends. 

"When,  at  this  time,  the  post  of  President  in  a  provincial 
court  was  offered  to  the  Comte  de  Granville,  who  was  in  high 
favor,  he  begged  to  be  allowed  to  remain  in  Paris.  This  re- 
fusal, of  which  the  Keeper  of  the  Seals  alone  knew  the  rea- 
sons, gave  rise  to  extraordinary  conjectures  on  the  part  of 
the  Countess's  intimate  friends  and  of  her  director.  Gran- 
ville, a  rich  man  with  a  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year, 
belonged  to  one  of  the  first  families  of  Normandy.  His 
appointment  to  be  Presiding  Judge  would  have  been  the 
stepping-stone  to  a  peer's  seat;  whence  this  strange  lack 
of  ambition?  Why  had  he  given  up  his  great  book  on 
Law  ?  What  was  the  meaning  of  the  dissipation  which 
for  nearly  six  years  had  made  him  a  stranger  to  his  home, 
his  family,  his  study,  to  all  he  ought  to  hold  dear?  The 
Countess's  confessor,  who  based  his  hopes  of  a  bishopric 
quite  as  much  on  the  families  he  governed  as  on  the  ser- 
vices he  rendered  to  an  association  of  which  he  was  an 
ardent  propagator,  was  much  disappointed  by  Granville's 
refusal,  and  tried  to  insinuate  calumnious  explanations: 
"If  Monsieur  le  Comte  had  such  an  objection  to  provin- 
cial life,  it  was  perhaps  because  he  dreaded  finding  himself 
under  the  necessity  of  leading  a  regular  life,  compelled  to 
set  an  example  of  moral  conduct,  and  to  live  with  the 
Countess,  from  whom  nothing  could  have  alienated  him 
but  some  illicit  connection;  for  how  could  a  woman  so 
pure  as  Madame  de  Granville  ever  tolerate  the  disorderly 
life  into  which  her  husband  had  drifted?"  The  sancti- 
monious women  accepted  as  facts  these  hints,  which 
unluckily  were  not  merely  hypothetical,  and  Madame  de 
Granville  was  stricken  as  by  a  thunderbolt. 

Angelique,  knowing  nothing  of  the  world,  of  love  and 
its  follies,  was  so  far  from  conceiving  of  any  conditions  of 
married  life  unlike  those  that  had  alienated  her  husband  as 
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possible,  that  she  believed  him  to  be  incapable  of  the  errors 
which  are  crimes  in  the  eyes  of  any  wife.  When  the  Count 
ceased  to  demand  anything  of  her,  she  imagined  that  the 
tranquillity  he  now  seemed  to  enjoy  was  in  the  course  of 
nature;  and,  as  she  had  really  given  to  him  all  the  love 
which  her  heart  was  capable  of  feeling  for  a  man,  while 
the  priest's  conjectures  were  the  utter  destruction  of  the 
illusions  she  had  hitherto  cherished,  she  defended  her  hus- 
band; at  the  same  time,  she  could  not  eradicate  the  suspi- 
cion that  had  been  so  ingeniously  sown  in  her  soul. 

These  alarms  wrought  such  havoc  in  her  feeble  brain 
that  they  made  her  ill ;  she  was  worn  by  low  fever.  These 
incidents  took  place  during  Lent  1822 ;  she  would  not  pre- 
termit her  austerities,  and  fell  into  a  decline  that  put  her  life 
in  danger.  Grranville's  indifference  was  added  torture;  his 
care  and  attention  were  such  as  a  nephew  feels  himself 
bound  to  give  to  some  old  uncle. 

Though  the  Countess  had  given  up  her  persistent  i/agging 
and  remonstrances,  and  tried  to  receive  her  husband  with  af- 
fectionate words,  the  sharpness  of  the  bigot  showed  through, 
and  one  speech  would  often  undo  the  work  of  a  week. 

Toward  the  end  of  May,  the  warm  breath  of  spring,  and 
more  nourishing  diet  than  her  Lenten  fare,  restored  Madame 
de  Granville  to  a  little  strength.  One  morning,  on  coming 
home  from  Mass,  she  sat  down  on  a  stone  bench  in  the  little 
garden,  where  the  sun's  kisses  reminded  her  of  the  early  days 
of  her  married  life,  and  she  looked  back  across  the  years  to 
see  wherein  she  might  have  failed  in  her  duty  as  a  wife  and 
mother.  She  was  broken  in  upon  by  the  Abbe*  Fontanon  in 
an  almost  indescribable  state  of  excitement. 

"Has  any  misfortune  befallen  you,  Father?"  she  asked 
with  filial  solicitude. 

"Ah!  I  only  wish,"  cried  the  Normandy  priest,  "that 
all  the  woes  inflicted  on  you  by  the  hand  of  God  were  dealt 
out  to  me;  but,  my  admirable  friend,  there  are  trials  to 
which  you  can  but  bow." 

"Can  any  worse  punishments  await  me  than  those  with 
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which  Providence  crushes  me  by  making  my  husband  the 
instrument  of  His  wrath?" 

"You  must  prepare  yourself,  daughter,  to  yet  worse 
mischief  than  we  and  your  pious  friends  had  ever  con- 
ceived of." 

"Then  I  may  thank  God,"  said  the  Countess,  "for  vouch- 
safing to  use  you  as  the  messenger  of  His  will,  and  thus,  as 
ever,  setting  the  treasures  of  mercy  by  the  side  of  the 
scourges  of  His  wrath,  just  as  in  bygone  days  He  showed 
a  spring  to  Hagar  when  He  had  driven  her  into  the  desert." 

"He  measures  your  sufferings  by  the  strength  of  your 
resignation  and  the  weight  of  your  sins." 

"Speak;  I  am  ready  to  hear  I"  As  she  said  it  she  cast 
her  eyes  up  to  heaven.  "Speak,  Monsieur  Fontanon." 

"For  seven  years  Monsieur  Granville  has  lived  in  sin 
with  a  concubine,  by  whom  he  has  two  children ;  and  on  this 
adulterous  connection  he  has  spent  more  than  five  hundred 
thousand  francs,  which  ought  to  have  been  the  property  of 
his  legitimate  family." 

"I  must  see  it  to  believe  it!"  cried  the  Countess. 

"Far  be  it  from  you!"  exclaimed  the  Abbe*.  "You  must 
forgive,  my  daughter,  and  wait  in  patience  and  prayer  till 
God  enlightens  your  husband;  unless,  indeed,  you  choose  to 
adopt  against  him  the  means  offered  you  by  human  laws." 

The  long  conversation  that  ensued  between  the  priest 
and  his  penitent  resulted  in  an  extraordinary  change  in  the 
Countess;  she  abruptly  dismissed  him,  called  her  servants, 
who  were  alarmed  at  her  flushed  face  and  crazy  energy. 
She  ordered  her  carriage — countermanded  it — changed  her 
mind  twenty  times  in  the  hour;  but  at  last,  at  about  three 
o'clock,  as  if  she  had  come  to  some  great  determination,  she 
went  out,  leaving  the  whole  household  in  amazement  at  such 
a  sudden  transformation. 

"Is  the  Count  coming  home  to  dinner?"  she  asked  of  his 
servant,  to  whom  she  never  would  speak. 

"No,  Madame." 

"Did  you  go  with  him  to  the  Courts  this  morning?" 
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"Yes,  Madame." 
"And  to-day  is  Monday?" 
"Yes,  Madame." 

"Then  do  the  Courts  sit  on  Mondays  nowadays?" 
"Devil  take  you!"  cried  the  man,  as  his  mistress  drove 
off  after  saying  to  the  coachman:   "Rue  Taitbout." 

Mademoiselle  de  Belief euille  was  weeping;  Roger,  sitting 
by  her  side,  held  one  of  her  hands  between  his  own.  He 
was  silent,  looking  by  turns  at  little  Charles — who,  not 
understanding  his  mother's  grief,  stood  speechless  at  the 
sight  of  her  tears — at  the  cot  where  Eugenie  lay  sleeping, 
and  Caroline's  face,  on  which  grief  had  the  effect  of  rain  fall- 
ing across  the  beams  of  cheerful  sunshine. 

"Yes,  my  darling,"  said  Roger,  after  a  long  silence,  "that 
is  the  great  secret:  I  am  married.  But  some  day  I  hope  we 
may  form  but  one  family.  My  wife  has  been  given  over 
ever  since  last  March.  I  do  not  wish  her  dead;  still,  if  it 
should  please  Grod  to  take  her  to  Himself,  I  believe  she  will 
be  happier  in  Paradise  than  in  a  world  to  whose  griefs  and 
pleasures  she  is  equally  indifferent." 

"How  I  hate  that  woman!  How  could  she  bear  to  make 
you  unhappy  ?  And  yet  it  is  to  that  unhappiness  that  I  owe 
my  happiness!" 

Her  tears  suddenly  ceased. 

"Caroline,  let  us  hope,"  cried  Roger.  "Do  not  be  fright- 
ened by  anything  that  priest  may  have  said  to  you.  Though 
my  wife's  confessor  is  a  man  to  be  feared  for  his  power  in  the 
Congregation,  if  he  should  try  to  blight  our  happiness  I  would 
find  means — " 

"What  could  you  do?" 

"We  would  go  to  Italy;  I  would  fly — " 

A  shriek  that  rang  out  from  the  adjoining  room  made 
Roger  start  and  Mademoiselle  de  Bellefeuille  quake;  but  she 
rushed  into  the  drawing-room,  and  there  found  Madame  de 
Granville  in  a  dead  faint.  When  the  Countess  recovered 
her  senses,  she  sighed  deeply  on  finding  herself  supported 
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Dy  the  Count  and  her  rival,  whom  she  instinctively  pushed 
away  with  a  gesture  of  contempt.  Mademoiselle  de  Belle- 
feuille  rose  to  withdraw. 

"You  are  at  home,  Madame,"  said  Granville,  taking  Caro- 
line by  the  arm.  "Stay." 

The  Judge  took  up  his  wife  in  his  arms,  carried  her  to  the 
carriage,  and  got  into  it  with  her. 

"Who  is  it  that  has  brought  you  to  the  point  of  wishing 
me  dead,  of  resolving  to  fly?"  asked  the  Countess,  looking 
at  her  husband  with  grief  mingled  with  indignation.  "Was 
I  not  young  ?  you  thought  me  pretty — what  fault  have  you 
to  find  with  me  ?  Have  I  been  false  to  you  ?  Have  I  not 
been  a  virtuous  and  well-conducted  wife  ?  My  heart  has 
cherished  no  image  but  yours,  my  ears  have  listened  to  no 
other  voice.  W  hat  duty  have  I  failed  in  ?  What  have  I 
ever  denied  you?" 

"Happiness,  Madame,"  said  the  Count  severely.  "You 
know,  Madame,  that  there  are  two  ways  of  serving  God. 
Some  Christians  imagine  that  by  going  to  church  at  fixed 
hours  to  say  a  'Paternoster,'  by  attending  Mass  regularly 
and  avoiding  sin,  they  may  win  heaven — but  they,  Madame, 
will  go  to  hell;  they  have  not  loved  God  for  Himself,  they 
have  not  worshipped  Him  as  He  chooses  to  be  worshipped, 
they  have  made  no  sacrifice.  Though  mild  in  seeming,  they 
are  hard  on  their  neighbors ;  they  see  the  law,  the  letter,  not 
the  spirit. — This  is  how  you  have  treated  me,  your  earthly 
husband;  you  have  sacrificed  my  happiness  to  your  salva- 
tion; you  were  always  absorbed  in  prayer  when  I  came  to 
you  in  gladness  of  heart;  you  wept  when  you  should  have 
cheered  my  toil ;  you  have  never  tried  to  satisfy  any  demands 
I  have  made  on  you." 

"And  if  they  were  wicked,"  cried  the  Countess  hotly, 
"was  I  to  lose  my  soul  to  please  you?" 

"It  is  a  sacrifice  which  another,  a  more  loving  woman, 
has  dared  to  make,"  said  Granville  coldly. 

"Dear  God!"  she  cried,  bursting  into  tears,  "Thou  near- 
est! Has  he  been  worthy  of  the  prayers  and  penance  I  have 
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lived  in,  wearing  myself  out  to  atone  for  his  sins  and  my 
own ? — Of  what  avail  is  virtue?" 

"To  win  Heaven,  my  dear.  A  woman  cannot  be  at  the 
same  time  the  wife  of  a  man  and  the  spouse  of  Christ.  That 
would  be  bigamy;  she  must  choose  between  a  husband  and 
a  nunnery.  For  the  sake  of  future  advantage  you  have 
stripped  your  soul  of  all  the  love,  all  the  devotion,  which 
God  commands  that  you  should  have  for  me,  you  have  cher- 
ished no  feeling  but  hatred — ' ' 

"Have  I  not  loved  you?"  she  put  in. 

"No,  Madame." 

"Then  what  is  love?"  the  Countess  involuntarily  in- 
quired. 

"Love,  my  dear,"  replied  Granville,  with  a  sort  of  iron- 
ical surprise;  "you  are  incapable  of  understanding  it.  The 
cold  sky  of  Normandy  is  not  that  of  Spain.  This  difference 
of  climate  is  no  doubt  the  secret  of  our  disaster. — To  yield  to 
our  caprices,  to  guess  them,  to  find  pleasure  in  pain,  to  sacri- 
fice the  world's  opinion,  your  pride,  your  religion  even,  and 
still  regard  these  offerings  as  mere  grains  of  incense  burned 
in  honor  of  the  idol — that  is  love — ' ' 

"The  love  of  ballet-girls!"  cried  the  Countess  in  horror. 
"Such  flames  cannot  last,  and  must  soon  leave  nothing  but 
ashes  and  cinders,  regret  or  despair.  A  wife,  Monsieur, 
ought,  in  my  opinion,  to  bring  you  true  friendship,  equable 
warmth — " 

"You  speak  of  warmth  as  negroes  speak  of  ice,"  retorted 
the  Count,  with  a  sardonic  smile.  "Consider  that  the  hum- 
blest daisy  has  more  charms  than  the  proudest  and  most 
gorgeous  of  the  red  hawthorns  that  attract  us  in  spring  by 
their  strong  scent  and  brilliant  color.  — At  the  same  time, ' ' 
he  went  on, ' '  I  will  do  you  justice.  You  have  kept  so  precise- 
ly in  the  strait  path  of  imaginary  duty  prescribed  by  law, 
that,  only  to  make  you  understand  wherein  you  have  failed 
toward  me,  I  should  be  obliged  to  enter  into  details  which 
would  offend  your  dignity,  and  instruct  you  in  matters  which 
would  seem  to  you  to  undermine  all  morality. ' ' 
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"And  you  dare  to  speak  of  morality  when  you  have  but 
just  left  the  house  where  you  have  dissipated  your  children's 
fortune  in  debaucheries?"  cried  the  Countess,  maddened  by 
her  husband's  reticence. 

"There,  Madame,  I  must  correct  you,"  said  the  Count, 
coolly  interrupting  his  wife.  "Though  Mademoiselle  de 
Bellefeuille  is  rich,  it  is  at  nobody's  expense.  My  uncle 
was  master  of  his  fortune,  and  had  several  heirs.  In  his  life- 
time, and  out  of  pure  friendship,  regarding  her  as  his  niece, 
he  gave  her  the  little  estate  of  Bellefeuille.  As  for  anything 
else,  I  owe  it  to  his  liberality — " 

"Such  conduct  is  only  worthy  of  a  Jacobin!"  said  the 
sanctimonious  Ange*lique. 

"Madame,  you  are  forgetting  that  your  own  father  was 
one  of  the  Jacobins  whom  you  scorn  so  uncharitably,"  said 
the  Count  severely.  "Citizen  Bontems  was  signing  death- 
warrants  at  a  time  when  my  uncle  was  doing  France  good 
service." 

Madame  de  Granville  was  silenced.  But  after  a  short 
pause,  the  remembrance  of  what  she  had  just  seen  reawak- 
ened in  her  soul  the  jealousy  which  nothing  can  kill  in  a 
woman's  heart,  and  she  murmured,  as  if  to  herself:  "How 
can  a  woman  thus  destroy  her  own  soul  and  that  of 
others?" 

"Bless  me,  Madame,"  replied  the  Count,  tired  of  this  dia- 
logue, "you  yourself  may  some  day  have  to  answer  that 
question."  The  Countess  was  scared.  "You  perhaps  will 
be  held  excused  by  the  merciful  Judge,  who  will  weigh  our 
sins,"  he  went  on,  "in  consideration  of  the  conviction  with 
which  you  have  worked  out  my  misery.  I  do  not  hate  you — 
I  hate  those  who  have  perverted  your  heart  and  your  reason. 
You  have  prayed  for  me,  just  as  Mademoiselle  de  Belle- 
feuille has  given  me  her  heart  and  crowned  my  life  with 
love.  You  should  have  been  my  mistress  and  the  prayer- 
ful saint  by  turns. — Do  me  the  justice  to  confess  that  I  am 
no  reprobate,  no  debauchee.  My  life  was  cleanly.  Alas! 
after  seven  years  of  wretchedness,  the  craving  for  happiness 
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led  me,  by  an  imperceptible  descent,  to  love  another  woman 
and  make  a  second  home.  And  do  not  imagine  that  I  am 
singular;  there  are  in  this  city  thousands  of  husbands,  all 
led  by  various  causes  to  live  this  twofold  life." 

"Great  God!"  cried  the  Countess.  "How  heavy  is  the 
cross  Thou  hast  laid  on  me  to  bear  I  If  the  husband  Thou 
hast  given  me  here  below  in  Thy  wrath  can  only  be  made 
happy  through  my  death,  take  me  to  Thyself!" 

"If  you  had  always  breathed  such  admirable  sentiments 
and  such  devotion  we  should  be  happy  yet,"  said  the  Count 
coldly. 

"Indeed,"  cried  Ange*lique,  melting  into  a  flood  of  tears, 
"forgive  me  if  I  have  done  any  wrong.  Yes,  Monsieur,  I 
am  ready  to  obey  you  in  all  things,  feeling  sure  that  you  will 
desire  nothing  but  what  is  just  and  natural;  henceforth  I 
will  be  all  you  can  wish  your  wife  to  be." 

"If  your  purpose,  Madame,  is  to  compel  me  to  say  that 
I  no  longer  love  you,  I  shall  find  the  cruel  courage  to  tell 
you  so.  Can  I  command  my  heart  ?  Can  I  wipe  out  in  an 
instant  the  traces  of  fifteen  years  of  suffering  ? — I  have  ceased 
to  love. — These  words  contain  a  mystery  as  deep  as  lies  in 
the  words  /  love.  Esteem,  respect,  friendship  may  be  won, 
lost,  regained;  but  as  to  love  I  might  school  myself  for  a 
thousand  years,  and  it  would  not  blossom  again,  especially 
for  a  woman  too  old  to  respond  to  it. " 

"I  hope,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  I  sincerely  hope,  that  such 
words  may  not  be  spoken  to  you  some  day  by  the  woman 
you  love,  and  in  such  a  tone  and  accent — " 

"Will  you  put  on  a  dress  a  la  Grecque  this  evening,  and 
come  to  the  Opera  ?" 

The  shudder  with  which  the  Countess  received  the  sug- 
gestion was  a  mute  reply. 


Early  in  December,  1883,  a  man,  whose  perfectly  white 
liair  and  worn  features  seemed  to  show  that  he  was  aged  by 
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grief  rather  than  by  years,  was  walking  at  midnight  along 
the  Rue  Gaillon.  Having  reached  a  house  of  modest  appear- 
ance, and  only  two  stories  high,  he  paused  to  look  up  at  one 
of  the  attic  windows  that  pierced  the  roof  at  regular  intervals. 
A  dim  light  scarcely  showed  through  the  humble  panes, 
some  of  which  had  been  repaired  with  paper.  The  man 
below  was  watching  the  wavering  glimmer  with  the  vague 
curiosity  of  a  Paris  idler,  when  a  young  man  came  out 
of  the  house.  As  the  light  of  the  street  lamp  fell  full 
on  the  face  of  the  first  comer,  it  will  not  seem  surprising 
that,  in  spite  of  the  darkness,  this  young  man  went  toward 
the  passer-by,  though  with  the  hesitancy  that  is  usual 
when  we  have  any  fear  of  making  a  mistake  in  recog- 
nizing an  acquaintance. 

"What,  is  it  you,"  cried  he,  "Monsieur  le  President? 
Alone  at  this  hour,  and  so  far  from  the  Rue  Saint-Lazare. 
Allow  me  to  have  the  honor  of  giving  you  my  arm. — The 
pavement  is  so  greasy  this  morning  that  if  we  do  not  hold 
each  other  up,"  he  added,  to  soothe  the  elder  man's  suscep- 
tibilities, uwe  shall  find  it  hard  to  escape  a  tumble." 

"But,  my  dear  sir,  I  am  no  more  than  fifty-five,  unfor- 
tunately for  me,"  replied  the  Comte  de  Granville.  "A 
physician  of  your  celebrity  must  know  that  at  that  age 
a  man  is  still  hale  and  strong." 

"Then  you  are  in  waiting  on  a  lady,  I  suppose,"  replied 
Horace  Bianchon.  "You  are  not,  I  imagine,  in  the  habit  of 
going  about  Paris  on  foot.  When  a  man  keeps  such  fine 
horses — ' ' 

"Still,  when  I  am  not  visiting  in  the  evening,  I  com- 
monly  return  from  the  Courts  or  the  club  on  foot,"  replied 
the  Count. 

"And  with  large  sums  of  money  about  you,  perhaps!" 
cried  the  doctor.  "It  is  a  positive  invitation  to  the  assassin's 
knife." 

"I  am  not  afraid  of  that,"  said  Granville,  with  melan- 
choly indifference. 

"But,  at  least,  do  not  stand  about,"  said  the  doctor, 
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leading  the  Count  toward  the  boulevard.  *'A  little 
more  and  I  shall  believe  that  you  are  bent  on  robbing  me 
of  your  last  illness,  and  dying  by  some  other  hand  than 
mine." 

"You  caught  me  playing  the  spy,"  said  the  Count. 
"Whether  on  foot  or  in  a  carriage,  and  at  -whatever  hour 
of  the  night  I  may  come  by,  I  have  for  some  time  past  ob- 
served at  a  window  on  the  third  floor  of  your  house  the 
shadow  of  a  person  who  seems  to  work  with  heroic  con- 
stancy." 

The  Count  paused  as  if  he  felt  some  sudden  pain.  "And 
I  take  as  great  an  interest  in  that  garret,"  he  went  on,  "as 
a  citizen  of  Paris  must  feel  in  the  finishing  of  the  Palais 
Eoyal." 

"Well,"  said  Horace  Bianchon  eagerly,  *'I  can  tell 
you—" 

"Tell  me  nothing,"  replied  Granville,  cutting  the  doctor 
short.  "I  would  not  give  a  centime  to  know  whether  the 
shadow  that  moves  across  that  shabby  blind  is  that  of  a 
man  or  a  woman,  nor  whether  the  inhabitant  of  that  attic 
is  happy  or  miserable.  Though  I  was  surprised  to  see  no 
one  at  work  there  this  evening,  and  though  I  stopped  to 
look,  it  was  solely  for  the  pleasure  of  indulging  in  conjec- 
tures as  numerous  and  as  idiotic  as  those  of  idlers  who  see 
a  building  left  half  finished.  For  nine  years,  my  young — " 
the  Count  hesitated  to  use  a  word;  then  he  waved  his  handt 
exclaiming — "No,  I  will  not  say  friend — I  hate  everything 
that  savors  of  sentiment. — Well,  for  nine  years  past  1  have 
ceased  to  wonder  that  old  men  amuse  themselves  with  grow- 
ing flowers  and  planting  trees;  the  events  of  life  have  taught 
them  disbelief  in  all  human  affection;  and  I  grew  old  within 
a  few  days.  I  will  no  longer  attach  myself  to  any  creature 
but  to  unreasoning  animals,  or  plants,  or  superficial  things. 
I  think  more  of  Taglioni's  grace  than  of  all  human  feeling. 
I  abhor  life  and  the  world  in  which  I  live  alone.  Nothing, 
nothing,"  he  went  on,  in  a  tone  that  startled  the  younger 
man,  "no,  nothing  can  move  or  interest  me." 
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"But  you  have  children?" 

"My  children!"  he  repeated  bitterly.  "Yes — well,  is 
not  my  elder  daughter  the  Comtesse  de  Vandenesae?  The 
other  will,  through  her  sister's  connections,  make  some  good 
match.  As  to  my  sons,  have  they  not  succeeded?  The 
Vicomte  was  public  prosecutor  at  Limoges,  and  is  now 
President  of  the  Court  at  Orleans;  the  younger  is  public 
prosecutor  in  Paris. — My  children  have  their  own  cares, 
their  own  anxieties  and  business  to  attend  to.  If  of  all 
those  hearts  one  had  been  devoted  to  me,  if  one  had  tried 
by  entire  affection  to  fill  up  the  void  I  have  here,"  and  he 
struck  his  breast,  "well,  that  one  would  have  failed  in  life, 
have  sacrificed  it  to  me.  And  why  should  he?  Why?  To 
bring  sunshine  into  my  few  remaining  years — and  would  he 
have  succeeded  ?  Might  I  not  have  accepted  such  generosity 
as  a  debt?  But,  doctor,"  and  the  Count  smiled  with  deep 
irony,  "it  is  not  for  nothing  that  we  teach  them  arithmetic 
and  how  to  count.  At  this  moment  perhaps  they  are  waiting 
for  my  money." 

"Oh,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  how  could  such  an  idea  enter 
your  head — you  who  are  kind,  friendly,  and  humane  1  In- 
deed, if  I  were  not  myself  a  living  proof  of  the  benevolence 
you  exercise  so  liberally  and  so  nobly — " 

"To  please  myself,"  replied  the  Count.  "I  pay  for  a 
sensation,  as  I  would  to-morrow  pay  a  pile  of  gold  to  recover 
the  most  childish  illusion  that  would  but  make  my  heart 
glow. — I  help  my  fellow-creatures  for  my  own  sake,  just  as 
I  gamble  i  and  I  look  for  gratitude  from  none.  I  should 
see  you  die  without  blinking;  and  I  beg  of  you  to  feel  the 
same  with  regard  to  me.  I  tell  you,  young  man,  the  events 
of  life  have  swept  over  my  heart  like  the  lavas  of  Vesuvius 
over  Herculaneum.  The  town  is  there — dead." 

"Those  who  have  brought  a  soul  as  warm  and  as  liv- 
ing as  yours  was  to  such  a  pitch  of  indifference  are  indeed 
guilty!" 

"Say  no  more,"  said  the  Count,  with  a  shudder  of  aver- 
sion. 
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"You  have  a  malady  which  you  ought  to  allow  me  to 
treat,"  said  Bianchon  in  a  tone  of  deep  emotion. 

"What,  do  you  know  of  a  cure  for  death?"  cried  the 
Count  irritably. 

"I  undertake,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  to  revive  the  heart 
you  believe  to  be  frozen." 

"Are  you  a  match  for  Talma,  then?"  asked  the  Count 
satirically. 

"No,  Monsieur  le  Comte.  But  Nature  is  as  far  above 
Talma  as  Talma  is  superior  to  me. — Listen;  the  garret  you 
are  interested  in  is  inhabited  by  a  woman  of  about  thirty, 
and  in  her  love  is  carried  to  fanaticism.  The  object  of  her 
adoration  is  a  young  man  of  pleasing  appearance,  but  en- 
dowed by  some  malignant  fairy  with  every  conceivable  vice. 
This  fellow  is  a  gambler,  and  it  is  hard  to  say  which  he  is 
most  addicted  to — wine  or  women;  he  has,  to  my  knowl- 
edge, committed  acts  deserving  punishment  by  law.  Well, 
and  to  him  this  unhappy  woman  sacrificed  a  life  of  ease,  a 
man  who  worshipped  her,  and  the  father  of  her  children. — 
But  what  is  wrong,  Monsieur  le  Comte?" 

"Nothing.     Go  on." 

"She  has  allowed  him  to  squander  a  perfect  fortune;  she 
would,  I  believe,  give  him  the  world  if  she  had  it;  she 
works  night  and  day ;  and  many  a  time  she  has,  without  a 
murmur,  seen  the  wretch  she  adores  rob  her  even  of  the 
money  saved  to  buy  the  clothes  the  children  need,  and  their 
food  for  the  morrow.  Only  three  days  ago  she  sold  her  hair, 
the  finest  hair  I  ever  saw;  he  came  in,  she  could  not  hide 
the  gold  piece  quickly  enough,  and  he  asked  her  for  it.  For 
a  smile,  for  a  kiss,  she  gave  up  the  price  of  a  fortnight's  life 
and  peace.  Is  it  not  dreadful,  and  yet  sublime  ? — But  work 
is  wearing  her  cheeks  hollow.  Her  children's  crying  has 
broken  her  heart;  she  is  ill,  and  at  this  moment  moaning 
on  her  wretched  bed.  This  evening  they  had  nothing  to 
eat;  the  children  have  not  strength  to  cry,  they  were  silent 
when  I  went  up." 

Horace  Bianchon  stood  still.     Just  then  the  Comte  de 
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Granville,  in  spite  of  himself,  as  it  were,  had  put  his  hand 
into  his  waistcoat  pocket. 

"I  can  guess,  my  young  friend,  how  it  is  that  she  is  yet 
alive  if  you  attend  her, ' '  said  the  elder  man. 

"Oh,  poor  soul!"  cried  the  doctor,  "who  could  refuse 
to  help  her  ?  1  only  wish  I  were  richer,  for  I  hope  to  cure 
her  of  her  passion." 

"But  how  can  you  expect  me  to  pity  a  form  of  misery 
of  which  the  joys  to  me  would  seem  cheaply  purchased  with 
my  whole  fortune  I"  exclaimed  the  Count,  taking  his  hand 
out  of  his  pocket  empty  of  the  notes  which  Bianchon  had 
supposed  his  patron  to  be  feeling  for.  "That  woman  feels, 
she  is  alive!  Would  not  Louis  XV.  have  given  his  king- 
dom to  rise  from  the  grave  and  have  three  days  of  youth 
and  life!  And  is  not  that  the  history  of  thousands  of  dead 
men,  thousands  of  sick  men,  thousands  of  old  men?" 

"Poor  Caroline!"  cried  Bianchon. 

As  he  heard  the  name  the  Count  shuddered,  and  grasped 
the  doctor's  arm  with  the  grip  of  an  iron  vise,  as  it  seemed 
to  Bianchou. 

"Her  name  is  Caroline  Crochard?"  asked  the  President, 
in  a  voice  that  was  evidently  broken. 

"Then  you  know  her?"  said  the  doctor,  astonished. 

"And  the  wretch's  name  is  Sol  vet. — Ay,  you  have  kept 
your  word!"  exclaimed  Granville;  "you  have  roused  my 
heart  to  the  most  terrible  pain  it  can  suffer  till  it  is  dust. 
That  emotion,  too,  is  a  gift  from  hell,  and  I  always  know 
how  to  pay  those  debts." 

By  this  time  the  Count  and  the  doctor  had  reached  the 
corner  of  the  Eue  de  la  Chausse'e  d'Antin.  One  of  those 
night-birds  who  wander  round  with  a  basket  on  their  back 
and  crook  in  hand,  and  were,  during  the  Revolution,  fa- 
cetiously called  the  Committee  of  Eesearch,  was  standing 
by  the  curbstone  where  the  two  men  now  stopped.  This 
scavenger  had  a  shrivelled  face  worthy  of  those  immor- 
talized by  Charlet  in  his  caricatures  of  the  sweepers  of 
Paris. 
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"Do  you  ever  pick  up  a  thousand-franc  note?" 

"Now  and  then,  master." 

"And  you  restore  them?" 

"It  depends  on  the  reward  offered." 

"You're  the  man  for  me,"  cried  the  Count,  giving  the 
man  a  thousand-franc  note.  "Take  this,  but,  remember,  I 
give  it  you  on  condition  of  your  spending  it  at  the  wine- 
shop, of  your  getting  drunk,  fighting,  beating  your  wife, 
blacking  your  friends'  eyes.  That  will  give  work  to  the 
watch,  the  surgeon,  the  druggist — perhaps  to  the  police, 
the  public  prosecutor,  the  judge,  and  the  prison  warders. 
Do  not  try  to  do  anything  else,  or  the  devil  will  be  revenged 
on  you  sooner  or  later." 

A  draughtsman  would  need  at  once  the  pencil  of  Charlet 
and  of  Callot,  the  brush  of  Teniers  and  of  Rembrandt,  to  give 
a  true  notion  of  this  night-scene. 

"Now  I  have  squared  accounts  with  hell,  and  had  some 
pleasure  for  my  money,"  said  the  Count  in  a  deep  voice, 
pointing  out  the  indescribable  physiognomy  of  the  gaping 
scavenger  to  the  doctor,  who  stood  stupefied.  "As  for  Caro- 
line Crochard! — she  may  die  of  hunger  and  thirst,  hearing 
the  heartrending  shrieks  of  her  starving  children,  and  con- 
vinced of  the  baseness  of  the  man  she  loves.  I  will  not 
give  a  sou  to  rescue  her;  and  because  you  have  helped 
her,  I  will  see  you  no  more — " 

The  Count  left  Bianchon  standing  like  a  statue,  and 
walked  as  briskly  as  a  young  man  to  the  Bue  Saint-Lazare, 
soon  reaching  the  little  house  where  he  resided,  and  where, 
to  his  surprise,  he  found  a  carriage  waiting  at  the  door. 

"Monsieur,  your  son,  the  attorney-general,  came  about 
an  hour  since,"  said  the  manservant,  "and  is  waiting  for 
you  in  your  bedroom." 

Granville  signed  to  the  man  to  leave  him. 

"What  motive  can  be  strong  enough  to  require  you  to 
infringe  the  order  I  have  given  my  children  never  to  come 
to  me  unless  I  send  for  them?"  asked  the  Count  of  his  son 
as  he  went  into  the  room. 


A   SECOND   HOME  401 

"Father,"  replied  the  younger  man  in  a  tremulous  voice 
and  with  great  respect,  "I  venture  to  hope  that  you  will 
forgive  me  when  you  have  heard  me." 

"Your  reply  is  proper,"  said  the  Count  "Sit  down," 
and  he  pointed  to  a  chair.  "But  whether  I  walk  up  and 
down,  or  take  a  seat,  speak  without  heeding  me." 

''Father,"  the  son  went  on,  "this  afternoon,  at  four 
o'clock,  a  very  young  man  who  was  arrested  in  the  house 
of  a  friend  of  mine,  whom  he  had  robbed  to  a  considerable 
extent,  appealed  to  you. — He  says  he  is  your  son." 

"His  name?"  asked  the  Count  hoarsely. 

"Charles  Crochard." 

"That  will  do,"  said  the  father,  with  an  imperious  wave 
of  the  hand. 

Granville  paced  the  room  in  solemn  silence,  and  his  son 
took  care  not  to  break  it. 

"My  son,"  he  began,  and  the  words  were  pronounced  in 
a  voice  so  mild  and  fatherly  that  the  young  lawyer  started, 
"Charles  Crochard  spoke  the  truth. — I  am  glad  you  came  to 
me  to-night,  my  good  Eugene,"  he  added.  "Here  is  a  con- 
siderable sum  of  money" — and  he  gave  him  a  bundle  of 
banknotes — "you  can  make  any  use  of  them  you  think 
proper  in  this  matter.  I  trust  you  implicitly,  and  approve 
beforehand  whatever  arrangements  you  may  make,  either  in 
the  present  or  for  the  future. — Eugene,  my  dear  son,  kiss 
me.  We  part  perhaps  for  the  last  time.  I  shall  to-morrow 
crave  my  dismissal  from  the  King,  and  I  am  going  to 
Italy. 

"Though  a  father  owes  no  account  of  his  life  to  his  chil- 
dren, he  is  bound  to  bequeath  to  them  the  experience  Fate 
sells  him  so  dearly — is  it  not  a  part  of  their  inheritance  ?— 
When  you  marry,"  the  Count  went  on,  with  a  little  invol- 
untary shiver,  "do  not  undertake  it  lightly;  that  act  is  the 
most  important  of  all  those  which  society  requires  of  us. 
Eemember  to  study  at  your  leisure  the  character  of  the 
woman  who  is  to  be  your  partner;  but  consult  me,  too,  I 
will  judge  of  her  myself.  A  lack  of  union  between  husband 
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and  wife,  from  whatever  cause,  leads  to  terrible  misfortune ; 
sooner  or  later  we  are  always  punished  for  contravening  the 
social  law. — But  I  will  write  to  you  on  this  subject  from 
Florence.  A  father  who  has  the  honor  of  presiding  over 
a  supreme  court  of  justice  must  not  have  to  blush  vi  the 
presence  of  his  son.  Good-by." 

PARIS,  February,  1830 — January,  18J8. 
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PREFACE 

"MODESTE  MIGNON"  occupies  a  very  peculiar  place  in 
Balzac's  works — a  place,  indeed,  which,  though  for  the 
form's  sake  more  than  anything  else  the  author  has  con- 
nected it  with  the  rest  of  the  "Come'die"  by  some  repeti- 
tion of  personages,  is  almost  entirely  isolated.  I  think  it 
has  puzzled  some  devoted  Balzacians — so  much  so,  that  I 
have  seen  it  omitted  even  from  lists  of  his  works  suitable 
to  "the  young  person,"  in  which  it  surely  should  have  had 
an  eminent  place.  As  it  is  distinctly  late — it  was  written  in 
1844,  and  nothing  of  combined  magnitude  and  first-class  im- 
portance succeeded  it  except  "Les  Parents  Pauvres" — it  may 
not  impossibly  serve  as  a  basis  for  the  expectation  that  if 
Balzac,  after  his  re-establishment  in  Paris  as  a  wealthy  per- 
sonage, had  received  a  new  lease  of  life  and  vigor  instead  of 
a  sentence  of  death,  we  might  have  had  from  him  a  series 
of  works  as  different  from  anything  that  he  had  composed 
before  as  "Modeste  Mignon"  is  from  her  sisters. 

In  saying  this,  I  do  not  mean  to  put  the  book  itself  in 
the  very  first  class  of  its  author's  work.  It  is  too  much  of 
an  experiment  for  that — of  an  experiment  as  far  as  the 
heroine  is  concerned,  the  boldness  and  novelty  of  which  is 
likely  to  be  underestimated  by  almost  any  reader,  unless 
he  be  a  literary  student  who  pays  strict  attention  to  times 
and  seasons.  Even  in  England  (though  Charlotte  Bronte* 
was  planning  her  at  this  very  time)  the  wilful  unconven- 
tional heroine  was  something  of  a  novelty;  and  when  it  is 
remembered  how  infinitely  stricter  was  the  standard  of  the 
French  ingenue,  until  quite  recently,  than  it  ever,  even  in 
the  depths  of  the  eighteenth  century,  was  in  England,  the 
audacity  of  the  conception  of  Modesto  may  be  at  least 
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generally  appreciated.  And  it  is  specially  important  to 
observe  that  though  the  author  puts  in  Charles  Mignon's 
mouth  a  vindication  of  the  French  process  of  tying  a  girl 
hand  and  foot  and  handing  her  over  to  the  best  bidder  as 
a  husband,  instead  of  allowing  her  to  choose  for  herself, 
Modeste's  audacity  in  pursuing  the  opposite  method  is 
crowned  with  complete  success,  if  not  with  success  of  ex- 
actly the  kind  that  she  anticipated.  Except  the  case  of 
Savinien  de  Portenduere  and  Ursule  Mirouet,  hers  is,  so 
far  as  I  can  remember,  the  only  example  in  the  whole 
"Come*die"  of  a  love-marriage  which,  as  we  are  told,  was 
wholly  successful,  without  even  vacillations  on  the  wife's 
part  or  relapses  on  the  husband's.  It  is  true  that,  with  a 
slight  touch  of  cowardice  or  concession,  Balzac  has  made 
Modeste  half  a  German;  but  this  is  a  very  venial  bowing 
in  the  porch,  not  the  chancel,  of  the  House  of  Eimmon. 

Whether  the  young  lady  is  as  entirely  successful  and  as 
entirely  charming  as  she  is  undeniably  audacious  in  con- 
ception, is  not  a  point  for  equally  positive  pronouncement. 
Just  as  it  was  probably  necessary  for  Balzac,  in  order  not 
to  outrage  the  feelings  of  his  readers  too  much,  to  put  that 
Teutonic  strain  in  Modeste,  so  he  had,  in  all  probability, 
to  exhibit  her  as  capricious,  and  almost  unamiable,  in 
order  to  attain  the  fitness  of  things  in  connection  with  so 
terrible  a  young  person.  It  is  certain  that  even  those  who 
by  no  means  rejoice  in  pattern  heroines,  even  those  who 
"like  them  rather  wicked,"  may  sometimes  think  Modeste 
nasty  in  her  behavior  to  her  family,  to  Butscha,  and,  per- 
haps, to  her  future  husband.  She  is,  for  instance,  quite 
wrong  about  the  whip,  which  she  might  have  refused  alto- 
gether, but  could  not  with  decency  accept  from  one  person 
and  refuse  from  another.  But  what  has  just  been  said  will 
cover  this  and  other  petulances  and  outbursts.  So  "shok- 
ing"  a  young  person  (it  is  very  cheerful  and  interesting  to 
think  how  much  more  exactly  that  favorite  vox  nihili  of 
French  speech  expresses  French  than  English  sentiment) 
could  not  but  behave  "shokingly." 
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Most  of  the  minor  characters  are  good:  Butscha,  a  diffi- 
cult and,  in  any  case,  slightly  improbable  personage,  js,  in 
his  own  way,  very  good  indeed.  It  was  probably  neces- 
sary for  Balzac,  in  turning  the  usual  scheme  of  the  French 
novel  upside  down,  to  provide  a  rather  timid  hero  for  such 
a  masterful  heroine;  and  it  must  be  admitted  that  Ernest 
de  la  Briere  is  a  rather  preternaturally  good  young  man. 
Still,  he  is  not  mawkish;  and  except  that  he  should  not 
have  given  Modeste  quite  such  a  valuable  present,  he  be- 
haves more  like  a  gentleman  in  the  full  English  sense  than 
any  other  of  Balzac's  heroes. 

The  very  full,  very  elaborate,  and  very  unfavorable 
portrait  of  Canalis  offers  again  much  scope  for  difference 
of  mere  taste  and  opinion,  without  the  possibility  of  lay- 
ing down  a  conclusion  very  positively.  Even  if  tradition 
were  not  unanimous  on  the  subject,  it  would  be  quite  cer- 
tain that  Canalis  is  a  direct  presentment  of  Lamartine,  from 
whom  he  is  so  ostentatiously  dissociated.  And  there  can, 
of  course,  be  no  two  opinions  as  to  the  presentment  being 
very  distinctly  unfavorable — much  more  so  than  the  earlier 
introductions  of  this  same  Canalis,  which  are  either  compli- 
mentary or  colorless  for  the  most  part,  though  his  vanity  is 
sometimes  hinted  at.  I  do  not  know  whether  Balzac  had 
any  private  quarrel  with  the  poet,  or  whether  Lamartine's 
increasing  leanings  toward  .Republicanism  exasperated  the 
always  monarchical  novelist.  But  it  is  certain  that  Canalis 
cuts  rather  a  bad  figure  here — that  Lamartine  was  actually 
supposed  to  have  married  for  money — and  that  the  whole 
thing  has  more  of  the  nature  of  a  personal  attack  than  any- 
ehing  else  in  Balzac,  except  the  outbreak  against  Sainte- 
Beuve  in  <lUn  Prince  de  la  Boheme." 

Perhaps  it  should  be  added  that  the  practice  of  corre- 
spondence between  incognitas  and  men  of  letters,  not  un- 
known in  any  country,  has  been  rather  frequent  and  fa- 
mous in  France.  The  chief  example  is,  of  course,  that 
interchange  of  communications  between  Me*rime*e  and  Mile. 
Jenny  Dacquin,  which  had  such  important  results  for  lit- 
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erature,  and  such  not  unimportant  ones  for  the  parties 
concerned.  Balzac  himself  rejoiced  in  a  Modeste  called 
Louise,  whom,  however,  he  seems  never  to  have  seen; 
and  there  is  little  doubt  that  Lamartine  the  actual  was 
attacked,  as  the  fictitious  Canalis  boasts  that  he  was,  by 
scores  of  such  persons.  The  chief  instance  I  can  think 
of  in  which  such  a  correspondence  led  to  matrimony  was 
that  of  Southey  and  his  second  wife  Caroline  Bowles. 

The  history  of  "Modeste  Mignon"  is  short  and  simple. 
It  was  first  given  to  the  public  in  the  spring  and  summer 
of  1844  by  the  "Journal  des  D^bats,"  and  before  the  end  of 
the  year  it  appeared  in  four  volumes,  published  by  Eoux 
and  Cassanet.  It  had  here  seventy-five  chapter  divisions, 
with  headings.  In  1845,  scarcely  a  twelvemonth  after  its 
first  appearance,  it  took  its  place  in  the  "Come'die." 
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TO  A  POLISH  LADY 

Daughter  of  an  enslaved  land,  an  angel  in  your  love, 
a  demon  in  your  imagination,  a  child  in  faith,  an  old 
man  in  experience,  a  man  in  brain,  a,  woman  in  heart, 
a  giant  in  hope,  a  mother  in  suffering,  a  poet  in  your 
dreams,  and  Beauty  itself  withal — this  work,  in  which 
your  love  and  your  fancy,  your  faith,  your  experience, 
your  suffering,  your  hopes,  and  your  dreams,  are  like 
chains  by  which  hangs  a  web  less  lovely  than  the  poetry 
cherished  in  your  soul — the  poetry  whose  expression  when 
it  lights  up  your  countenance  is,  to  those  who  admire 
you,  what  the  characters  of  a  lost  language  are  to  the 
learned — this  work  is  yours.  De  Balzac. 

/N  THE  BEGINNING  of  October,  1829,  Monsieur 
Simon-Babylas  Latournelle,  a  notary,  was  walking 
up  the  hill  from  le  Havre  to  Ingouville  arm  in  arm 
with  his  son,  and  accompanied  by  his  wife.  By  her,  like 
a  page,  came  the  notary's  head-clerk,  a  little  hunchback 
named  Jean  Butscha.  When  these  four  persons — of  whom 
two  at  least  mounted  by  the  same  way  every  evening- 
reached  the  turn  in  the  zigzag  road  (like  what  the  Italians 
call  a  Cornice),  the  notary  looked  about  him  to  see  whether 
any  one  might  overhear  him  from  some  garden  terrace  above 
or  below,  and  as  an  additional  precaution  he  spoke  low. 

"Exupere,"  said  he  to  his  son,  "try  to  carry  out  in  an 

intelligent  manner,  without  guessing  at  the  meaning,  a  little 

manoeuvre  I  will  explain  to  you;    and  even  if  you  have  a 

suspicion,  I  desire  you  will  fling  it  into  the  Styx  which 
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every  notary  or  law-student  ought  to  keep  handy  for  other 
people's  secrets.  After  paying  your  respects,  homage,  and 
devoir  to  Madame  and  Mademoiselle  Mignon,  to  Monsieur 
and  Madame  Dumay,  and  to  Monsieur  Gobenheim,  if  he  is 
at  the  Chalet,  when  silence  is  restored,  Monsieur  Dumay 
will  take  you  aside;  look  attentively — I  allow  you — at 
Mademoiselle  Modeste  all  the  time  he  is  talking  to  you. 
My  worthy  friend  will  ask  you  to  go  out  for  a  walk  and 
return  in  about  an  hour,  at  about  nine  o'clock,  with  a  hur- 
ried air;  try  to  seem  quite  out  of  breath,  then  whisper  in  his 
ear,  but  loud  enough  for  Mademoiselle  Modeste  to  hear: 
'The  young  man  is  coming!'  " 

Exupere  was  to  start  for  Paris  on  the  following  day  to 
begin  his  law  studies.     It  was  this  prospect  of  departure 
which  had  led  Latournelle  to  propose  to  his  friend  Dumay 
that  his  son  should  play  the  assistant  in  the  important  con 
spiracy  which  may  be  suspected  from  his  instructions. 

"Is  Mademoiselle  Modeste  suspected  of  carrying  on  an 
intrigue?"  asked  Butscha  timidly  of  his  mistress. 

"Hsh — Butscha!"  replied  Madame  Latournelle,  taking 
her  husband's  arm. 

Madame  Latournelle,  the  daughter  of  the  Registrar  of 
the  lower  Court,  considers  herself  justified  by  her  birth  in 
describing  her  family  as  parliamentary.  These  pretensions 
account  for  the  efforts  made  by  the  lady,  whose  face  is 
rather  too  red  and  rough,  to  assume  the  majesty  of  the 
tribunal  whose  verdicts  are  recorded  by  her  father.  She 
takes  snuff,  holds  herself  as  stiff  as  a  post,  gives  herself 
airs  of  importance,  and  looks  exactly  like  a  mummy  that 
has  been  galvanized  into  life  for  a  moment.  She  tries  to 
give  her  sharp  voice  an  aristocratic  tone,  but  she  no  more 
succeeds  in  that  than  in  concealing  her  defective  education. 
Her  social  value  is  indisputable  when  you  look  at  the  caps 
she  wears,  bristling  with  flowers,  the  false  fronts  plastered 
on  her  temples,  and  the  gowns  she  chooses.  How  could 
the  shops  get  rid  of  such  goods  if  it  were  not  for  such  as 
Madame  Latournelle? 
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This  worthy  woman's  absurdities  might  have  passed 
almost  unremarked,  for  she  was  essentially  charitable  and 
pious,  but  that  Nature,  which  sometimes  has  its  little  jest 
by  turning  out  these  grotesque  creations,  gave  her  the  figure 
of  a  drum-major  so  as  to  display  the  devices  of  her  provincial 
mind.  She  has  never  been  out  of  le  Havre,  she  believes  in 
the  infallibility  of  le  Havre,  she  buys  everything  at  le  Havre, 
and  gets  her  dresses  there;  she  speaks  of  herself  as  Norman 
to  the  finger-tips,  she  reverences  her  father,  and  adores  her 
husband.  Little  Latournelle  was  bold  enough  to  marry  this 
woman  when  she  had  attained  the  post-matrimonial  age  of 
thirty-three,  and  they  contrived  to  have  a  son.  As  he  might 
anywhere  have  won  the  sixty  thousand  francs  which  the 
Registrar  had  to  settle,  his  unusual  courage  was  set  down 
to  a  wish  to  avoid  the  irruption  of  the  Minotaur,  against 
which  his  personal  attractions  would  hardly  have  guaranteed 
him  if  he  had  been  so  rash  as  to  set  his  house  on  fire  by  bring- 
ing home  a  pretty  young  wife.  The  notary  had,  in  fact, 
simply  discerned  the  good  qualities  of  Mademoiselle  Agnes 
— her  name  was  Agnes — and  remarked  how  soon  a  wife's 
beauty  is  a  thing  of  the  past  to  her  husband.  As  to  the 
insignificant  youth  to  whom  the  Registrar  gave  his  Norman 
name  at  the  font,  Madame  Latournelle  was  so  much  aston- 
ished to  find  herself  a  mother  at  the  age  of  thirty-five  years 
and  seven  months  that  she  would  even  now  find  milk  to 
suckle  him  withal  if  he  needed  it — the  only  hyberbole  which 
can  give  a  notion  of  her  maternal  mania. 

"How  handsome  my  boy  is!"  she  would  say  to  her  little 
friend  Modeste  Mignon,  without  any  ulterior  motive,  as  she 
looked  at  him  on  their  way  to  church,  her  beautiful  Exupere 
leading  the  way. 

"He  is  like  you,"  Modeste  Mignon  would  reply,  as  she 
might  have  said,  "What  bad  weather!" 

This  sketch  of  the  woman,  a  mere  accessory  figure,  seems 
necessary  when  it  is  said  that  Madame  Latournelle  had  for 
three  years  past  been  the  chaperon  of  the  young  girl  for  whom 
the  notary  and  his  friend  Dumay  were  laying  one  of  those 
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snares  which,  in  the  "Physiologic  du  Manage,"  I  have  called 
mouse-traps. 

As  for  Latournelle,  imagine  a  good  little  man,  as  wily  as 
the  purest  honesty  will  allow,  but  whom  every  stranger  would 
take  for  a  rogue  at  first  sight  of  the  singular  face,  to  which 
every  one  at  le  Havre  is  accustomed.  Weak  eyes,  always 
red,  compel  the  worthy  lawyer  to  wear  green  spectacles  to 
protect  them.  Each  eyebrow,  thinly  marked  with  down, 
projects  about  a  line  beyond  the  brown  tortoise-shell  rim  of 
the  glasses,  thus  making  a  sort  of  double  arch.  If  you  never 
happen  to  have  noticed  in  some  passer-by  the  effect  of  these 
two  semicircles,  one  above  the  other,  and  divided  by  a  hol- 
low, you  cannot  conceive  how  puzzling  such  a  face  may  be ; 
especially  when  this  face  is  pale  and  haggard,  and  ends  in  a 
point  like  that  of  Mephistopheles,  which  painters  have  taken 
from  the  cat,  and  this  is  what  Babylas  Latournelle  is  like. 
Above  those  vile  green  spectacles  rises  a  bald  skull,  with 
a  wig  all  the  more  obviously  artificial  because  it  seems  en- 
dowed with  motion,  and  is  so  indiscreet  as  to  show  a  few 
white  hairs  straggling  below  it  all  round,  while  it  never  sits 
straight  on  the  forehead.  As  we  look  at  this  estimable 
Norman,  dressed  in  black  like  a  beetle,  on  two  legs  like 
pins,  and  know  him  to  be  the  most  honest  soul  living,  we 
wonder,  but  cannot  discover,  what  is  the  reason  of  such  con- 
tradictory physiognomies. 

Jean  Butscha,  a  poor,  abandoned  foundling,  of  whom  the 
Registrar  Labrosse  and  his  daughter  had  taken  charge,  had 
risen  to  be  head -clerk  by  sheer  hard  work,  and  was  lodged 
and  fed  by  his  master,  who  gave  him  nine  hundred  francs  a 
year.  With  no  appearance  of  youth,  and  almost  a  dwarf, 
he  had  made  Modeste  his  idol ;  he  would  have  given  his  life 
for  her.  This  poor  creature,  his  eyes  like  two  slow  matches 
under  thickened  eyelids,  marked  by  the  smallpox,  crushed 
by  a  mass  of  woolly  hair,  incumbered  by  his  huge  hands, 
had  lived  under  the  gaze  of  pity  from  the  age  of  seven.  Is 
not  this  enough  to  account  for  him  in  every  way  ?  Silent, 
reserved,  exemplary  in  his  conduct,  and  religious,  he  wan- 
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dered  through  the  vast  expanse  marked  on  the  map  of  the 
realm  of  Love,  as  Love  without  Hope,  the  barren  and  sublime 
wilderness  of  Longing.  Modeste  had  nicknamed  this  gro- 
tesque clerk  "The  Mysterious  Dwarf."  This  led  Butscha 
to  read  Walter  Scott's  romance,  and  he  said  to  Modeste: 
14  Would  you  like  to  have  a  rose  from  your  Mysterious  Dwarf 
in  case  of  danger?" 

Modeste  hurled  the  soul  of  her  adorer  down  into  its  mud 
hovel  again  by  one  of  the  terrible  looks  which  young  women 
fling  at  men  whom  they  do  not  like.  Butscha  had  called 
himself  le  ckrc  obscure  (the  obscure  clerk),  not  knowing  that 
the  pun  dated  back  to  the  origin  of  coats-of-arms;  but  he, 
like  his  master's  wife,  had  never  been  away  from  le  Havre. 

It  is  perhaps  necessary,  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  do 
not  know  that  town,  to  give  a  word  of  explanation  as  to 
whither  the  Latournelle  family  were  bound,  the  head-clerk 
evidently  being  included.  Ingouville  is  to  le  Havre  what 
Montmartre  is  to  Paris,  a  high  hill  with  the  town  spread  at 
its  foot;  with  this  difference,  however — that  the  sea  and  the 
Seine  surround  the  town  and  the  hill ;  that  le  Havre  is  per- 
manently limited  by  inclosing  fortifications;  and,  finally, 
that  the  mouth  of  the  river,  the  port  and  the  docks,  form  a 
scene  quite  unlike  that  offered  by  the  fifty  thousand  houses 
of  Paris. 

At  the  foot  of  Montmartre  an  ocean  of  slates  displays  its 
rigid  blue  waves;  at  Ingouville  you  look  down  on  what 
might  be  moving  roofs  stirred  by  the  wind.  This  high 
ground,  which,  from  Rouen  to  the  sea,  follows  the  course 
of  the  river,  leaving  a  wider  or  narrower  margin  between 
itself  and  the  water,  contains  treasures  of  picturesque  beauty 
with  its  towns,  its  ravines,  its  valleys,  and  its  meadows,  and 
rose  to  immense  value  at  Ingouville  after  1818,  from  which 
year  dates  the  prosperity  of  le  Havre.  This  hamlet  became 
the  Auteuil,  the  Ville-d'Avray,  the  Montmorency  of  the 
merchants,  who  built  themselves  terraced  villas  on  this  am- 
phitheatre, to  breathe  the  sea  air  sweetened  by  the  flowers 
of  their  magnificent  gardens.  These  bold  speculators  rest 
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there  from  the  fatigues  of  the  counting-house,  and  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  closely  packed  houses,  with  no  space  between 
them — often  not  even  a  courtyard,  the  inevitable  result  of 
the  growth  of  the  population,  the  unyielding  belt  of  the  ram- 
parts and  the  expansion  of  the  docks. 

And,  indeed,  how  dreary  is  the  heart  of  the  town,  how 
glad  is  Ingouville !  The  law  of  social  development  has  made 
the  suburb  of  Graville  sprout  into  life  like  a  mushroom;  it 
is  larger  now  than  le  Havre  itself,  clinging  to  the  foot  of  the 
slope  like  a  serpent.  Ingouville,  on  the  ridge,  has  but  one 
street;  and,  as  in  all  such  places,  the  houses  looking  over 
the  Seine  have  an  immense  advantage  over  those  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  road,  from  which  the  view  is  shut  out, 
though  they  stand  like  spectators,  on  tiptoe,  to  peep  over  the 
roofs.  Here,  however,  as  everywhere  else,  compromises 
have  been  exacted.  Some  of  the  houses  perched  on  the  top 
occupy  a  superior  position,  or  enjoy  a  right  of  view  which 
compels  their  neighbor  to  keep  his  buildings  below  a  certain 
height.  Then  the  broken  rocky  soil  has  cuttings  here  and 
there  for  roads  leading  up  the  amphitheatre,  and  through 
these  dips  some  of  the  plots  get  a  glimpse  of  the  town,  the 
river,  or  the  sea.  Though  it  is  not  precipitous,  the  high 
ground  ends  rather  suddenly  in  a  cliff;  from  the  top  of  the 
street,  which  zigzags  up  the  steep  slope,  combs  are  visible 
where  villages  are  planted:  Saint- Adresse,  two  or  three 
Saints-who-knows-who,  and  coves  where  the  sea  roars.  This 
side  of  Ingouville,  almost  deserted,  is  in  striking  contrast  to 
the  handsome  villas  that  overlook  the  Seine  valley.  Are 
the  gales  a  foe  to  vegetation?  Do  the  merchants  shrink 
from  the  expense  of  gardening  on  so  steep  a  slope  ?  Be  this 
as  it  may,  the  traveller  by  steamboat  is  startled  at  finding 
the  coast  so  bare  and  rugged  to  the  west  of  Ingouville — a 
beggar  in  rags  next  to  a  rich  man  sumptuously  clothed  and 
perfumed. 

In  1829,  one  of  the  last  houses  toward  the  sea — now,  no 
doubt,  in  the  middle  of  Ingouville — was  called,  perhaps  is 
still  called,  the  Chalet.  It  had  been  originally  a  gatekeeper's 
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lodge,  with  a  plot  of  garden  in  front.  The  owner  of  the  villa 
to  which  it  belonged — a  house  with  a  paddock,  gardens,  an 
aviary,  hothouses,  and  meadows — had  a  fancy  to  bring  this 
lodge  into  harmony  with  the  splendor  of  his  residence,  and 
had  it  rebuilt  in  the  style  of  an  English  cottage.  He  divided 
it  by  a  low  wall  from  his  lawn,  graced  with  flowers,  borders, 
and  the  terrace  of  the  villa,  and  planted  a  hedge  close  to  the 
wall  to  screen  it.  Behind  this  cottage,  called  the  Chalet  in 
spite  of  all  he  could  do,  lie  the  kitchen  garden  and  orchards. 
This  Chalet — a  chalet  without  cows  or  dairy — has  no  fence 
from  the  road  but  a  paling,  of  which  the  wood  has  become 
invisible  under  a  luxuriant  hedge. 

Now,  on  the  other  side  of  the  road,  the  opposite  house  has 
a  similar  paling  and  hedge.  Being  built  under  special  con- 
ditions, it  allows  the  town  to  be  seen  from  the  Chalet. 

This  little  house  was  the  despair  of  Monsieur  Vilquin, 
the  owner  of  the  villa-  And  this  is  why.  The  creator  of 
this  residence,  where  every  detail  loudly  proclaimed,  "Here 
millions  are  displayed!"  had  extended  his  grounds  into  the 
country  solely,  as  he  said,  not  to  have  his  gardeners  in  his 
pocket.  As  soon  as  it  was  finished,  the  Chalet  could  only 
be  inhabited  by  a  friend. 

Monsieur  Mignon,  the  first  owner,  was  greatly  attached 
to  his  cashier,  and  this  story  will  prove  that  Dumay  fully 
returned  the  feeling;  he  therefore  offered  him  this  little 
home.  Dumay,  a  stickler  for  formalities,  made  his  master 
sign  a  lease  for  twelve  years  at  three  hundred  francs  a  year; 
and  Monsieur  Mignon  signed  it  willingly,  saying,  "Consider, 
my  dear  Dumay,  you  are  binding  yourself  to  live  with  me 
for  twelve  years." 

In  consequence  of  events  to  be  here  related,  the  estates 
of  Monsieur  Mignon,  formerly  the  richest  merchant  in  le 
Havre,  were  sold  to  Vilquin,  one  of  his  opponents  on 
'Change.  In  his  delight  at  taking  possession  of  the  famous 
Villa  Mignon,  the  purchaser  forgot  to  ask  for  this  lease  to 
be  cancelled.  Dumay,  not  to  hinder  the  sale,  would  at  that 
time  have  signed  anything  Vilquin  might  have  required;  but 
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when  once  the  sale  was  completed,  he  stuck  to  his  lease  as 
to  a  revenge.  He  stayed  in  Vilquin's  pocket,  in  the  heart 
of  the  Vilquin  family,  watching  Vilquin,  annoying  Vilquin, 
in  short,  Vilquin's  gad-fly.  Every  morning,  at  his  window, 
Vilquin  felt  a  surge  of  violent  vexation  as  he  saw  this  gem 
of  domestic  architecture,  this  Chalet  which  had  cost  sixty 
thousand  francs,  and  which  blazed  like  a  ruby  in  the  sun- 
shine. 

An  almost  exact  comparison  1  The  architect  had  built 
the  cottage  of  the  finest  red  bricks,  pointed  with  white.  The 
window  frames  are  painted  bright  green,  and  the  timbers  a 
yellow-brown.  The  roof  projects  several  feet.  A  pretty 
fretwork  balcony  adorns  the  first  floor,  and  a  veranda  stands 
out  like  a  glass  cage  from  the  middle  of  the  front.  The 
ground-floor  consists  of  a  pretty  drawing-room,  and  a  dining- 
room  divided  by  the  bottom  landing  of  the  stairs,  which  are 
of  wood  designed  and  decorated  with  elegant  simplicity. 
The  kitchen  is  at  the  back  of  the  dining-room,  and  behind 
the  drawing-room  is  a  small  room  which,  at  this  time,  was 
used  by  Monsieur  and  Madame  Dumay  as  their  bedroom. 
On  the  first  floor  the  architect  has  planned  two  large  bed- 
rooms, each  with  a  dressing-room,  the  veranda  serving  as  a 
sitting-room;  and  above  these,  in  the  roof,  which  looks  like 
two  cards  leaning  against  each  other,  are  two  servants'  rooms, 
each  with  a  dormer  window,  attics,  but  fairly  spacious. 

Vilquin  had  the  meanness  to  build  a  wall  on  the  side  next 
the  kitchen  garden  and  orchard.  Since  this  act  of  ven- 
geance, the  few  square  yards  secured  to  the  Chalet  by  the 
lease  are  like  a  Paris  garden.  The  outbuildings,  constructed 
and  painted  to  match  the  Chalet,  back  against  the  neighbor- 
ing grounds. 

The  interior  of  this  pleasant  residence  harmonizes  with 
the  exterior.  The  drawing-room,  floored  with  polished  iron- 
wood,  is  decorated  with  a  marvellous  imitation  of  Chinese 
lacquer.  Myriad-colored  birds,  and  impossibly  green  foliage, 
in  fantastic  Chinese  drawing,  stand  out  against  a  black  back, 
ground,  in  panels  with  gilt  frames.  The  dining-room  is 
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completely  fitted  with  pine-wood  carved  and  fretted,  as  in 
the  high-class  peasants'  houses  in  Russia.  The  little  ante- 
room, formed  by  the  landing,  and  the  staircase  are  painted 
like  old  oak,  to  represent  Gothic  decoration.  The  bedrooms, 
hung  with  chintz,  are  attractive  by  their  costly  simplicity. 
That  in  which  the  cashier  and  his  wife  slept  is  wainscoted, 
like  the  cabin  of  a  steamship.  These  shipowners'  vagaries 
account  for  Vilquin's  fury.  This  ill-starred  purchaser  wanted 
to  lodge  his  son-in-law  and  his  daughter  in  the  Cottage.  This 
plan,  being  known  to  Dumay,  may  subsequently  explain  his 
Breton  obstinacy. 

The  entrance  to  the  Chalet  is  through  a  trellised  iron  gate, 
with  lance-heads,  standing  some  inches  above  the  paling  and 
the  hedge.  The  little  garden,  of  the  same  width  as  the  pom- 
pous lawn  beyond,  was  just  now  full  of  flowers — roses,  dah- 
lias, and  the  choicest  and  rarest  products  of  the  hothouse 
flora;  for  another  subject  of  grievance  to  Vilquin  was  that 
the  pretty  little  hothouse,  Madame's  hothouse  as  it  was 
called,  belongs  to  the  Chalet,  and  divides  the  Chalet  from 
the  Villa — or  connects  them,  if  you  like  to  say  so.  Dumay 
indemnified  himself  for  the  cares  of  his  place  by  caring  for 
the  conservatory,  and  its  exotic  blossoms  were  one  of  Mo- 
deste's  chief  pleasures.  The  billiard-room  of  Vilquin's  villa, 
a  sort  of  passage  room,  was  formerly  connected  with  this 
conservatory  by  a  large  turret-shaped  aviary,  but  after  the 
wall  was  built  which  blocked  out  the  view  of  the  orchard, 
Dumay  bricked  up  the  door. 

"Wall  for  wall!"  said  he. 

"You  and  Dumay  have  both  gone  to  the  wall!"  Vilquin's 
acquaintance  on  'Change  threw  in  his  teeth;  and  every  day 
the  envied  speculator  was  hailed  with  some  new  jest. 

In  1827  Vilquin  offered  Dumay  six  thousand  francs  a 
year  and  ten  thousand  francs  in  compensation  if  he  would 
cancel  the  lease;  the  cashier  refused,  though  he  had  but  a 
thousand  crowns  laid  by  with  Gobenheim,  a  former  clerk 
of  his  master's.  Dumay  is  indeed  a  Breton  whom  fate  has 
planted  out  in  Normandy.  Imagine  the  hatred  for  his  tenants 
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worked  up  in  Vilquin,  a  Norman  with  a  fortune  of  three 
million  francs.  What  high  treason  to  wealth  to  dare  prove 
to  the  rich  the  impotence  of  gold!  Vilquin,  whose  despera- 
tion made  him  the  talk  of  le  Havre,  had  first  offered  Dumay 
the  absolute  freehold  of  another  pretty  house,  but  Dumay 
again  refused.  The  town  was  beginning  to  wonder  at  this 
obstinacy,  though  many  found  a  reason  for  it  in  the  state- 
ment, "Dumay  is  a  Breton." 

In  fact,  the  cashier  thought  that  Madame  and  Mademoi- 
selle Mignon  would  be  too  uncomfortable  anywhere  else. 
His  two  idols  dwelt  here  in  a  temple  worthy  of  them,  and 
at  least  had  the  benefit  of  this  sumptuous  cottage,  where  a 
dethroned  king  might  have  kept  up  the  majesty  of  his  sur- 
roundings, a  kind  of  decorum  which  is  often  lacking  to  those 
who  have  fallen.  The  reader  will  not  be  sorry  perhaps  to 
have  made  acquaintance  with  Modeste's  home  and  habitual 
companions;  for,  at  her  age,  persons  and  things  influence  the 
future  as  much  as  character  does,  if  indeed  the  character  does 
not  derive  from  them  certain  ineffaceable  impressions. 

By  the  Latournelles'  manner  as  they  went  into  the  Chalet, 
a  stranger  might  have  guessed  that  they  came  there  every 
evening. 

"Already  here,  sir?"  said  the  notary,  on  finding  in  the 
drawing-room  a  young  banker  of  the  town,  Gobenheim,  a 
relation  of  Gobenheim-Keller,  the  head  of  the  great  Paris 
house.  This  young  fellow,  who  was  lividly  pale — one  of 
those  fair  men  with  black  eyes,  in  whose  fixed  gaze  there 
is  something  fascinating — who  was  as  sober  in  speech  as  in 
habits,  dressed  in  black,  strongly  built,  though  as  thin  as  a 
consumptive  patient,  was  a  constant  visitor  to  his  former  mas- 
ter's family  and  the  cashier's  house,  far  less  from  affection 
than  from  interest;  whist  was  played  there  at  two  sous  a 
point,  and  evening  dress  was  not  insisted  on;  he  took  noth- 
ing but  a  few  glasses  of  eau  sucree,  and  need  offer  no  civil- 
ities in  return.  By  his  apparent  devotion  to  the  Mignons 
he  got  credit  for  a  good  heart;  and  it  excused  him  from  going 
into  society  in  le  Havre,  front  useless  expenditure,  and  dis- 
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turbing  the  arrangements  of  his  domestic  life.  This  youth- 
ful devotee  of  the  Golden  Calf  went  to  bed  every  evening  at 
half-past  ten,  and  rose  at  five  in  the  morning.  Also,  being 
certain  of  secrecy  in  Latournelle  and  Butscha,  Gobenheim 
could  analyze  in  their  presence  various  knotty  questions, 
benefit  by  the  notary's  gratuitous  advice,  and  reduce  the 
gossip  on  'Change  to  its  true  value.  This  sucking  gold-eater 
(Gobe-or,  a  witticism  of  Butscha 's)  was  of  the  nature  of  the 
substances  known  to  chemistry  as  absorbents.  Ever  since 
disaster  had  overwhelmed  the  house  of  Mignon,  to  which 
he  had  been  apprenticed  by  the  Kellers  to  learn  the  higher 
branches  of  maritime  trade,  no  one  at  the  Chalet  had  ever 
asked  him  to  do  a  single  thing,  not  even  a  simple  commis- 
sion; his  answer  was  known  beforehand.  This  youth  looked 
at  Modeste  as  he  might  have  examined  a  penny  lithograph. 

"He  is  one  of  the  pistons  of  the  huge  machine  called 
Trade,"  said  poor  Butscha,  whose  wit  betrayed  itself  by  little 
ironies,  timidly  uttered. 

The  four  Latournelles  greeted,  with  the  utmost  deference, 
an  old  lady  dressed  in  black,  who  did  not  rise  from  the  arm- 
chair in  which  she  sat,  for  both  her  eyes  were  covered  with 
the  yellow  film  produced  by  cataract.  Madame  Mignon  may 
be  painted  in  a  sentence.  She  attracted  attention  at  once  by 
the  august  expression  of  those  mothers  whose  blameless  life 
is  a  challenge  to  the  strokes  of  fate,  though  fate  has  taken 
them  as  a  mark  for  its  shafts,  who  form  the  large  class  of 
Kiobes.  Her  white  wig,  well  curled  and  well  put  on,  became 
her  cold  white  face,  like  those  of  the  burgomasters'  wives 
painted  by  Mirevelt.  The  extreme  neatness  of  her  dress — 
velvet  boots,  a  lace  collar,  a  shawl  put  on  straight — bore 
witness  to  Modeste's  tender  care  for  her  mother. 

When  a  minute's  silence — as  predicted  by  the  notary — 
reigned  in  the  pretty  room,  Modeste,  seated  by  her  mother, 
for  whom  she  was  embroidering  a  kerchief,  was  for  a  moment 
the  centre  of  all  eyes.  This  inquisitiveness,  concealed  under 
the  commonplace  questions  always  asked  by  callers,  even 
those  who  meet  every  day,  might  have  betrayed  the  little 
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domestic  plot  against  the  girl,  even  to  an  indifferent  person; 
but  Gobenheim,  more  than  indifferent,  noticed  nothing;  he 
lighted  the  candles  on  the  card-table.  Dumay's  attitude 
made  the  situation  a  terrible  one  for  Butscha,  for  the  Latour- 
nelles,  and,  above  all,  for  Madame  Dumay,  who  knew  that 
her  husband  was  capable  of  shooting  Modeste's  lover  as  if  he 
were  a  mad  dog.  After  dinner,  the  cashier  had  gone  out  for 
a  walk,  taking  with  him  two  magnificent  Pyrenean  dogs, 
whom  he  suspected  of  treason,  and  had,  therefore,  left  with 
a  farmer,  formerly  a  tenant  of  Monsieur  Mignon's;  then,  a 
few  minutes  before  the  Latournelles  had  come  in,  he  had 
brought  his  pistols  from  their  place  by  his  bed,  and  had  laid 
them  on  the  chimney-shelf,  without  letting  Modeste  see  it. 
The  young  girl  daid  no  attention  to  all  these  arrangements — 
strange,  to  say  the  least  of  it. 

Though  short,  thick-set,  and  battered,  with  a  low  voice, 
and  an  air  of  listening  to  his  own  words,  this  Breton,  for- 
merly a  lieutenant  in  the  Guard,  has  determination  and  pres- 
ence of  mind  so  plainly  stamped  on  his  features  that,  in 
twenty  years,  no  man  in  the  army  had  ever  tried  to  make 
game  of  him.  His  eyes,  small  and  calmly  blue,  are  like  two 
specks  of  steel.  His  manners,  the  expression,  of  his  face,  his 
mode  of  speech,  his  gait,  all  suit  his  short  name  of  Dumay. 
His  strength,  which  is  well  known,  secures  him  against  any 
offence.  He  can  kill  a  man  with  a  blow  of  his  fist;  and,  in 
fact,  achieved  this  doughty  deed  at  Botzen,  where  he  found 
himself  in  the  rear  of  his  company,  without  any  weapon,  and 
face  to  face  with  a  Saxon. 

At  this  moment,  the  man's  set  but  gentle  countenance  was 
sublimely  tragical;  his  lips,  as  pale  as  his  face,  betrayed 
convulsive  fury  subdued  by  Breton  determination;  his  brow 
was  .damp  with  slight  perspiration,  visible  to  all,  and  under- 
stood to  be  a  cold  moisture.  The  notary  knew  that  the  up- 
shot of  all  this  might  be  a  scene  in  an  assize  court.  In  fact, 
the  cashier  was  playing  a  game  for  Modeste's  sake,  where 
honor,  fidelity,  and  feelings  of  far  more  importance  than  any 
social  ties,  were  at  stake ;  and  it  was  the  outcome  of  one  of 
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those  compacts  of  which,  in  the  event  of  fatal  issues,  none 
but  God  can  be  the  judge.  Most  dramas  lie  in  the  ideas  we 
form  of  things.  The  events  which  seem  to  us  dramatic  are 
only  such  as  our  soul  turns  to  tragedy  or  comedy,  as  our 
own  nature  tends. 

Madame  Latournelle  and  Madame  Dumay,  charged  with 
keeping  watch  over  Modeste,  both  had  an  indescribable  arti- 
ficial manner,  a  quaver  in  their  voice,  which  the  object  of 
their  suspicions  did  not  notice,  she  seemed  so  much  absorbed 
by  her  work.  Modeste  laid  each  strand  of  cotton  with  an 
accuracy  that  might  be  the  envy  of  any  embroiderer.  Her 
face  showed  the  pleasure  she  derived  from  the  satin  stitch 
petal  that  put  the  finish  to  a  flower.  The  hunchback,  sitting 
between  Madame  Latournelle  and  Gobenheim,  was  swallow- 
ing tears  and  wondering  how  he  could  get  round  to  Modeste, 
and  whisper  two  words  of  warning  in  her  ear.  Madame 
Latournelle,  by  placing  herself  in  front  of  Madame  Mig- 
non,  had  cut  off  Modeste,  with  the  diabolical  ingenuity 
of  a  pious  prude.  Madame  Mignon,  silent,  blind,  and 
whiter  than  her  usual  pallor,  plainly  betrayed  her  knowl- 
edge of  the  ordeal  to  which  the  girl  was  to  be  subjected. 
Now,  at  the  last  moment,  perhaps  she  disapproved  of  the 
stratagem,  though  deeming  it  necessary.  Hence  her  silence. 
She  was  weeping  in  her  heart.  Exupere,  the  trigger  of 
the  trap,  knew  nothing  whatever  of  the  piece  in  which 
chance  had  cast  him  for  a  part.  Gobenheim  was  as  indif- 
ferent as  Modeste  herself  seemed  to  be — a  consequence  of 
his  nature. 

To  a  spectator  in  the  secret,  the  contrast  between  the 
utter  ignorance  of  one- half  of  the  party,  and  the  tremulous 
tension  of  the  others,  would  have  been  thrilling.  In  these 
days,  more  than  ever,  novel-writers  deal  largely  in  such 
effects;  and  they  are  in  their  rights,  for  nature  has  at  all 
times  outdone  their  skill.  In  this  case,  as  you  will  see,  social 
nature — which  is  nature  within  nature — was  allowing  itself 
the  pleasure  of  making  fact  more  interesting  than  romance, 
just  as  torrents  produce  effects  forbidden  to  painters,  and 
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achieve  marvels  by  arranging  or  polishing  stones  so  that 
architects  and  sculptors  are  amazed. 

It  was  eight  o'clock.  At  this  season  of  the  year  it  is  the 
hour  of  the  last  gleam  of  twilight.  That  evening  the  sky 
was  cloudless,  the  mild  air  caressed  the  earth,  flowers 
breathed  their  fragrance,  the  grinding  gravel  could  be  heard 
under  the  feet  of  persons  returning  from  their  walk.  The 
sea  shone  like  a  mirror. 

There  was  so  little  wind  that  the  candles  on  the  table 
burned  with  a  steady  flame,  though  the  windows  were  half 
open.  The  room,  the  evening,  the  house — what  a  setting 
for  the  portrait  of  this  young  creature,  who  at  the  moment 
was  being  studied  by  her  friends  with  the  deep  attention  of 
an  artist  gazing  at  "Margherita  Doni,"  one  of  the  glories 
of  the  Pitti  palace.  Was  Modeste,  a  flower  enshrined  like 
that  of  Catullus,  worthy  of  all  these  precautions  ? — You  have 
seen  the  cage :  this  is  the  bird. 

At  the  age  of  twenty,  slender  and  delicately  made,  like 
one  of  the  Sirens  invented  by  English  painters  to  grace  a 
Book  of  Beauty,  Modeste,  like  her  mother  before  her,  bears 
the  engaging  expression  of  a  grace  little  appreciated  in  France, 
where  it  is  called  sentimentality,  though  among  the  Germans 
it  is  the  poetry  of  the  heart  suffusing  the  surface,  and  dis- 
played in  affectation  by  simpletons,  in  exquisite  manners  by 
sensible  girls.  Her  most  conspicuous  feature  was  her  pale 
gold  hair,  which  classed  her  with  the  women  called,  no  doubt 
in  memory  of  Eve,  blondes  celestes,  heavenly  fair,  whose 
sheeny  skin  looks  like  silk  paper  laid  over  the  flesh,  shiver-  < 
ing  in  the  winter  or  revelling  in  the  sunshine  of  a  look,  and 
making  the  hand  envious  of  the  eye.  Under  this  hair,  as 
light  as  marabout  feathers,  and  worn  in  ringlets,  the  brow, 
so  purely  formed  that  it  might  have  been  drawn  by  com- 
passes, is  reserved  and  calm  to  placidity,  though  bright  with 
thought;  but  when  or  where  could  a  smoother  one  be  found, 
or  more  transparently  frank  ?  It  seems  to  have  a  lustre  like 
pearl.  Her  eyes,  of  grayish  blue,  as  clear  as  those  of  a  child, 
have  all  a  child's  mischief  and  innocence,  in  harmony  with 
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the  arch  of  eyebrows  scarcely  outlined,  as  lightly  touched  in 
as  those  painted  in  Chinese  faces.  This  playful  innocence 
is  accentuated  by  nacreous  tones,  with  blue  veins  round  the 
eyes  and  on  the  temples,  a  peculiarity  of  those  delicate  com- 
plexions. Her  face,  of  the  oval  so  often  seen  in  Rafael's 
Madonnas,  is  distinguished  by  the  cool,  maidenly  flush  of 
her  cheeks,  as  tender  as  a  China  rose,  on  which  the  long 
lashes  of  her  transparent  eyelids  cast  a  play  of  light  and 
shade.  Her  throat,  bent  over  her  work,  and  slender  to  fra- 
gility, suggests  the  sweeping  lines  dear  to  Leonardo.  A  few 
freckles,  like  the  patches  of  the  past  century,  show  that 
Modeste  is  a  daughter  of  earth,  and  not  one  of  the  creations 
seen  in  dreams  by  the  Italian  School  of  Angelico.  Lips, 
full  bat  finely  curved,  and  somewhat  satirical  in  expression, 
betray  a  love  of  pleasure.  Her  shape,  pliant  without  being 
frail,  would  not  scare  away  motherhood,  like  that  of  girls 
who  seek  to  triumph  through  the  unhealthy  pressure  of 
stays.  Buckram,  steel,  and  stay-lace  never  improved  or 
formed  such  serpentine  lines  of  elegance,  resembling  those 
of  a  young  poplar  swayed  by  the  wind.  A  pearl -gray  dress, 
long  in  the  waist,  and  trimmed  with  cherry-colored  gimp, 
accentuated  the  pure  bust  and  covered  the  shoulders,  still 
somewhat  thin,  over  a  deep  muslin  tucker,  which  betrayed 
only  the  outline  of  the  curves  where  the  bosom  joins  the 
shoulders.  At  the  sight  of  this  countenance,  at  once  vague 
and  intelligent,  with  a  singular  touch  of  determination  given 
to  it  by  a  straight  nose  with  rosy  nostrils  and  firmly-cut  out- 
lines— a  countenance  where  the  poetry  of  an  almost  mystical 
brow  was  belied  by  the  voluptuous  curve  of  the  mouth — 
where,  in  the  changing  depths  of  the  eyes,  candor  seemed 
to  fight  for  the  mastery  with  the  most  accomplished  irony — 
an  observer  might  have  thought  that  this  young  girl,  whose 
quick  ear  caught  every  sound,  whose  nose  was  open  to  the 
fragrance  of  the  blue  flower  of  the  ideal,  must  be  the  arena 
of  a  struggle  between  the  poetry  that  plays  round  the  daily 
rising  of  the  sun  and  the  labors  of  the  day,  between  fancy 
and  reality.  Modeste  was  both  curious  and  modest,  know- 
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ing  her  fate,  and  purely  chaste,  the  virgin  of  Spain  rather 
than  of  Kafael. 

She  raised  her  head  on  hearing  Dumay  say  to  Exupere, 
"Come  here,  young  man,"  and  seeing  them  talk  together  in 
a  corner  of  the  room,  she  fancied  it  was  about  some  commis- 
sion for  Paris.  She  looked  at  the  friends  who  surrounded 
her  as  if  astonished  at  their  silence,  and  exclaimed  with  a 
perfectly  natural  air: 

"Well,  are  you  not  going  to  play?"  pointing  to  the  green 
table  that  Madame  Latournelle  called  the  altar. 

"Let  us  begin,"  said  Dumay,  after  dismissing  Exupere. 

"Sit  there,  Butscha!"  said  Madame  Latournelle,  placing 
the  table  between  the  clerk  and  the  group  formed  by  Madame 
Mignon  and  her  daughter. 

"And  you — come  here,"  said  Dumay  to  his  wife,  desiring 
her  to  stay  near  him. 

Madame  Dumay,  a  little  American  of  six-and-thirty, 
secretly  wiped  away  her  tears;  she  was  devoted  to  Modeste, 
and  dreaded  a  catastrophe. 

"You  are  not  lively  this  evening,"  said  Modeste. 

"We  are  playing,"  said  Gobenheim,  sorting  his  hand. 

However  interesting  the  situation  may  seem,  it  will  be 
far  more  so  when  Dumay 's  position  with  regard  to  Modeste 
is  explained.  If  the  brevity  of  the  style  makes  the  narrative 
dry,  this  will  be  forgiven  for  the  sake  of  hastening  to  the 
end  of  this  scene,  and  of  the  need,  which  rules  all  dramas, 
for  setting  forth  the  argument. 

Dumay — Anne-Frangois-Bernard — born  at  Yannes,  went 
as  a  soldier  in  1799,  joining  the  army  of  Italy.  His  father, 
a  president  of  the  Eevolutionary  Tribunal,  had  distinguished 
himself  by  so  much  vigor  that  the  country  was  too  hot  to 
hold  the  son  when  his  father,  a  second-rate  lawyer,  perished 
on  the  scaffold  after  the  9th  of  Thermidor.  His  mother  died 
of  grief;  and  Anne,  having  sold  everything  he  possessed, 
went  off  to  Italy  at  the  age  of  twenty-two,  just  as  our  armies 
were  defeated.  In  the  department  of  the  Var  he  met  a 
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young  man  who,  for  similar  reasons,  was  also  in  search  of 
glory,  thinking  the  battlefield  less  dangerous  than  Provence. 

Charles  Mignon,  the  last  survivor  of  the  family  to  whom 
Paris  owes  the  street  and  the  hotel  built  by  Cardinal  Mignon, 
had  for  his  father  a  crafty  man,  who  wished  to  save  his  estate 
of  la  Bastie,  a  nice  little  fief  under  the  Counts  of  Provence, 
from  the  clutches  of  the  Revolution.  Like  all  nervous 
people  in  those  days,  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie,  now  Citizen 
Mignon,  thought  it  healthier  to  cut  off  other  heads  than 
to  lose  his  own.  This  supposed  terrorist  vanished  on  the 
9th  of  Thermidor,  and  was  thenceforth  placed  on  the  list  of 
imigris.  The  fief  of  la  Bastie  was  sold.  The  pepper-caster 
towers  of  the  dishonored  chateau  were  razed  to  the  ground. 
Finally,  Citizen  Mignon  himself,  discovered  at  Orange,  was 
killed  with  his  wife  and  children,  with  the  exception  of 
Charles  Mignon,  whom  he  had  sent  in  search  of  a  refuge 
in  the  department  of  the  Hautes-Alpes.  Charles,  stopped 
by  these  shocking  tidings,  awaited  quieter  times  in  a  valley 
of  Mont  Genevre.  There  he  lived  till  1799  on  a  few  louis 
his  father  had  put  into  his  hand  at  parting.  At  last,  when 
he  was  three-and-twenty,  with  no  fortune  but  his  handsome 
person — the  southern  beauty  which,  in  its  perfection,  is  a 
glorious  thing,  the  type  of  Antinous,  Hadrian's  famous  fa- 
vorite— he  resolved  to  stake  his  Provencal  daring  on  the 
red  field  of  war,  regarding  his  courage  as  a  vocation,  as  did 
many  another.  On  his  way  to  headquarters  at  Nice  he  met 
the  Breton. 

The  two  infantrymen,  thrown  together  by  the  similarity 
of  their  destiny  and  the  contrast  of  their  nature,  drank  of 
the  torrent  from  the  same  cup,  divided  their  allowance  of 
biscuit,  and  were  sergeants  by  the  time  peace  was  signed 
after  the  battle  of  Marengo. 

When  war  broke  out  again,  Charles  Mignon  got  leave 
to  be  transferred  to  the  cavalry,  and  then  lost  sight  of  his 
comrade.  The  last  of  the  Mignons  of  la  Bastie  was,  in  1812, 
an  officer  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  Majoi  of  a  cavalry 
regiment,  hoping  to  be  reinstated  as  Comte  de  la  Bastie  and 
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made  Colonel  by  the  Emperor.  Then,  taken  prisoner  by 
the  Kussians,  he  was  sent  with  many  more  to  Siberia.  His 
travelling  companion  was  a  poor  lieutenant,  in  whom  he 
recognized  Anne  Dumay,  with  no  decoration,  brave  indeed, 
but  hapless,  like  the  millions  of  rank-and-file  with  worsted 
epaulets,  the  web  of  men  on  which  Napoleon  painted  the 
picture  of  his  Empire.  In  Siberia,  to  pass  the  time,  the 
lieutenant-colonel  taught  his  comrade  arithmetic  and  writ- 
ing, for  education  had  seemed  unimportant  to  his  Sca3vola 
parent.  Charles  found  in  his  first  travelling  companion  one 
of  those  rare  hearts  to  whom  he  could  pour  out  all  his  griefs 
while  confiding  all  his  joys. 

The  Provencal  had,  ere  this,  met  the  fate  which  awaits 
every  handsome  young  fellow.  In  1804,  at  Frankfort-on- 
the-Main,  he  was  adored  by  Bettina  Wallenrod,  the  only 
daughter  of  a  banker,  and  married  her  with  all  the  more 
enthusiasm  because  she  was  rich,  one  of  the  beauties  of  the 
town,  and  he  was  still  only  a  lieutenant  with  no  fortune  but 
the  most  uncertain  prospects  of  a  soldier  of  that  time.  Old 
Wallenrod,  a  decayed  German  baron — bankers  are  always 
barons — was  enchanted  to  think  that  the  handsome  lieuten- 
ant was  the  sole  representative  of  the  Mignons  of  la  Bastie, 
and  approved  the  affections  of  the  fair  Bettina,  whom  a 
painter — for  there  was  a  painter  then  at  Frankfort — had 
taken  for  his  model  of  an  ideal  figure  of  Germany.  Wal- 
lenrod, who  already  thought  of  his  grandsons  as  Comtes  de 
la  Bastie-Wallenrod,  invested  in  the  French  funds  a  suffi- 
cient sum  to  secure  to  his  daughter  thirty  thousand  francs 
a  year.  This  dower  made  a  very  small  hole  in  his  coffers, 
seeing  how  small  a  capital  was  required.  The  Empire,  fol- 
lowing a  practice  not  uncommon  among  debtors,  rarely  paid 
the  half-yearly  dividends.  Charles,  indeed,  was  somewhat 
alarmed  at  this  investment,  for  he  had  not  so  much  faith  in 
the  Imperial  Eagle  as  the  German  baron  had.  The  phe- 
nomenon of  belief,  or  of  admiration,  which  is  only  a  tran- 
sient form  of  belief,  can  hardly  exist  in  illicit  companionship 
the  idol.  An  engineer  dreads  the  machine  which  the 
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traveller  admires,  and  Napoleon's  officers  were  the  stokers 
of  his  locomotive  when  they  were  not  the  fuel.  Baron  von 
Wallenrod-Tustall-Bartenstild  then  promised  to  help  the 
young  people.  Charles  loved  Bettina  Wallenrod  as  much 
as  she  loved  him,  and  that  is  saying  a  great  deal ;  but  when 
a  Provengal  is  fired,  anything  seems  natural  to  him  in  the 
matter  of  feeling.  How  could  he  help  worshipping  a  golden- 
haired  woman,  who  had  stepped  out  of  a  picture  by  Albert 
Diirer,  an  angel  of  good  temper,  with  a  fortune  famous  in 
Frankfort? 

So  Charles  had  four  children,  of  whom  only  two  daugh- 
ters were  alive  at  the  time  when  he  poured  out  his  sorrows 
on  the  Breton's  heart.  Without  knowing  them,  Dumay  was 
fond  of  these  two  little  girls,  the  effect  of  the  sympathy  so 
well  understood  by  Charlet,  who  shows  us  the  soldier  as 
fatherly  to  every  child.  The  elder,  named  Bettina  Caroline, 
was  born  in  1805;  the  second,  Marie  Modeste,  in  1808.  The 
unhappy  lieutenant-colonel,  having  had  no  news  of  those  he 
loved,  came  back  on  foot  in  1814,  with  the  lieutenant  for  his 
companion,  all  across  Russia  and  Prussia.  The  two  friends, 
for  whom  any  difference  of  rank  had  ceased  to  exist,  arrived 
at  Frankfort  just  as  Napoleon  landed  at  Cannes.  Charles 
found  his  wife  at  Frankfort,  but  in  mourning;  she  had  had 
the  grief  of  losing  the  father  who  adored  her,  and  who 
longed  always  to  see  her  smiling,  even  by  his  deathbed. 
Old  Wallenrod  did  not  survive  the  overthrow  of  the  Em- 
pire. At  the  age  of  seventy-two  he  had  speculated  largely 
in  cotton,  believing  still  in  Napoleon's  genius,  and  not 
knowing  that  genius  is  as  often  the  slave  of  events  as  their 
master. 

The  last  of  the  Wallenrods,  the  true  Wallenrod-Tustall- 
Bartenstild,  had  bought  almost  as  many  bales  of  cotton  as 
the  Emperor  had  sacrificed  men  during  his  tremendous  cam- 
paign in  France. 

"I  am  tying  in  cotton"  (I  am  dying  in  clover),  said  this 
father  to  his  daughter,  for  he  was  of  the  Goriot  species, 
trying  to  beguile  her  of  her  grief,  which  terrified  him,  "and 
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I  tie  owing  noting  to  noboty" — and  the  Franco-German  died 
struggling  with  the  French  language  his  daughter  loved. 

Charles  Mignon,  happy  to  have  saved  his  wife  and  daugh- 
ters from  this  double  shipwreck,  now  returned  to  Paris, 
where  the  Emperor  made  him  Lieutenant-Colonel  of  the 
Cuirassiers  of  the  Guard,  and  Commander  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor.  The  Colonel  at  last  was  General  and  Count,  after 
Napoleon's  first  success;  but  his  dream  was  drowned  in  tor- 
rents of  blood  at  Waterloo.  He  was  slightly  wounded,  and 
retired  to  the  Loire,  leaving  Tours  before  the  troops  were 
disbanded. 

In  the  spring  of  1816  Charles  realized  the  capital  of  his 
thirty  thousand  francs  a  year,  which  gave  him  about  four 
hundred  thousand  francs,  and  decided  on  going  to  make 
his  fortune  in  America,  leaving  a  country  where  persecu- 
tion already  pressed  hardly  on  Napoleon's  soldiers.  He 
went  from  Paris  to  le  Havre,  accompanied  by  Dumay, 
whose  life  he  had  saved  in  one  of  the  frequent  chances 
of  war,  by  taking  him  behind  him  on  his  horse  in  the  con- 
fusion that  ended  the  day  of  Waterloo.  Dumay  shared  the 
Colonel's  opinions  and  despondency.  Charles,  to  whom  the 
Breton  clung  like  a  dog,  for  the  poor  infantryman  wor- 
shipped the  two  little  girls,  thought  that  Dumay's  habits  of 
obedience  and  discipline,  his  honesty  and  his  attachment, 
would  make  him  a  servant  not  less  faithful  than  useful. 
He  therefore  proposed  to  him  to  take  service  under  him 
in  private  life.  Dumay  was  very  happy  to  find  himself 
adopted  into  a  family  with  whom  he  hoped  to  live  like 
mistletoe  on  an  oak. 

While  awaiting  an  opportunity  of  sailing,  choosing 
among  the  ships,  and  meditating  on  the  chances  offered 
in  the  various  ports  of  their  destination,  the  Colonel  heard 
rumors  of  the  splendid  fortunes  that  the  peace  held  in  store 
for  le  Havre.  While  listening  to  a  discussion  between  two 
of  the  natives,  he  saw  a  means  of  making  his  fortune,  and 
set  up  forthwith  as  a  shipowner,  a  banker,  and  a  country 
gentleman.  He  invested  two  hundred  thousand  francs  in 
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land  and  houses,  and  freighted  a  ship  for  New  York  with 
a  cargo  of  French  silks  bought  at  Lyons  at  a  low  figure. 
Dumay  sailed  on  the  vessel  as  his  agent.  While  the  Col- 
onel was  settling  himself  with  his  family  in  the  handsomest 
house  in  the  Rue  Royale,  and  studying  the  science  of  bank- 
ing with  all  the  energy  and  prodigious  acumen  of  a  Pro- 
veiiQal,  Dumay  made  two  fortunes,  for  he  returned  with  a 
cargo  of  cotton  bought  for  a  mere  song.  This  transaction 
produced  an  enormous  capital  for  Mignon's  business.  He 
then  purchased  the  villa  at  Ingouville,  and  rewarded  Dumay 
by  giving  him  a  small  house  in  the  Rue  Royale. 

The  worthy  Breton  had  brought  back  with  him  from 
New  York  with  his  bales  a  pretty  little  wife,  who  had 
been  chiefly  attracted  by  his  nationality  as  a  Frenchman. 
Miss  Grummer  owned  about  four  thousand  dollars,  twenty 
thousand  francs,  which  Dumay  invested  in  his  Colonel's 
business.  Dumay,  now  the  alter  ego  of  the  shipowner,  very 
soon  learned  bookkeeping,  the  science  which,  to  use  his 
phrase,  distinguished  the  sergeant-majors  of  trade.  This 
guileless  soldier,  whom  fortune  had  neglected  for  twenty 
years,  thought  himself  the  happiest  man  in  the  world  when 
he  saw  himself  master  of  a  house — which  his  employer's 
munificence  furnished  very  prettily — of  twelve  hundred 
francs  a  year  of  interest  on  his  capital,  and  of  three  thou- 
sand six  hundred  francs  in  salary.  Never  in  his  dreams  had 
Lieutenant  Dumay  hoped  for  such  prosperity;  but  he  was 
even  happier  in  feeling  himself  the  hub  of  the  richest 
merchant's  house  in  le  Havre. 

Madame  Dumay  had  the  sorrow  of  losing  all  her  children 
at  their  birth,  and  the  disasters  of  her  last  confinement  left 
her  no  hope  of  having  any;  she  therefore  attached  herself  to 
the  two  Mignon  girls  as  affectionately  as  Dumay,  who  would 
not  have  loved  his  own  children  so  well.  Madame  Dumay, 
the  child  of  agriculturists,  accustomed  to  a  thrifty  life,  found 
two  thousand  four  hundred  francs  enough  for  herself  and  her 
housekeeping.  Thus,  year  by  year,  Dumay  put  two  thou- 
sand and  some  hundred  francs  into  the  Mignon  concern. 


480  BALZACTS  WORKS 

When  the  master  made  up  the  annual  balance,  he  added 
to  the  cashier's  credit  a  bonus  in  proportion  to  the  business 
done.  In  1824  the  sum  to  the  cashier's  account  amounted 
to  fifty-eight  thousand  francs.  Then  it  was  that  Charles 
Mignon,  Comte  de  la  Bastie,  a  title  that  was  never  men- 
tioned, crowned  his  cashier's  joy  by  giving  him  a  lease  of 
the  Chalet,  where  we  now  find  Modeste  and  her  mother. 

Madame  Mignon's  deplorable  condition  had  its  cause  in 
the  catastrophe  to  which  Charles's  absence  was  due,  for  her 
husband  had  left  her  a  still  handsome  woman.  It  had  taken 
three  years  of  sorrow  to  destroy  the  gentle  German  lady,  but 
it  was  one  of  those  sorrows  which  are  like  a  worm  lying  at 
the  heart  of  a  fine  fruit.  The  sum-total  of  her  woes  is  easily 
stated:  Two  children  who  died  young  had  stamped  a  double 
ci-git  on  a  soul  which  could  never  forget.  Charles's  captiv- 
ity in  Siberia  had  been  to  this  loving  heart  a  daily  death. 
The  disasters  of  the  great  Wallenrod  house,  and  the  un- 
happy banker's  death  on  his  empty  money-bags,  coming  in 
the  midst  of  Bettina's  suspense  about  her  husband,  was  a 
final  blow.  The  joy  of  seeing  him  again  almost  killed  this 
German  floweret.  Then  came  the  second  overthrow  of  the 
Empire,  and  their  plans  for  emigration  had  been  like 
relapses  of  the  same  fit  of  fever. 

At  last  ten  years  of  constant  prosperity,  the  amusements 
of  her  home  life,  the  handsomest  house  in  le  Havre,  the  din- 
ners, balls,  and  entertainments  given  by  the  successful  mer- 
chant, the  magnificence  of  the  Villa  Mignon,  the  immense 
respect  and  high  esteem  enjoyed  by  her  husband,  with  the 
undivided  affection  of  this  man,  who  responded  to  perfect 
x'ove  by  love  equally  perfect — all  these  had  reconciled  the 
poor  woman  to  life. 

Then,  at  the  moment  when  all  her  doubts  were  at  rest, 
and  she  looked  forward  to  a  calm  evening  after  her  stormy 
day,  a  mysterious  disaster,  buried  in  the  heart  of  the  double 
household,  and  presently  to  be  related,  came  like  a  summons 
from  misfortune.  In  1826,  in  the  midst  of  a  party,  when  all 
the  town  was  ready  to  return  Charles  Mignon  as  its  deputy, 
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three  letters,  from  New  York,  London,  and  Paris,  came  like 
three  hammer-strokes  on  the  glass  house  of  Prosperity.  In 
ten  minutes  ruin  swooped  down  with  vulture's  wings  on  this 
unheard-of  good  fortune,  like  the  frost  on  the  Grande  Arme'e 
in  1812.  In  one  night  which  he  spent  with  Dumay  over  the 
books,  Charles  Mignon  was  prepared  for  the  worst.  Every- 
thing he  possessed,  not  excepting  the  furniture,  would  avail 
to  pay  everybody. 

"Le  Havre,"  said  the  Colonel  to  the  Lieutenant,  "shall 
never  see  me  in  the  mud.  Dumay,  I  will  take  your  sixty 
thousand  francs  at  six  per  cent — " 

"At  three,  Colonel." 

"At  nothing,  then,"  said  Charles  peremptorily.  "I 
make  you  my  partner  in  my  new  enterprise.  The  'Mo- 
deste,' which  is  no  longer  mine,  sails  to-morrow;  the  cap- 
tain takes  me  with  him.  You — I  place  you  in  charge  of 
my  wife  and  daughter.  I  shall  never  write.  No  news  is 
good  news." 

Dumay,  still  but  a  lieutenant,  had  not  asked  his  Colonel 
by  a  word  what  his  purpose  was. 

"I  suspect,"  said  he  to  Latournelle  with  a  knowing  air, 
"that  the  Colonel  has  laid  his  plans." 

On  the  following  morning,  at  break  of  day,  he  saw  his 
master  safe  on  board  the  good  ship  "Modeste,"  bound  for 
Constantinople.  Standing  on  the  vessel's  poop,  the  Breton 
said  to  the  Provengal: 

"What  are  your  last  orders,  Colonel?" 

"That  no  man  ever  goes  near  the  Chalet f"  cried  the 
father,  with  difficulty  restraining  a  tear.  "Dumay,  guard 
my  last  child  as  a  bull -dog  might.  Death  to  any  one  who 
may  try  to  tempt  my  second  daughter!  Fear  nothing,  not 
even  the  scaffold.  I  would  meet  you  there!" 

"Colonel,  do  your  business  in  peace.  I  understand. 
You  will  find  Mademoiselle  Modeste  as  you  leave  her,  or 
I  shall  be  dead !  You  know  me,  and  you  know  our  two 
Pyrenean  dogs.  No  one  shall  get  at  your  daughter.  For- 
give me  for  using  so  many  words." 
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The  two  soldiers  embraced  as  men  who  had  learned  to 
appreciate  each  other  in  the  heart  of  Siberia. 

The  same  day  the  "Courrier  du  Havre"  published  this 
terrible,  simple,  vigorous,  and  honest  leading  paragraph: 

"The  house  of  Charles  Mignon  has  suspended  payment, 
but  the  undersigned  liquidators  pledge  themselves  to  pay 
all  the  outstanding  debts.  Bearers  of  bills  at  date  can  at 
once  discount  them.  The  value  of  the  landed  estate  will 
completely  cover  current  accounts. 

"This  notice  is  issued  for  the  honor  of  the  house,  and  to 
prevent  any  shock  to  general  credit  on  the  Havre  Exchange. 
"Monsieur  Charles  Mignon  sailed  this  morning  in  the 
'Modeste'  for  Asia  Minor,  having  left  a  power  of  attorney  to 
enable  us  to  realize  every  form  of  property,  even  landed 
estate. 

"DtJMAY,  liquidator  for  the  banking  account. 

"LATOURNELLE,    notary,    liquidator    for    the 

houses  and   land  in    town    and    country. 

"GOBENHEIM,  liquidator  for  commercial  bills." 

Latournelle  owed  his  prosperity  to  Monsieur  Mignon 'a 
kindness;  he  had,  in  1817,  loaned  the  notary  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  to  buy  the  best  business  in  le  Havre. 
The  poor  lawyer,  without  any  pecuniary  resources,  was 
by  that  time  forty  years  old;  he  had  been  a  head-clerk 
for  ten  years,  and  looked  forward  to  being  a  clerk  for  the 
rest  of  his  days.  He  was  the  only  man  in  le  Havre  whose 
devotion  could  compare  with  Dumay's,  for  Gobenheim  took 
advantage  of  this  bankruptcy  to  carry  on  Mignon's  connec- 
tion and  business,  which  enabled  him  to  start  his  little 
banking  concern.  While  universal  regret  was  expressed 
on  'Change,  on  the  Quays,  and  in  every  home;  while 
praises  of  a  blameless,  honorable,  and  beneficent  man  were 
on  every  lip,  Latournelle  and  Dumay,  as  silent  and  as  busy 
as  emmets,  were  selling,  realizing,  paying,  and  settling  up. 
Vilquin  gave  himself  airs  of  generosity,  and  bought  the 
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villa,  the  town  house,  and  a  farm,  and  Latournelle  took 
advantage  of  this  first  impulse  to  extract  a  good  price 
from  Vilquin. 

Every  one  wanted  to  call  on  Madame  and  Mademoiselle 
Mignon,  but  they  had  obeyed  Charles  and  taken  refuge  at 
the  Chalet  the  very  morning  of  his  departure,  of  which  at 
the  first  moment  they  knew  nothing.  Not  to  be  shaken  in 
his  purpose  by  their  grief,  the  courageous  banker  had  kissed 
his  wife  and  daughter  in  their  sleep.  Three  hundred  cards 
were  left  at  the  door.  A  fortnight  later  the  most  complete 
oblivion,  as  Charles  had  prophesied,  showed  the  two  women 
the  wisdom  and  dignity  of  the  step  enjoined  on  them. 

Dumay  appointed  representatives  of  his  master  at  New 
York,  London,  and  Paris.  He  followed  up  the  liquidation 
of  the  three  banking  houses  to  which  Mignon 's  ruin  was 
due,  and  between  1826  and  1828  recovered  five  hundred 
thousand  francs,  the  eighth  part  of  Charles's  fortune.  In 
obedience  to  the  orders  drawn  up  the  night  before  his  de- 
parture, Dumay  forwarded  this  sum,  at  the  beginning  of 
1828,  through  the  house  of  Mongenod  at  New  York,  to  be 
placed  to  Monsieur  Mignon's  credit.  All  this  was  done 
with  military  punctuality,  excepting  with  regard  to  the  re- 
tention of  thirty  thousand  francs  for  the  personal  needs  of 
Madame  and  Mademoiselle  Mignon.  This,  which  Charles 
had  ordered,  Dumay  did  not  carry  out.  The  Breton  sold 
his  house  in  the  town  for  twenty  thousand  francs,  and  gave 
this  to  Madame  Mignon,  reflecting  that  the  more  money  his 
Colonel  could  command,  the  sooner  he  would  return. 

"For  lack  of  thirty  thousand  francs  a  man  sometimes  is 
lost, ' '  said  he  to  Latournelle,  who  bought  the  house  at  his 
friend's  price;  and  there  the  inhabitants  of  the  Chalet  could 
always  find  rooms. 

This,  to  the  famous  house  of  Mignon,  le  Havre,  was  the 
outcome  of  the  crisis  which,  in  1825-26,  upset  the  principal 
centres  of  commerce,  and  caused — if  you  remember  that  hur- 
ricane— the  ruin  of  several  Paris  bankers,  one  of  them  the 
President  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce.  It  is  intelligible 
Vol.  C.  BALZAC— S 
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that  this  tremendous  overthrow,  closing  a  civic  reign  of  ten 
years,  might  have  been  a  deathblow  to  Bettina  Wal]enrod, 
who  once  more  found  herself  parted  from  her  husband, 
knowing  nothing  of  his  fate,  apparently  as  full  of  peril  and 
adventure  as  Siberian  exile;  but  the  trouble  that  was  really 
bringing  her  to  the  grave  was  to  these  visible  griefs  what 
an  ill-starred  child  is  to  the  commonplace  troubles  of  a 
family — a  child  that  gnaws  and  devours  its  home.  The 
fatal  stone  that  had  struck  this  mother's  heart  was  a  tomb- 
stone in  the  little  cemetery  of  Ingouville,  on  which  may 
be  read: 

BETTINA  CAKOLINE   MIGNON 

AGED   TWO-AND-TWENTY 
PRAY  FOR  HER! 

1827 

This  inscription  is  for  the  girl  who  lies  there  what  many 
an  epitaph  is  for  the  dead — a  table  of  contents  to  an  un- 
known book.  Here  is  the  book  in  its  terrible  epitome,  and 
it  may  explain  the  pledge  demanded  and  given  in  the  part- 
ing words  of  the  colonel  and  subaltern. 

A  young  man,  extremely  handsome,  named  Georges 
d'Bstourny,  came  to  le  Havre  on  the  common  pretext  of 
seeing  the  sea,  and  he  saw  Caroline  Mignon.  A  man 
of  some  pretence  to  fashion,  and  from  Paris,  never  lac&s 
some  introductions;  he  was  therefore  invited  by  the  inter- 
vention of  a  friend  of  the  Mignons  to  an  entertainment  at 
Ingouville.  He  fell  very  much  in  love  with  Caroline  and 
her  fortune,  and  schemed  for  a  happy  issue.  At  the  end  of 
three  months  he  had  played  every  trick  of  the  seducer,  and 
run  away  with  Caroline.  The  father  of  a  family  who  has 
two  daughters  ought  no  more  to  admit  a  young  man  to  his 
house  without  knowing  him  than  he  should  allow  books  or 
newspapers  to  lie  about  without  having  read  them.  The  in- 
nocence of  a  girl  is  like  milk  which  is  turned  by  a  thunder- 
clap, by  an  evil  smell,  by  a  hot  day,  or  even  by  a  breath. 
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When  he  read  his  eldest  daughter's  farewell  letter, 
Charles  Mignon  made  Madame  Dumay  set  out  instantly 
for  Paris.  The  family  alleged  the  need  for  a  change  of 
air  suddenly  prescribed  by  the  family  doctor,  who  lent 
himself  to  this  necessary  pretext;  but  this  could  not  keep 
the  town  from  gossiping  about  her  absence. 

"What,  such  a  strong  girl,  with  the  complexion  of  a 
Spaniard,  and  hair  like  jet! — She,  consumptive!" 

"Yes — so  they  say.      She  did  something  imprudent — " 

"Ah,  ha!"    cried  some  Vilquin. 

"She  came  in  from  a  ride  bathed  in  perspiration  and 
drank  iced  water,  at  least  so  Dr.  Troussenard  says." 

By  the  time  Madame  Dumay  returned,  the  troubles  of 
the  Mignons  were  an  exhausted  subject;  no  one  thought 
anything  more  of  Caroline's  absence  or  the  reappearance 
of  the  cashier's  wife. 

At  the  beginning  of  1827  the  newspapers  were  full  of 
the  trial  of  Georges  d'Estourny,  who  was  proved  guilty  of 
constant  cheating  at  play.  This  young  pirate  vanished 
abroad  without  thinking  any  more  about  Mademoiselle 
Mignon,  whose  money  value  was  destroyed  by  the  bank- 
ruptcy at  le  Havre.  Before  long  Caroline  knew  that  she 
was  deserted,  and  her  father  a  ruined  man.  She  came 
home  in  a  fearful  state  of  mortal  illness,  and  died  a  few 
days  afterward  at  the  Chalet.  Her  death,  at  any  rate, 
saved  her  reputation.  The  malady  spoken  of  by  Mon- 
sieur Mignon  at  the  time  of  his  daughter's  elopement  was 
very  generally  believed  in,  and  the  medical  orders  which 
had  sent  her  off,  it  was  said,  to  Nice. 

To  the  very  last  the  mother  hoped  to  save  her  child. 
Bettina  was  her  darling,  as  Modeste  was  her  father's. 
There  was  something  touching  in  this  preference:  Bettina 
was  the  image  of  Charles,  as  Modeste  was  of  her  mother. 
They  perpetuated  their  love  in  their  children.  Caroline, 
a  Proven9al,  inherited  from  her  father  the  beautiful  blue- 
black  hair,  like  a  raven's  wing,  which  we  admire  in  the 
daughters  of  the  south,  the  hazel,  almond-shaped  eye  aa 
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bright  as  a  star,  the  olive  complexion  with  the  go.  den  glow 
of  a  velvety  fruit,  the  arched  foot,  the  Spanish  bust  that 
swells  beneath  the  bodice.  And  the  father  and  mother 
were  alike  proud  of  the  charming  contrast  of  the  two 
sisters. 

"A  demon  and  an  angel!"  people  used  to  say,  without 
ill  meaning,  though  it  was  prophetic. 

After  spending  a  month  in  tears  in  her  room,  where  she 
insisted  on  staying  and  seeing  no  one,  the  poor  German  lady 
came  forth  with  her  eyes  seriously  injured.  Before  she  lost 
her  sight  she  went,  in  spite  of  all  her  friends,  to  look  at  Car- 
oline's tomb.  This  last  image  remained  bright  in  her  dark- 
ness, as  the  red  spectre  of  the  last  object  we  have  seen  remains 
when  we  shut  our  eyes  in  bright  daylight.  After  this  terrible 
and  twofold  disaster,  Dumay,  though  he  could  not  be  more 
devoted,  was  more  anxious  than  ever  about  Modeste,  now 
an  only  child,  though  her  father  knew  it  not.  Madame 
Dumay,  who  was  crazy  about  Modeste,  like  all  women  who 
have  no  children,  overpowered  her  with  her  deputy  mother- 
hood, but  without  disobeying  her  husband's  orders.  Dumay 
was  distrustful  of  female  friendships.  His  injunctions  were 
absolute. 

"If  ever  any  man,  of  whatever  age  or  rank,  speaks  to 
Modeste,"  said  Dumay,  "if  he  looks  at  her,  casts  sheep's 
eyes  at  her,  he  is  a  dead  man.  I  will  blow  his  brains  out 
and  surrender  myself  to  the  Public  Prosecutor.  My  death 
may  save  her.  If  you  do  not  wish  to  see  me  cut  my  throat, 
fill  my  place  unfailingly  when  I  am  in  town." 

For  three  years  Dumay  had  examined  his  pistols  every 
night.  He  seemed  to  have  included  in  his  oath  the  two 
Pyrenean  dogs,  remarkably  intelligent  beasts;  one  slept  in 
the  house,  the  other  was  sentinel  in  a  kennel  that  he  never 
came  out  of,  and  he  never  barked;  but  the  minute  when 
those  dogs  should  set  their  teeth  in  an  intruder  would  be 
a  terrible  one  for  him. 

The  life  may  now  be  imagined  which  the  mother  and 
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daughter  led  at  the  Chalet.  Monsieur  and  Madame  Latour- 
nelle,  frequently  accompanied  by  Gobenheim,  came  almost 
every  evening  to  visit  their  friends  and  play  a  rubber.  Con- 
versation would  turn  on  business  at  le  Havre,  on  the  trivial 
events  of  country  town  life.  They  left  between  nine  and 
ten.  Modeste  went  to  put  her  mother  to  bed ;  they  said  their 
prayers  together,  they  talked  over  their  hopes,  they  spoke 
of  the  dearly  loved  traveller.  After  kissing  her  mother, 
Modeste  went  to  her  own  room  at  about  ten  o'clock.  Next 
morning  Modeste  dressed  her  mother  with  the  same  care,  the 
same  prayers,  the  same  little  chat.  To  Modeste's  honor, 
from  the  day  when  her  mother's  terrible  infirmity  deprived 
her  of  one  of  her  senses,  she  made  herself  her  waiting-maid, 
and  always  with  the  same  solicitude  at  every  hour,  without 
wearying  of  it,  or  finding  it  monotonous.  Her  affection  was 
supreme,  and  always  ready,  with  a  sweetness  rare  in  young 
girls,  and  that  was  highly  appreciated  by  those  who  saw  her 
tenderness.  And  so,  Modeste  was,  in  the  eyes  of  the  Latour- 
nelles  and  of  Monsieur  and  Madame  Dumay,  the  jewel  I  have 
described.  Between  breakfast  and  dinner,  on  sunny  days, 
Madame  Mignon  and  Madame  Dumay  took  a  little  walk  as 
far  as  the  shore,  Modeste  assisting,  for  the  blind  woman 
needed  the  support  of  two  arms. 

A  month  before  the  scene  in  which  this  digression  falls 
as  a  parenthesis,  Madame  Mignon  had  held  council  with  her 
only  friends,  Madame  Latournelle,  the  notary,  and  Dumay, 
while  Madame  Dumay  was  giving  Modeste  the  little  diver- 
sion of  a  long  walk. 

"Listen,  my  friends,"  said  the  blind  woman,  "my  daugh- 
ter is  in  love.  I  feel  it;  I  see  it.  A  strange  change  has 
come  over  her,  and  I  cannot  think  how  you  have  failed  to 
observe  it  .  .  ." 

"Bless  my  stars!"  the  Lieutenant  exclaimed. 

"Do  not  interrupt  me,  Dumay.  For  the  last  two  months 
Modeste  has  dressed  herself  with  care  as  if  she  were  going  to 
meet  some  one.  She  has  become  excessively  particular  about 
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her  shoes;  she  wants  her  foot  to  look  nice,  and  scolds  Ma- 
dame Grobain  the  shoemaker.  Some  days  the  poor  child  sits 
gloomy  and  watchful,  as  if  she  expected  somebody;  her 
voice  is  short  and  sharp,  as  though  by  questioning  her  I 
broke  in  on  her  expectancy,  her  secret  hopes;  and  then,  if 
that  somebody  has  been — " 

"Bless  my  stars!" 

"Sit  down,  Dumay,"  said  the  lady.  "Well,  then  Mo- 
deste  is  gay.  Oh !  you  do  not  see  that  she  is  gay ;  you  cannot 
discern  these  shades,  too  subtle  for  eyes  to  see  that  have  all 
nature  to  look  at.  Her  cheerfulness  betrays  itself  in  the 
tones  of  her  voice,  accents  which  I  can  detect  and  account 
for.  Modeste,  instead  of  sitting  still  and  dreaming,  expends 
her  light  activity  in  flighty  movement.  In  short,  she  is 
happy !  There  is  a  tone  of  thanksgiving  even  in  the  ideas 
she  utters.  Oh,  my  friends,  I  have  learned  to  know  happi- 
ness as  well  as  grief.  By  the  kiss  my  poor  Modeste  gives 
me  I  can  guess  what  is  going  on  in  her  mind:  whether  she 
has  had  what  she  was  expecting,  or  is  uneasy.  There  are 
many  shades  in  kisses,  even  in  those  of  a  young  girl — for 
Modeste  is  innocence  itself,  but  it  is  not  ignorant  innocence. 
Though  I  am  blind,  my  affection  is  clairvoyant,  and  I  im- 
plore you — watch  my  daughter. ' ' 

On  this,  Dumay,  quite  ferocious,  the  notary  as  a  man  who 
is  bent  on  solving  a  riddle,  Madame  Latournelle  as  a  duenna 
who  has  been  cheated,  and  Madame  Dumay,  who  shared  her 
husband's  fears — all  constituted  themselves  spies  over  Mo- 
deste. Modeste  was  never  alone  for  a  moment.  Dumay 
spent  whole  nights  under  the  windows,  wrapped  in  a  cloak 
like  a  jealous  Spaniard ;  still,  armed  as  he  was  with  military 
sagacity,  he  could  find  no  accusing  clew.  Unless  she  were 
in  love  with  the  nightingales  in  Vilquiri's  Park,  or  some 
goblin  prince,  Modeste  could  have  seen  no  one,  could  neither 
have  received  nor  given  a  signal.  Madame  Dumay,  who 
never  went  to  bed  till  she  had  seen  Modeste  asleep,  hovered 
about  the  roads  on  the  high  ground  near  the  Chalet  with  a 
vigilance  equal  to  her  husband's.  Under  the  eyes  of  these 
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four  Argus,  the  blameless  child,  whose  smallest  actions  were 
reported  and  analyzed,  was  so  absolutely  acquitted  of  any 
criminal  proceedings  that  the  friends  suspected  Madame 
Mignon  of  a  craze,  a  monomania.  It  devolved  on  Madame 
Latournelle,  who  herself  took  Modesto  to  church  and  home 
again,  to  tell  the  mother  that  she  was  under  a  mistake. 

"Modeste,"  said  she,  "is  a  very  enthusiastic  young  per- 
son; she  has  passions  for  this  one's  poetry  and  that  one's 
prose.  You  could  not  see  what  an  impression  was  made  on 
her  by  that  executioner's  piece  (a  phrase  of  Butscha's,  who 
lent  wit  without  any  return  to  his  benefactress),  called  'le 
Dernier  Jour  d'un  condamne'';  but  she  seemed  to  me  beside 
herself  with  her  admiration  of  that  Monsieur  Hugo.  I  can- 
not think  where  that  sort  of  people  [Victor  Hugo,  Lamartine, 
and  Byron  were  what  Madame  Latournelle  meant  by  that 
sort)  go  to  find  their  ideas.  The  little  thing  talked  to  me 
about  'Childe  Harold';  I  did  not  choose  to  have  the  worst 
of  it;  I  was  fool  enough  to  set  to  work  to  read  it  that  I  might 
be  able  to  argue  with  her.  I  don't  know  whether  it  is  to  be 
set  down  to  the  translation,  but  my  heart  heaved,  my  eyes 
were  dizzy.  I  could  not  get  on  with  it.  It  is  full  of  howl- 
ing comparisons,  of  rocks  that  faint  away,  of  the  lavas  of 
war! 

"Of  course,  as  it  is  an  Englishman  on  his  travels,  one 
must  expect  something  queer,  but  this  is  really  too  much! 
You  fancy  you  are  in  Spain,  and  he  carries  you  up  into  the 
clouds  above  the  Alps;  he  makes  the  torrents  and  the  stars 
speak;  and  then  there  are  too  many  virgins  I  You  get  sick 
of  them.  In  short,  after  Napoleon's  campaigns  we  have  had 
enough  of  flaming  shot  and  sounding  brass  which  roll  on 
from  page  to  page.  Modeste  tells  me  that  all  this  pathos 
comes  from  the  translator,  and  I  ought  to  read  the  English. 
But  I  am  not  going  to  learn  English  for  Lord  Byron  when 
I  would  not  learn  it  for  Exupere!  I  much  prefer  the  ro- 
mances of  Ducray-Dume'nil  to  these  English  romances!  I 
am  too  thoroughly  Norman  to  fall  in  love  with  everything 
that  comes  from  abroad,  and  especially  from  England — " 
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Madame  Mignon,  notwithstanding  her  perpetual  mourn- 
ing, could  not  help  smiling  at  the  idea  of  Madame  Latour- 
nelle  reading  "Childe  Harold."  The  stern  lady  accepted 
this  smile  as  approbation  of  her  doctrines. 

"And  so,  my  dear  Madame  Mignon,  you  mistake  Mo 
deste's  imaginings,  the  result  of  her  reading,  for  love  affairs. 
She  is  twenty.  At  that  age  a  girl  loves  herself.  She  dresses 
to  see  herself  dressed.  Why,  I  used  to  make  my  little  sister, 
who  is  dead  now,  put  on  a  man's  hat,  and  we  played  at  gen- 
tleman and  lady.  .  .  .  You,  at  Frankfort,  had  a  happy 
girlhood,  but  let  us  be  just:  Modeste  here  has  no  amuse- 
ments. In  spite  of  our  readiness  to  meet  her  lightest  wishes, 
she  knows  that  she  is  guarded,  and  the  life  she  leads  has 
little  pleasure  to  offer  a  girl  who  could  not,  as  she  can,  find 
something  to  divert  her  in  books.  Take  my  word  for  it,  she 
loves  no  one  but  you.  Think  yourself  lucky  that  she  falls 
in  love  with  nobody  but  Lord  Byron's  corsairs,  Walter  Scott's 
romantic  heroes,  or  your  Germans,  Count  Egmont,  Werther, 
Schiller,  and  all  the  other  ers. ' ' 

"Well,  Madame?"  said  Dumay  respectfully,  alarmed  by 
Madame  Mignon's  silence. 

"Modeste  is  not  merely  ready  for  love;  she  loves  some- 
body," said  the  mother  obstinately. 

"Madame,  my  life  is  at  stake,  and  you  wrll  no  doubt  allow 
me — not  for  my  own  sake,  but  for  my  poor  wife's  and  for 
the  Colonel's,  and  all  our  sakes — to  try  to  find  out  which  is 
mistaken — the  watch-dog  or  the  mother. ' ' 

"Jt  is  you,  Dumay  I  Oh,  if  I  could  but  look  my  daughter 
in  the  face!"  said  the  poor  blind  woman. 

"But  who  is  there  that  she  can  love?"  replied  Madame 
Latournelle.  "As  for  us — I  can  answer  for  my  Exupere." 

"It  cannot  be  Gobenheim,  whom  we  hardly  see  for  nine 
hours  out  of  the  week  since  the  Colonel  went  away.  Be- 
sides, he  is  not  thinking  of  Modeste — that  crown -piece  made 
man!  His  uncle,  Gobenheim-Keller,  told  him,  'Get  rich 
enough  to  marry  a  Keller !'  With  that  for  a  programme, 
there  is  no  fear  that  he  will  even  know  of  what  sex  Modeste 
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is.  Those  are  all  the  men  we  see  here.  I  do  not  count 
Butscha,  poor  little  hunchback.  I  love  him;  he  is  your 
Dumay,  Madame,"  he  said  to  the  notary's  wife.  "Butscha 
knows  very  well  that  if  he  glanced  at  Modeste  it  would  cost 
him  a  combing  a  la  mode  de  Vannes. — Not  a  soul  ever  comes 
near  us.  Madame  Latournelle,  who  since — since  your  mis- 
fortune, comes  to  take  Modeste  to  church  and  bring  her  home 
again,  has  watched  her  carefully  these  last  days  during  the 
Mass,  and  has  seen  nothing  suspicious  about  her.  And 
then,  if  I  must  tell  you  everything,  I  myself  have  raked  the 
paths  round  the  house  for  the  last  month,  and  I  have  always 
found  them  in  the  morning  with  no  footmarks." 

"Rakes  are  not  costly  nor  difficult  to  use,"  said  the  Ger- 
man lady. 

"And  the  dogs?"  asked  Dumay. 

"Lovers  can  find  sops  for  them,"  replied  Madame  Mignon. 

"I  could  blow  out  my  own  brains  if  you  are  right,  for  I 
should  be  done  for,"  cried  Dumay. 

"And  why,  Dumay?" 

"Madame,  I  could  not  meet  the  Colonel's  eye  if  he  were 
not  to  find  his  daughter,  especially  now  that  she  is  his  only 
child ;  and  as  pure,  as  virtuous  as  she  was  when  he  said  to 
me  on  board  the  ship,  'Do  not  let  the  fear  of  the  scaffold 
stop  you,  Dumay,  when  Modeste's  honor  is  at  stake.'  ' 

"I  know  you  both — how  like  you!"  said  Madame  Mignon, 
much  moved. 

"I  will  wager  my  eternal  salvation  that  Modeste  is  as 
innocent  as  she  was  in  her  cradle,"  said  Madame  Dumay. 

"Oh,  I  will  know  all  about  it,"  replied  Dumoy,  "if 
Madame  la  Comtesse  will  allow  me  to  try  a  plan,  for  old 
soldiers  are  knowing  in  stratagems." 

"I  allow  you  to  do  anything  that  may  clear  up  the  matter 
without  injuring  our  last  surviving  child." 

"And  what  will  you  do,  Anne,"  said  his  wife,  "to  find 
out  a  young  girl's  secret  when  it  is  so  closely  kept?" 

"All  of  you  obey  me  exactly,"  said  the  Lieutenant,  "for 
you  must  all  help. ' ' 
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This  brief  account,  which,  if  elaborately  worked  up, 
would  have  furnished  forth  a  complete  picture  of  domestic 
life  —  how  many  families  will  recognize  in  it  the  events  of 
their  own  home!  —  is  enough  to  give  a  clew  to  the  importance 
of  the  little  details  previously  given  of  the  persons  and  cir- 
cumstances of  this  evening,  when  the  lieutenant  had  under- 
taken to  cope  with  a  young  girl,  and  to  drag  from  the  recesses 
of  her  heart  a  passion  detected  by  her  blind  mother. 

An  hour  went  by  in  ominous  calm,  broken  only  by  the 
hieroglyphical  phrases  of  the  whist-  players:  "Spade!  — 
Trump!  —  Cut!  —  Have  we  the  honors?  —  Two  trebles!  —  Eight 
all!  —  Who  deals?"  —  phrases  representing  in  these  days  the 
great  emotions  of  the  aristocracy  of  Europe.  .  Modeste 
stitched,  without  any  surprise  at  her  mother's  taciturnity. 
Madame  Mignon's  pocket-handkerchief  slipped  off  her  lap 
on  to  the  floor;  Butscha  flew  to  pick  it  up.  He  was  close 
to  Modeste,  and  as  he  rose  said  in  her  ear,  "Be  on  your 
guard!" 

Modeste  raised  astonished  eyes,  and  their  light,  pointed 
darts  as  it  seemed,  filled  the  hunchback  with  ineffable 


"She  loves  no  one,"  said  the  poor  fellow  to  himself,  and 
he  rubbed  his  hands  hard  enough  to  flay  them. 

At  this  moment  Exup&re  flew  through  the  garden  and 
into  the  house,  rushing  into  the  drawing-room  like  a  whirl- 
wind, and  said  in  Dumay's  ear,  "Here  is  the  young  man!" 

Dumay  rose,  seized  his  pistols,  and  went  out. 

"Good  God!  Supposing  he  kills  him!"  cried  Madame 
Dumay,  who  burst  into  tears. 

"But  what  is  going  on?"  asked  Modeste,  looking  at  her 
friends  with  an  air  of  perfect  candor,  and  without  any  alarm. 

"Something  about  a  young  man  who  prowls  round  the 
Chalet!"  cried  Madame  Latournelle. 

1  '  What  then  ?  '  '  said  Modeste.  "Why  should  Dumay  kill 
him?" 

"/Sancla  simpUcitas  /"  said  Butscha,  looking  at  his  mas' 
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tcr  as  proudly  as  Alexander  gazes  at  Babylon  in  Lebrun's 
picture. 

"Where  are  you  going,  Modeste?"  asked  her  mother, 
as  her  daughter  was  leaving  the  room. 

"To  get  everything  ready  for  you  to  go  to  bed,  mamma," 
replied  Modeste,  in  a  voice  as  clear  as  the  notes  of  a  har- 
monica. 

"You  have  had  all  your  trouble  for  nothing,"  said  Butscha 
to  Dumay  when  he  came  in. 

"Modeste  is  as  saintly  as  the  Virgin  on  our  altar!"  cried 
Madame  Latournelle. 

"Ah,  Good  Heavens  I  Such  agitation  is  too  much  for 
me,"  said  the  cashier.  "And  yet  I  am  a  strong  man." 

"I  would  give  twenty-five  sous  to  understand  one  word 
of  what  you  are  at  this  evening,"  said  Gobenheim;  "you  all 
seem  to  me  to  have  gone  mad." 

"And  yet  a  treasure  is  at  stake,"  said  Butscha,  standing 
on  tiptoe  to  speak  into  Gobenheim's  ear. 

"Unfortunately,  I  am  almost  positive  of  the  truth  of  what 
I  say,"  repeated  the  mother. 

"Then  it  now  lies  with  you,  Madame,"  said  Dumay 
quietly,  "to  prove  that  we  are  wrong." 

When  he  found  that  nothing  was  involved  but  Modeste's 
reputation,  Gobenheim  took  his  hat,  bowed,  and  went  away, 
carrying  off  ten  sous,  and  regarding  a  fresh  rubber  as  hope- 
less. 

"Exupere,  and  you  Butscha,  leave  us,"  said  Madame 
Latournelle.  "Go  down  to  the  town.  You  will  be  in  time 
to  see  one  piece;  I  will  treat  you  to  the  play." 

As  soon  as  Madame  Mignon  was  left  with  her  four 
friends,  Madame  Latournelle  glanced  at  Dumay,  who,  be- 
ing a  Breton,  understood  the  mother's  persistency,  and  then 
at  her  husband  fidgeting  with  the  cards,  and  thought  herself 
justified  in  speaking. 

"Come,  Madame  Mignon,  tell  us  what  decisive  evidence 
has  struck  your  ear?" 

"Oh,  my  dear  friend,  if  you  were  a  musician,  you,  like 
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me,  would  have  heard  Modeste's  tone  when  she  sings  of 
love." 

The  piano  belonging  to  the  two  sisters  was  one  of  the 
few  feminine  luxuries  among  the  furniture  brought  from 
the  town-house  to  the  Chalet.  Modeste  had  mitigated  some 
tedium  by  studying  without  a  master.  She  was  a  born  mu- 
sician, and  played  to  cheer  her  mother.  She  sang  with  nat- 
ural grace  the  German  airs  her  mother  taught  her.  From 
this  instruction  and  this  endeavor  had  resulted  the  phenom- 
enon, not  uncommon  in  natures  prompted  by  a  vocation,  that 
Modeste  unconsciously  composed  purely  melodic  strains,  as 
such  composition  is  possible  without  a  knowledge  of  har- 
mony. Melody  is  to  music  what  imagery  and  feeling  are 
to  poetry,  a  flower  that  may  blossom  spontaneously.  All 
nations  have  had  popular  melodies  before  the  introduction 
of  harmony.  Botany  came  after  flowers.  Thus  Modeste, 
without  having  learned  anything  of  the  technique  of  paint- 
ing beyond  what  she  had  gathered  from  seeing  her  sister 
work  in  water-colors,  could  stand  enchanted  before  a  pic- 
ture by  Rafael,  Titian,  Eubens,  Murillo,  Rembrandt,  Albert 
Durer,  or  Holbein,  that  is  to  say,  the  highest  ideal  of  each 
nation.  Now,  for  about  a  month,  Modeste  had  more  espe- 
cially burst  into  nightingale  songs,  into  new  strains  so  poet- 
ical as  to  arouse  her  mother's  attention,  surprised  as  she 
was  to  find  Modeste  bent  on  composition  and  trying  airs  to 
unfamiliar  words. 

"If  your  suspicions  have  no  other  foundation,"  said 
Latournelle  to  Madame  Mignon,  "I  pity  your  sensitive- 
ness." 

"When  a  young  girl  sings  in  Brittany,"  said  Dumay, 
now  grave  again,  "the  lover  is  very  near." 

"I  will  let  you  overhear  Modeste  improvising,"  said  the 
mother,  "and  you  will  see — 1" 

"Poor  child!"  said  Madame  Dumay.  "If  she  could  but 
know  of  our  anxiety,  she  would  be  in  despair;  and  she 
would  tell  us  the  truth,  especially  if  she  knew  all  it  meant 
to  Dumay." 
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"To-morrow,  my  friends,  I  will  question  Modesto,"  said 
Madame  Mignon;  "and  perhaps  I  shall  achieve  more  by 
affection  than  you  have  gained  by  ruse." 

Was  the  comedy  of  the  "Ill-guarded  Daughter"  being 
enacted  here,  as  it  is  everywhere  and  at  all  times,  while 
these  worthy  Bartolos,  these  spies,  these  vigilant  watch-dogs 
failed  to  scent,  to  guess,  to  detect  the  lover,  the  conspiracy, 
the  smoke  of  the  fire  ? 

This  was  not  the  consequence  of  any  defiance  between  a 
prisoner  and  her  jailers,  between  the  tyranny  of  the  dungeon 
and  the  liberty  of  the  captive,  but  merely  the  eternal  repeti- 
tion of  the  first  drama  played  as  the  curtain  rose  on  the  new 
Creation:  Eve  in  Paradise.  Which,  in  this  case,  was  right 
• — the  mother  or  the  watch-dog? 

None  of  the  persons  about  Modeste  understood  the  girl's 
heart — for,  be  assured,  the  soul  and  the  face  were  in  unison. 
Modeste  had  transplanted  her  life  into  a  world  of  which  the 
existence  is  as  completely  denied  in  our  days  as  the  New 
World  of  Christopher  Columbus  was  denied  in  the  sixteenth 
century.  Fortunately,  she  could  be  silent,  or  she  would 
have  been  thought  mad. 

We  must  first  explain  the  influence  that  past  events  had 
had  on  the  girl.  Two  especially  had  formed  her  character, 
as  they  had  awakened  her  intelligence.  Monsieur  and  Ma- 
dame Mignon,  startled  by  the  disaster  that  had  come  upon 
Bettina,  had,  before  their  bankruptcy,  resolved  on  seeing  Mo- 
deste married,  and  their  choice  fell  on  the  son  of  a  wealthy 
banker,  a  native  of  Hamburg,  who  had  settled  at  le  Havre 
in  1815,  and  who  was  under  some  obligations  to  them.  This 
young  man — Francisque  Althor — the  dandy  of  le  Havre, 
handsome  in  the  style  which  captivates  the  Philistine,  what 
the  English  call  a  heavy-weight — florid  healthy  coloring, 
firm  flesh,  and  square  shoulders — threw  over  his  bride-elect, 
at  the  news  of  their  disaster,  so  completely  that  he  had  never 
since  set  eyes  on  Modeste,  or  on  Madame  Mignon,  or  on  the 
Dumays.  Latournelle  having  made  so  bold  as  to  speak  to 
the  father,  Jacob  Althor,  on  the  subject,  the  old  German 


446  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

had  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  replied,  "I  do  not  know 
what  you  mean." 

This  reply,  repeated  to  Modeste  to  give  her  experience, 
was  a  lesson  she  understood  all  the  better  because  Latour- 
nelle  and  Dumay  made  voluminous  comments  on  this  base 
desertion.  Charles  Mignon's  two  daughters,  spoiled  chil- 
dren as  they  were,  rode,  had  their  own  horses  and  servants, 
and  enjoyed  fatal  liberty.  Modeste,  finding  herself  in  com- 
mand of  a  recognized  lover,  had  allowed  Francisque  to  kiss 
her  hand,  and  put  his  arm  round  her  to  help  her  to  mount; 
she  had  accepted  flowers,  and  the  trifling  gifts  of  affection 
which  are  the  burden  of  paying  court  to  a  young  lady;  she 
worked  him  a  purse,  believing  in  bonds  of  that  kind,  so 
strong  to  noble  souls,  but  mere  cobwebs  to  the  Grobenheims, 
Vilquins,  and  Althors. 

In  the  course  of  the  spring,  after  Madame  Mignon  and 
her  daughter  had  moved  into  the  Chalet,  Prancisque  Althor 
went  to  dine  with  the  Yilquins.  On  catching  sight  of  Mo- 
deste beyond  the  wall  of  the  lawn,  he  looked  away.  Six 
weeks  after,  he  married  Mademoiselle  Yilquin — the  eldest. 
Thus  Modeste  learned  that  she,  handsome,  young,  and  well 
born,  had  for  three  months  been  simply  Mademoiselle  Mil- 
lion. So  Modeste's  poverty,  which  was  of  course  known, 
was  a  sentinel  which  guarded  the  ways  to  the  Chalet  quite 
as  well  as  the  Dumays'  prudence  and  the  Latournelles'  vigi- 
lance. Mademoiselle  Mignon  was  never  mentioned  but  with 
insulting  pity:  "Poor  girl!  what  will  become  of  her?  She 
will  die  an  old  maid." — "What  a  hard  lot!  After  seeing 
all  the  world  at  her  feet,  and  having  a  chance  of  marrying 
Althor,  to  find  that  no  one  will  have  anything  to  say  to 
her?" — "Such  a  life  of  luxury,  my  dear!  and  to  have  sunk 
to  penury!" 

Nor  were  these  insults  spoken  in  private  and  only 
guessed  by  Modeste;  more  than  once  she  heard  them 
uttered  by  the  young  men  and  girls  of  the  town  when 
walking  at  Ingouville,  who,  knowing  that  Madame  and 
Mademoiselle  Mignon  lived  at  the  Chalet,  discussed  them 


MODESTE   MIQNON  447 

audibly  as  they  went  past  the  pretty  little  house.  Some  of 
the  Vilquins'  friends  wondered  that  these  ladies  could  bear 
to  live  so  near  the  home  of  their  former  splendor.  Modeste, 
sitting  behind  closed  shutters,  often  heard  such  impertinence 
as  this:  "I  cannot  think  how  they  can  live  there!"  one 
would  say  to  another,  walking  round  the  garden,  perhaps 
to  help  the  Vilquins  to  be  rid  of  their  tenants.  "What  do 
they  live  on? — What  can  they  do  there? — The  old  woman 
is  gone  blind! — Is  Mademoiselle  Mignon  still  pretty? — Ah, 
she  has  no  horses  now.  flow  dashing  she  used  to  be!" 

As  she  heard  this  savage  nonsense  spoken  by  envy,  foul- 
mouthed  and  surly,  and  tilting  at  the  past,  many  girls  would 
have  felt  the  blood  rise  to  their  very  brow;  others  would  have 
wept,  some  would  have  felt  a  surge  of  rage;  but  Modeste 
smiled  as  we  smile  at  a  theatre,  hearing  actors  speak.  Her 
pride  could  not  descend  to  the  level  which  such  words,  rising 
from  below,  could  reach. 

The  other  event  was  even  more  serious  than  this  mer- 
cenary desertion.  Bettina- Caroline  had  died  in  her  sister's 
arms;  Modeste  had  nursed  her  with  the  devotion  of  a  wo- 
man, with  the  inquisitiveness  of  a  maiden  imagination. 
The  two  girls,  in  the  watches  of  the  night,  had  exchanged 
many  a  confidence.  What  dramatic  interest  hung  round 
Bettina  in  the  eyes  of  her  innocent  sister!  Bettina  knew 
passion  only  as  misfortune;  she  was  dying  because  she  had 
loved.  Between  two  girls  every  man,  wretch  though  he 
be,  is  a  lover.  Passion  is  the  one  thing  really  absolute  in 
human  life;  it  will  always  have  its  own.  Georges  d'Es- 
tourny,  a  gambler,  dissipated  and  guilty,  always  dwelt  in 
the  memory  of  these  two  young  things  as  the  Parisian 
dandy  of  the  Havre  parties,  the  cynosure  of  every  woman 
— Bettina  believed  that  she  had  snatched  him  from  Ma- 
dame Vilquin's  flirtations — and,  to  crown  all,  Bettina's  suc- 
cessful lover.  In  a  young  girl  her  worship  is  stronger  than 
social  reprobation.  In  Bettina's  mind,  justice  had  erred; 
how  should  she  have  condemned  a  young  man  by  whom  she 
had  been  loved  for  six  months,  loved  with  passion  in  the 
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mysterious  retreat  where  Georges  hid  her  in  Paris,  that  he 
might  preserve  his  liberty.  Tims,  Bettina,  in  her  death, 
had  inoculated  her  sister  with  love. 

The  sisters  had  often  discussed  the  great  drama  of  pas- 
sion, to  which  imagination  lends  added  importance ;  and  the 
dead  girl  had  taken  Modeste's  purity  with  her  to  her  grave, 
leaving  her  not  perhaps  all-knowing,  but,  at  any  rate,  all- 
curious.  At  the  same  time,  remorse  had  often  set  sharp 
pangs  in  Bettina's  heart,  and  she  lavished  warnings  on  her 
sister.  In  the  midst  of  her  revelations,  she  never  failed  to 
preach  obedience  in  Modeste,  absolute  obedience  to  her  fam- 
ily. On  the  eve  of  her  death,  she  implored  her  sister  to  re- 
member the  pillow  she  had  soaked  with  her  tears,  and  never 
to  imitate  the  conduct  her  sufferings  could  scarcely  expiate. 
Bettina  accused  herself  of  having  brought  the  lightning 
down  on  those  dear  to  her;  she  died  in  despair  at  not  re- 
ceiving her  father's  forgiveness.  In  spite  of  the  consola- 
tions of  religion,  which  was  softened  by  such  deep  repent- 
ance, Bettina's  last  words,  in  a  heartrending  cry,  were, 
"Father!  Father!" 

"Never  give  your  heart  but  with  your  hand,"  said  she 
to  Modeste,  an  hour  before  her  death;  "and,  above  all, 
accept  no  attentions  without  my  mother's  consent  or 
papa's." 

These  words,  touching  in  their  simple  truth,  and  spoken 
in  the  hour  of  death,  found  an  echo  in  Modeste's  mind,  all 
the  more  because  Bettina  made  her  take  a  solemn  vow.  The 
poor  girl,  with  prophetic  insight,  drew  from  under  her  pillow 
a  ring  on  which  she  had  had  engraved  Pense  d  Bettina,  1827 
— "Remember  Bettina" — instead  of  a  motto,  sending  it  by 
the  hand  of  her  faithful  servant  Frangoise  Cochet,  to  be 
done  in  the  town.  A  few  minutes  before  she  breathed  her 
last  sigh,  she  placed  this  ring  on  her  sister's  finger,  begging 
her  to  wear  it  till  she  should  be  married.  Thus,  between 
these  two  girls  there  had  been  a  strange  succession  of  acute 
remorse  and  artless  descriptions  of  that  brief  summer  which 
had  been  so  soon  followed  by  the  autumn  winds  of  desertion, 
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while  tears,  regrets,  and  memories  were  constantly  overruled 
by  a  dread  of  evil. 

And  yet  this  drama  of  the  young  creature  seduced,  and 
returning  to  die  of  a  dreadful  disorder  under  the  roof  of  ele- 
gant poverty,  the  meanness  of  the  Vilquins'  son-in-law,  and 
her  mother's  blindness,  resulting  from  her  griefs,  only  ac- 
count for  the  surface  of  Modeste's  character,  with  which  the 
Dumays  and  the  Latournelles  had  to  be  content,  for  no  de- 
votion can  fill  the  mother's  place.  This  monotonous  life  in 
the  pretty  Chalet,  among  the  beautiful  flowers  grown  by 
Dumay;  these  habits,  as  regular  as  the  working  of  a  clock; 
this  provincial  propriety;  these  rubbers  at  cards  by  which 
she  sat  knitting;  this  silence,  only  broken  by  the  moaning 
of  the  sea  at  the  equinoxes;  this  monastic  peace  covered 
the  stormiest  kind  of  life — the  life  of  ideas,  the  life  of  the 
spiritual  world. 

We  sometimes  wonder  at  the  lapses  of  young  girls,  but 
that  is  when  they  have  no  blind  mother  to  sound  with  her 
stick  the  depths  of  the  maiden  heart  undermined  by  the 
caverns  of  fancy. 

The  Dumays  were  asleep  when  Modeste  opened  her  win- 
dow, imagining  that  a  man  might  pass  by — the  man  of  her 
dreams,  the  knight  who  would  take  her  on  a  pillion,  defying 
Dumay's  pistols.  In  her  dejection  after  her  sister's  death, 
Modeste  had  plunged  into  such  constant  reading  as  was 
enough  to  make  her  idiotic.  Having  been  brought  up  to 
speak  two  languages,  she  was  mistress  of  German  as  well 
as  of  French;  then  she  and  Caroline  had  learned  English 
of  Madame  Dumay.  Modeste,  who,  in  such  matters,  found 
little  supervision  from  her  uncultivated  companions,  fed  her 
soul  on  the  masterpieces  of  modern  English,  German,  and 
French  literature — Lord  Byron,  Goethe,  Schiller,  Walter 
Scott,  Hugo,  Lamartine,  Crabbe,  Moore,  the  great  works 
of  the  seventeenth  and  eighteenth  centuries,  history  and 
the  theatre,  romance  from  Rabelais  to  Manon  Lescaut,  from 
Montaigne's  "Essays"  to  Diderot,  from  the  "Fabliaux"  to 
"la  Nouvelle  He'lo'ise,"  the  thoughts  of  three  countries  fur- 
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nished  her  brain  with  a  medley  of  images.  And  her  mind 
was  beautiful  in  its  cold  guilelessness,  its  repressed  virginal 
instincts,  from  which  sprang  forth,  flashing,  armed,  sincere, 
and  powerful,  an  intense  admiration  for  genius.  To  Mo- 
deste,  a  new  book  was  a  great  event;  she  was  so  happy  over 
a  great  work  as  to  alarm  Madame  Latournelle,  as  we  have 
seen,  and  saddened  when  it  failed  to  take  her  heart  by 
storm. 

But  no  gleam  of  this  lurid  flame  ever  appeared  on  the 
surface;  it  escaped  the  eye  of  Lieutenant  Durnay  and  his 
wife  as  well  as  of  the  Latournelles;  but  the  ear  of  the  blind 
mother  could  not  fail  to  hear  its  crackling.  The  deep  con- 
tempt which  Modeste  thenceforth  conceived  for  all  ordinary 
men  soon  gave  her  countenance  an  indescribably  proud  and 
shy  expression  which  qualified  its  German  simplicity,  but 
which  agrees  with  one  detail  of  her  face;  her  hair,  growing 
in  a  point  in  the  middle  of  her  forehead,  seems  to  continue 
the  slight  furrow  made  by  thought  between  her  brows,  and 
makes  this  shy  look  perhaps  a  little  too  wild. 

This  sweet  girl's  voice — before  his  departure  Charles 
Mignon  used  to  call  her  his  little  "Solomon's  slipper,"  she 
was  so  clever — had  acquired  delightful  flexibility  of  accent 
from  her  study  of  three  languages.  This  advantage  is  yet 
further  enhanced  by  a  suave  fresh  quality  which  goes  to  the 
heart  as  well  as  to  the  ear.  Though  her  mother  could  not 
see  the  hope  of  high  destiny  stamped  on  her  daughter's  brow, 
she  could  study  the  changes  of  her  soul's  development  in  the 
tones  of  that  amorous  voice. 

After  this  period  of  ravenous  reading,  there  came  to 
Modeste  a  phase  of  the  singular  faculty  possessed  by  a  lively 
imagination;  of  living  as  an  actor  in  an  existence  pictured 
as  in  a  dream;  of  representing  things  wished  for  with  a  vivid- 
ness so  keen  that  it  verges  on  reality ;  of  enjoying  them  in 
fancy,  of  devouring  time  even,  seeing  herself  married,  grown 
old,  attending  her  own  funeral,  like  Charles  V. — in  short,  of 
playing  out  the  drama  of  life,  and  at  need  that  of  death  too. 

As  for  Modeste,  she  played  the  drama  of  love.     She  im- 
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agined  herself  adored  to  the  height  of  her  wishes,  and  pass- 
ing through  every  social  phase.  As  the  heroine  of  some 
dark  romance,  she  loved  either  the  executioner  or  some  vil- 
lain who  died  on  the  scaffold,  or  else,  like  her  sister,  some 
penniless  fop,  whose  misdemeanors  were  the  affair  of  the 
police  court.  She  pictured  herself  as  a  courtesan,  and 
laughed  men  to  scorn  in  the  midst  of  perpetual  festivities, 
like  Ninon.  By  turns,  she  led  the  life  of  an  adventuress  or 
of  a  popular  actress,  going  through  the  vicissitudes  of  a  Gil 
Bias,  or  the  triumphs  of  Pasta,  Malibran,  Florine.  Satiated 
with  horrors,  she  would  come  back  to  real  life.  She  married 
a  notary,  she  ate  the  dry  bread  of  respectability,  she  saw  her- 
self in  Madame  Latournelle.  She  accepted  a  laborious  life, 
facing  the  worries  of  accumulating  a  fortune;  then  she  began 
to  romance  again:  she  was  loved  for  her  beauty;  the  son  of 
a  peer  of  France,  artistic  and  eccentric,  read  her  heart,  and 
discerned  the  star  which  the  genius  of  a  Stae'l  had  set  on  her 
brow.  At  last  her  father  returned  a  millionnaire.  Justified 
by  experience,  she  subjected  her  lovers  to  tests,  preserving 
her  own  freedom;  she  owned  a  splendid  chateau,  servants, 
carriages,  everything  that  luxury  has  most  curious  to  bestow; 
and  she  mystified  her  lovers  till  she  was  forty,  when  she 
accepted  an  offer. 

This  edition  of  the  "Arabian  Nights,"  of  which  there 
was  but  one  copy,  lasted  nearly  a  year,  and  brought  Modesto 
to  satiety  of  invention.  She  too  often  held  life  in  the  hollow 
of  her  hand;  she  could  say  to  herself  very  philosophically, 
and  too  seriously,  too  bitterly,  too  often,  "Well;  and  then?" 
not  to  sink  now  to  her  waist  in  those  depths  of  disgust,  in«o 
which  men  of  genius  fall  who  are  too  eager  to  escape  by  the 
vast  labor  of  the  task  to  which  they  have  devoted  them- 
selves. But  for  her  rich  nature  and  her  youth,  Modeste 
would  have  retired  to  a  cloister.  This  satiety  flung  the  girl, 
still  soaked  in  Catholic  feeling,  into  a  love  of  goodness,  and 
of  the  infinitude  of  heaven.  She  conceived  of  charity  as  the 
occupation  of  her  life ;  still  she  groped  in  forlorn  gloom  as 
she  found  there  no  aliment  for  the  fancy  that  gnawed  at  her 
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heart  like  a  malignant  insect  in  the  cup  of  a  flower.  She 
calmly  stitched  at  baby  clothes  for  poor  women ;  and  she  lis- 
tened absently  to  Monsieur  Latournelle  grumbling  at  Mon- 
sieur Dumay  for  trumping  a  thirteenth,  or  forcing  him  to 
play  his  last  trump.  Faith  led  Modeste  into  a  strange  path. 
She  fancied  that  by  becoming  irreproachable  in  the  Catholic 
sense,  she  might  achieve  such  a  pitch  of  sanctity  that  God 
would  hear  her  and  grant  her  desires. 

"Faith,  as  Jesus  Christ  says,  can  remove  mountains;  the 
Saviour  made  His  apostle  walk  on  the  Lake  of  Tiberias; 
while  I  only  ask  of  God  to  send  me  a  husband,"  thought  she. 
"That  is  much  easier  than  going  for  a  walk  on  the  sea." 

She  fasted  all  through  Lent,  and  did  not  commit  the  small- 
est sin;  then  she  promised  herself  that  on  coming  out  of 
church  on  a  certain  day  she  would  meet  a  handsome  young 
man,  worthy  of  her,  whom  her  mother  would  approve,  and 
who  would  follow  her,  madly  in  love.  On  the  day  she  had 
fixed  for  God  to  send  her  this  angel  without  fail,  she  was 
persistently  followed  by  a  horrible  beggar;  it  poured  with 
rain,  and  there  was  not  one  young  man  out  of  doors.  She 
went  down  to  the  quay  to  see  the  English  come  on  shore, 
but  every  Englishman  had  an  English  damsel  almost  as 
handsome  as  herself,  and  Modeste  could  not  see  anything 
like  a  Childe  Harold  who  had  lost  his  way.  At  that  stage 
tears  rose  to  her  eyes  as  she  sat,  like  Marius,  on  the  ruins 
of  her  imaginings.  One  day  when  she  made  an  appoint- 
ment with  God  for  the  third  time,  she  believed  that  the  elect 
of  her  dreams  had  come  into  the  church,  and  she  dragged 
Madame  Latournelle  to  look  behind  every  pillar,  imagining 
that  he  was  hiding  out  of  delicacy.  Thenceforth  she  con- 
cluded that  God  had  no  power.  She  often  made  conversa- 
tions with  this  imaginary  lover,  inventing  question  and 
answer,  and  giving  him  a  very  pretty  wit. 

Thus  it  was  her  heart's  excessive  ambition,  buried  in 
romance,  which  gave  Modeste  the  discretion  so  much  admired 
by  the  good  people  who  watched  over  her;  they  might  have 
brought  her  many  a  Francisque  Althor  or  Vilquin  fils,  she 
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would  not  have  stooped  to  such  boors.  She  required  simply 
and  purely  a  man  of  genius;  talent  she  thought  little  of,  as 
a  barrister  is  nothing  to  a  girl  who  is  set  on  an  ambassador. 
She  wished  for  riches  only  to  cast  them  at  her  idol's  feet. 
The  golden  background  against  which  the  figures  of  her 
dreams  stood  out  was  less  precious  than  her  heart  overflow- 
ing with  a  woman's  delicacy;  for  her  ruling  idea  was  to  give 
wealth  and  happiness  to  a  Tasso,  a  Milton,  a  Jean-Jacques 
Rousseau,  a  Murat,  a  Christopher  Columbus.  Vulgar  sor- 
rows appealed  but  little  to  this  soul,  which  longed  to  extin- 
guish the  stake  of  such  martyrs  unrecognized  during  their 
lifetime.  Modeste  thirsted  for  unconfessed  suffering,  the 
great  anguish  of  the  mind. 

Sometimes  she  imagined  the  balm,  she  elaborated  the 
tenderness,  the  music,  the  thousand  devices  by  which  she 
would  have  soothed  the  fierce  misanthropy  of  Jean-Jacques. 
Again  she  fancied  herself  the  wife  of  Lord  Byron,  and  almost 
entered  into  his  scorn  of  realities,  while  making  herself  as 
fantastic  as  the  poetry  of  Manfred,  and  into  his  doubts  while 
making  him  a  Catholic.  Modeste  accused  all  the  women  of 
the  seventeenth  century  as  guilty  of  Moliere's  melancholy. 

"How  is  it,"  she  wondered,  "that  some  living,  wealthy, 
and  beautiful  woman  does  not  rush  forth  to  meet  every  man 
of  genius,  to  make  nerself  his  slave  like  Lara,  the  mysterious 
page?" 

As  you  see,  she  had  quite  understood  the  English  poet's 
wail,  as  sung  by  Gulnare.  She  greatly  admired  the  conduct 
of  the  young  English  girl  who  came  to  propose  to  the  younger 
Cre"billon,  who  married  her.  The  story  of  Sterne  and  Eliza 
Draper  was  a  joy  to  her  for  some  months;  as  the  imaginary 
heroine  of  a  similar  romance,  she  studied  the  sublime  part 
of  Eliza  again  and  again.  The  exquisite  feeling  so  grace- 
fully expressed  in  those  letters  filled  her  eyes  with  the  tears 
which,  it  is  said,  never  rose  to  those  of  the  wittiest  of  English 
writers. 

Modeste  thus  lived  for  some  time  by  her  sympathy,  not 
merely  with  the  works,  but  with  the  personal  character  of 
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her  favorite  authors.  Goldsmith,  the  author  of  "Obermann, " 
Charles  Nodier,  Maturin — the  poorest,  the  most  unhappy 
were  her  gods;  she  understood  their  sufferings,  she  entered 
into  their  squalor,  blending  with  heaven-sent  visions;  she 
poured  on  them  the  treasures  of  her  heart;  she  pictured  her- 
self clearly  as  supplying  the  comforts  of  life  to  these  artists, 
martyrs  to  their  gifts.  This  noble  compassion,  this  intuitive 
knowledge  of  the  difficulties  of  work,  this  worship  for  talent, 
is  one  of  the  rarest  vagaries  that  ever  beat  its  wings  in  a 
woman's  soul.  At  first  it  is  like  a  secret  between  her  and 
God,  for  there  is  nothing  dazzling  in  it,  nothing  to  flatter 
her  vanity — that  potent  auxiliary  of  all  actions  in  France. 

From  this  third  phase  of  her  ideas  there  was  born  in 
Modeste  a  violent  desire  to  study  one  of  these  anomalous 
lives  to  the  very  heart  of  it,  to  know  the  springs  of  thought, 
the  secret  sorrows  of  genius,  and  what  it  craves,  and  what 
it  is.  And  so,  in  her,  the  rashness  of  fantasy,  the  wander- 
ings of  her  soul  in  a  void,  her  excursions  into  the  darkness 
of  the  future,  the  impatience  of  her  undeveloped  love  to  centre 
in  an  object,  the  nobleness  of  her  notions  of  life,  her  de- 
termination to  suffer  in  some  lofty  sphere  rather  than  to 
paddle  in  the  slough  of  provincial  life  as  her  mother  had 
done,  the  vow  she  had  made  to  herself  never  to  go  wrong,  to 
respect  her  parents'  home,  and  never  bring  to  it  anything 
but  joy — all  this  world  of  feeling  at  last  took  shape:  Modeste 
purposed  to  be  the  wife  of  a  poet,  an  artist,  a  man,  in  short, 
superior  to  the  crowd;  but  she  meant  to  choose  him,  and 
to  subject  him  to  a  thorough  study,  before  giving  him  her 
heart,  her  life,  her  immense  tenderness  freed  from  the  tram- 
mels of  passion. 

She  began  by  revelling  in  this  pretty  romance.  Perfect 
tranquillity  possessed  her  soul.  Her  countenance  was  grad- 
ually colored  by  it.  She  became  the  lovely  and  sublime 
image  of  Germany  that  you  have  seen,  the  glory  of  the 
Chalet,  the  pride  of  Madame  Latournelle  and  the  Dumays. 
Then  Modeste  lived  a  double  life.  She  humbly  and  lovingly 
fulfilled  all  the  trivial  tasks  of  daily  life  at  the  Chalet,  using 
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them  as  a  check  to  hold  in  the  poem  of  her  ideal  existence, 
like  the  Carthusians,  who  order  their  material  life  by  rule, 
and  occupy  their  time  to  allow  the  soul  to  develop  itself  in 
prayer. 

All  great  intellects  subject  themselves  to  some  mechanical 
employment  to  obtain  control  of  thought.  Spinoza  ground 
lenses,  Bayle  counted  the  tiles  in  a  roof,  Montesquieu  worked 
in  his  garden.  The  body  being  thus  under  control,  the  spirit 
spreads  its  wings  in  perfect  security.  So  Madame  Mignon, 
who  read  her  daughter's  soul,  was  right.  Modeste  was  in 
love;  she  loved  with  that  Platonic  sentiment  which  is  so  rare, 
so  little  understood — the  first  illusion  of  girlhood,  the  subtlest 
of  feelings,  the  heart's  daintiest  morsel.  She  drank  deep 
draughts  from  the  cup  of  the  unknown,  the  impossible,  the 
visionary.  She  delighted  in  the  Blue  Bird  of  the  Maiden's 
Paradise,  which  sings  far  away,  on  which  none  may  lay 
hands,  which  lets  itself  be  seen,  while  the  shot  of  no  gun  can 
ever  touch  it ;  its  magical  colors,  like  the  sparkling  of  gems, 
dazzle  the  eye,  but  it  is  never  more  seen  when  once  reality 
appears — the  hideous  Harpy  bringing  witnesses  and  the  Maire 
in  her  train.  To  have  all  the  poetry  of  love  without  the  pres- 
ence of  the  lover!  How  exquisite  an  orgy!  What  a  fair 
chimera  of  all  colors  and  every  plumage! 

This  was  the  trifling  foolish  accident  which  sealed  the 
girl's  fate. 

Modeste  saw  on  a  bookseller's  counter  a  lithographed  por- 
trait of  de  Canalis,  one  of  her  favorites.  You  know  what 
libels  these  sketches  are,  the  outcome  of  an  odious  kind  of 
Speculation  which  falls  upon  the  persons  of  celebrated  men, 
as  if  their  face  were  public  property.  So  Canalis,  caught  in 
a  Byronic  attitude,  offered  to  public  admiration  his  disor- 
dered hair,  his  bare  throat,  and  the  excessively  high  fore- 
head proper  to  every  bard.  Victor  Hugo's  brow  will  lead 
to  as  many  heads  being  shaved  as  there  were  sucking  field- 
marshals  who  rushed  to  die  on  the  strength  of  Napoleon's 
glory. 
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Modeste  was  struck  by  this  head,  made  sublime  by  com- 
mercial requirements;  and  on  the  day  when  she  bought  the 
portrait,  one  of  the  finest  books  by  Arth&s  had  just  come 
out.  Though  it  may  sound  to  her  discredit,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  she  long  hesitated  between  the  illustrious  poet 
and  the  illustrious  prose  writer.  But  were  these  two  great 
men  unmarried  ?  Modeste  began  by  securing  the  co-opera- 
tion of  Frangoise  Cochet,  the  girl  whom  poor  Bettina-Caro- 
line  had  taken  with  her  from  le  Havre  and  brought  back 
again.  She  lived  in  the  town,  and  Madame  Mignon  and 
Madame  Dumay  would  employ  her  for  a  day's  work  in  pref- 
erence to  any  other.  Modeste  had  this  somewhat  homely 
creature  up  into  her  room;  she  swore  that  she  would  never 
cause  her  parents  the  smallest  grief,  nor  exceed  the  limits 
imposed  on  a  young  lady;  she  promised  Frangoise  that  in 
the  future,  on  her  father's  return,  the  poor  girl  should  have 
an  easy  life,  on  condition  of  her  keeping  absolute  secrecy  as 
to  the  service  required  of  her. — What  was  it? — A  mere  trifle, 
a  perfectly  innocent  thing.  All  that  Modeste  asked  of  her 
accomplice  was  that  she  should  post  certain  letters  and  fetch 
the  replies,  addressed  to  Frangoise  Cochet. 

The  bargain  concluded,  Modeste  wrote  a  polite  note  to 
Dauriat,  the  publisher  of  Canalis'  poems,  in  which  she  asked 
him,  in  the  interests  of  the  great  poet,  whether  Canalis  were 
married,  begging  him  to  address  the  answer  to  Mademoiselle 
Frangoise,  poste  restante,  au  Havre.  Dauriat,  who,  of  course, 
could  not  take  such  a  letter  seriously,  sent  a  reply  concocted 
in  his  private  room  by  five  or  six  journalists,  each  in  turn 
adding  his  jest. 

"MADEMOISELLE  —  Canalis  (Baron  de),  Constant-Cyr- 
Melchior,  member  of  the  French  Academy,  born  in  1800  at 
Canalis,  Correze;  stands  five  feet  four,  is  in  good  condi- 
tion, vaccinated,  thoroughbred,  has  served  his  term  under 
the  conscription,  enjoys  perfect  health,  has  a  small  landed 
estate  in  Corr&ze,  and  wishes  to  marry,  but  looks  for  great 
wealth. 
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"His  arms  are,  party  per  pale  gules  a  broad  axe  or,  and 
sable  a  shell  argent;  surmounted  by  a  baron's  coronet; 
supporters,  two  larches  proper.  The  motto  Or  el  fer  (gold 
and  iron)  has  never  proved  auriferous. 

"Tho  first  Canalis,  who  went  to  the  Holy  Land  in  the 
first  crusade,  is  mentioned  in  the  Chronicles  of  Auvergne 
as  carrying  no  weapon  but  an  axe,  by  reason  of  the  com- 
plete indigence  in  which  he  lived,  and  which  has  ever 
since  weighed  on  his  posterity.  Hence,  no  doubt,  the 
bl&zon.  The  axe  brought  him  nothing  but  an  empty 
shell.  Thi<*  noble  baron  became  famous,  having  discom- 
fited many  infidels,  and  he  died  at  Jerusalem,  without 
either  gold  or  iron,  as  bare  as  a  worm,  on  the  road  to 
Ascalon,  the  ambulance  service  having  not  yet  been 
called  into  existence. 

"The  castle  of  Ganalis — the  land  yields  a  few  chestnuts 
— consists  of  two  dismantled  towers  joined  by  a  wall,  re- 
markable for  its  superior  growth  of  ivy,  and  it  pays 
twenty-two  francs  to  the  revenue. 

"The  publisher,  undersigned,  begs  to  remark  that  he 
pays  Monsieur  de  Canalis  ten  thousand  francs  per  volume 
for  his  poetry.  He  does  not  give  his  empty  shells  for 
nothing. 

"The  Bard  of  the  Correze  lives  at  Eue  de  Paradis-Pois- 
sonni&re,  No.  29,  which  is  a  suitable  situation  for  a  poet  of 
the  Seraphic  School.  Worms  (les  vers)  are  a  bait  for  gud- 
geon. Letters  must  be  prepaid. 

"Certain  noble  dames  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain 
often,  it  is  said,  make  their  way  to  Paradise  and  patronize 
the  divinity.  King  Charles  X.  thinks  so  highly  of  this 
great  poet  as  to  believe  him  capable  of  becoming  a  states- 
man. He  has  recently  made  him  an  officer  of  the  Legion 
of  Honor,  and,  which  is  more  to  the  purpose,  Master  of 
Appeals,  attached  to  the  Ministry  for  Foreign  Affairs. 
These  functions  in  no  way  keep  the  great  man  from  draw- 
ing a  pension  of  three  thousand  francs  from  the  fund  de- 
voted to  the  encouragement  of  art  and  letters.  This  pecu- 
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niary  success  causes,  in  the  publishing  world,  an  eighth 
plague  which  Egypt  was  spared — a  plague  of  worms 
(les  vers)\ 

"The  last  edition  of  the  works  of  Canalis,  printed  on 
hand- made  paper,  large  8vo,  with  vignettes  by  Bixiou, 
Joseph  Bridau,  Schinner,  Sommervieux,  and  others,  printed 
by  Didot,  is  in  live  volumes,  price  nine  francs,  postpaid." 

This  letter  fell  like  a  paving-stone  on  a  tulip.  A  poet 
as  Master  of  Appeals,  in  the  immediate  circle  of  a  Minister, 
drawing  a  pension,  aiming  at  the  red  rosette,  adored  of  the 
ladies  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain!  Was  this  at  all  like 
the  threadbare  poet  wandering  on  the  quays,  melancholy  and 
dreamy,  overwrought  by  work,  and  climbing  up  to  his  gar- 
ret again  loaded  with  poetic  inspiration  ?  At  the  same  time, 
Modeste  saw  through  the  jest  of  the  envious  publisher,  which 
conveyed,  "I  made  Canalis!  I  made  Nathan!"  Then  she 
re-read  Canalis'  verses,  very  catching  verses,  full  of  hypoc- 
risy, and  which  require  a  few  words  of  analysis  if  only  to 
explain  her  infatuation. 

Canalis  is  distinguished  from  Lamartine,  the  chief  of  the 
Seraphic  School,  by  a  sort  of  sick-nurse  blarney,  a  perfidious 
sweetness,  and  exquisite  correctness.  If  the  chief,  with  his 
sublime  outcry,  may  be  called  an  eagle,  Canalis,  all  rose  and 
white,  is  a  flamingo.  In  him  women  discern  the  friend  they 
yearn  for,  a  discreet  confidant,  their  interpreter,  the  being 
who  understands  them,  and  who  explains  them  to  them- 
selves. 

The  broad  margins  with  which  Dauriat  had  graced  his 
last  edition  were  covered  with  confessions  scribbled  in 
pencil  by  Modeste,  who  sympathized  with  this  dreamy 
and  tender  soul.  Canalis  has  not  life  in  his  gift;  he  does 
not  breathe  it  into  his  creations;  but  he  knows  how  to 
soothe  vague  sufferings  such  as  Modeste  was  a  victim  to. 
He  speaks  to  girls  in  their  own  language,  lulling  the  pain 
of  the  most  recent  wounds,  and  silencing  groans,  and  even 
sobs.  His  talent  does  not  consist  in  preaching  loftily  to 
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the  sufferer,  in  giving  her  the  medicine  of  strong  emotions; 
he  is  content  to  say  in  a  musical  voice  which  commands  be- 
lief: "I  am  unhappy,  as  you  are;  I  understand  you  fully; 
come  with  me,  we  will  weep  together  on  the  bank  of  this 
stream,  under  the  willows  I"  And  they  go  I  and  listen  to 
his  verse,  as  vacuous  and  as  sonorous  as  the  song  of  a 
nurse  putting  a  baby  to  sleep  1  Canalis — like  Nodier  in 
this — bewitches  you  by  an  artlessness,  which  in  the  prose 
writer  is  natural  but  in  the  poet  elaborately  studied,  by 
his  archness,  his  smile,  his  fallen  flowers,  his  childlike 
philosophy.  He  mimics  the  language  of  early  days  well 
enough  to  carry  you  back  to  the  fair  field  of  illusion. 

To  an  eagle  we  are  pitiless;  we  insist  on  the  quality  of 
the  diamond,  flawless  perfection;  but  from  Canalis  we  are 
satisfied  with  the  orphan's  mite;  everything  may  be  for- 
given him.  He  seems  such  a  good  fellow,  human  above 
everything.  These  seraphic  airs  succeed  with  him,  as  those 
of  a  woman  will  always  succeed  if  she  acts  simplicity  well 
— the  startled,  youthful,  martyred,  suffering  angel. 

Modeste,  summing  up  her  impressions,  felt  that  she 
trusted  that  soul,  that  countenance,  as  attractive  as  Ber- 
nardin  de  Saint-Pierre's.  She  paid  no  heed  to  the  pub- 
lisher. And  so,  at  the  beginning  of  the  month  of  August, 
she  wrote  the  following  letter  to  this  Dorat  of  the  sac- 
risty, who  even  now  is  regarded  as  one  of  the  stars  of  the 
modern  Pleiades. 

I 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalia 

*'Many  times  ere  now,  Monsieur,  I  have  intended  to 
write  to  you — and  why?  You  can  guess:  to  tell  you  how 
much  I  delight  in  your  talent.  Yes,  I  feel  a  longing  to 
express  to  you  the  admiration  of  a  poor  country-bred  girl, 
very  solitary  in  her  nook,  whose  sole  joy  is  in  reading  your 
poetry.  From  Rene  I  came  to  you.  Melancholy  tends  to 
revery.  How  many  other  women  must  have  paid  you  the 
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homage  of  their  secret  thoughts!  What  chance  have  I  of 
being  of  the  elect  in  such  a  crowd  ?  What  interest  can  this 
paper  have,  though  full  of  my  soul,  above  all  the  perfumed 
letters  which  beset  you  ?  I  introduce  myself  with  more  to 
perplex  you  than  any  other  woman.  I  intend  to  remain 
unknown,  and  yet  ask  your  entire  confidence,  as  if  you 
had  known  me  a  long  time. 

"Answer  me,  be  kind  to  me.  I  do  not  pledge  myself 
to  tell  my  name  some  day,  still  I  do  not  positively  say 
no.  .  .  .  What  more  can  I  add  to  this  letter?  Kegard 
it,  Monsieur,  as  a  great  effort,  and  allow  me  to  offer  you 
my  hand — oh,  a  very  friendly  hand — that  of  your  servant, 

"O.  D'ESTE-M. 

"If  you  do  me  the  favor  of  replying,  address  your  letter, 
I  beg,  to  Mademoiselle  F.  Cochet,  Poste  Restante,  le  Havre." 

Now  every  damsel,  whether  romantic  or  no,  can  imagine 
Modeste's  impatience  during  the  next  few  days!  The  air 
was  full  of  tongues  of  flame;  the  trees  looked  like  plumage; 
she  did  not  feel  her  body;  she  floated  above  nature!  The 
earth  vanished  under  her  tread.  Wondering  at  the  powers 
af  the  post-office,  she  followed  her  little  sheet  of  paper 
through  space;  she  was  glad,  as  we  are  glad  at  twenty  at 
the  first  exercise  of  our  will.  She  was  bewitched,  pos- 
sessed, as  people  were  in  the  Middle  Ages.  She  pictured 
to  herself  the  poet's  lodgings,  his  room;  she  saw  him  open- 
ing the  letter,  and  she  made  a  million  guesses. 

Having  sketched  his  poetry,  it  is  necessary  here  to  give 
an  outline  of  the  man.  Canalis  is  small  and  thin,  with  an 
aristocratic  figure;  dark,  gifted  with  a  foolish  face  and  a 
rather  insignificant  head,  that  of  a  man  who  has  more  van- 
ity than  pride.  He  loves  luxury,  display,  and  splendor. 
Fortune  is  a  necessity  to  him  more  than  to  other  men. 
No  less  proud  of  his  birth  than  of  his  talent,  he  has 
swamped  his  ancestors  by  too  great  personal  pretensions. 
After  all,  the  Canalis  are  neither  Navarreins,  nor  Cadi- 
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gnans,  nor  Grandlieus,  nor  Negrepelisses ;  however,  nature 
has  done  much  to  support  his  pretensions.  He  has  the 
eyes  of  Oriental  lustre  that  we  look  for  in  a  poet,  a  very 
pretty  refinement  of  manner,  a  thrilling  voice;  but  a  man- 
nerism that  is  natural  to  him  almost  nullifies  these  advan- 
tages. He  is  an  actor  in  perfect  good  faith.  He  displays 
a  very  elegant  foot — it  is  an  acquired  habit.  He  has  a 
declamatory  style  of  talk,  but  it  is  his  own.  His  affecta- 
tion is  theatrical,  but  it  has  become  a  second  nature. 
These  faults,  as  we  must  call  them,  are  in  harmony  with 
an  unfailing  generosity  which  may  be  termed  carpet-knight- 
liness  in  contrast  to  chivalry.  Canalis  has  not  faith  enough 
to  be  a  Don  Quixote,  but  he  is  too  high-minded  not  to  take 
invariably  the  nobler  side  in  any  question.  His  poetry, 
which  comes  out  in  a  military  eruption  on  every  possible 
occasion,  is  a  great  disadvantage  to  the  poet,  who  is  not 
indeed  lacking  in  wit,  but  whose  talent  hinders  his  wit 
from  developing.  He  is  the  slave  of  his  reputation;  he 
aims  at  seeming  superior  to  it. 

Hence,  as  frequently  happens,  the  man  is  completely  out 
of  tune  with  the  products  of  his  mind.  The  author  of  these 
insinuating,  artless  poems,  full  of  tender  sentiment,  of  these 
calm  verses  as  clear  as  lake  ice,  of  this  caressing  womanish 
poetry,  is  an  ambitious  little  man,  buttoned  tightly  into  his 
coat,  with  the  air  of  a  diplomat,  dreaming  of  political  influ- 
ence, stinking  of  the  aristocrat,  scented  and  conceited,  thirst- 
ing for  a  fortune  that  he  may  have  an  income  equal  to  his 
ambitions,  and  already  spoiled  by  success  under  two  aspects 
— the  crown  of  bays  and  the  crown  of  myrtle.  A  salary  of 
eight  thousand  francs,  a  pension  of  three  thousand,  two 
thousand  from  the  Academic,  a  thousand  crowns  of  inher- 
ited income — a  good  deal  reduced  by  the  agricultural  re- 
quirements of  the  Canalis  estate,  and  the  ten  thousand 
francs  he  gets  from  his  poems  one  year  with  another — 
twenty-five  thousand  francs  a  year  in  all. 

To  Modeste's  hero  this  income  was  all  the  more  pre- 
carious because  he  spent,  on  an  average,  five  or  six  thou- 
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sand  francs  a  year  more  than  he  received,  but  hitherto  the 
King's  privy  purse  and  the  secret  funds  of  the  Ministry 
had  made  up  the  deficit.  He  had  composed  a  hymn  for 
the  coronation,  for  which  he  had  been  rewarded  with  a 
service  of  plate;  he  refused  a  sum  of  money,  saying  that 
the  Canalis  owed  their  homage  to  the  King  of  France. 
The  Roi  Chevalier  smiled,  and  ordered  from  Odiot  a 
costly  version  of  the  lines  from  "Zaire." 

"What!  Rhymester,  did  you  ever  hope  to  vie 
With  Charles  the  Tenth  in  generosity  ?" 

Canalis  had  drained  himself  dry,  to  use  a  picturesque 
vulgarism;  he  knew  that  he  was  incapable  of  inventing  a 
fresh  form  of  poetry;  his  lyre  has  not  seven  strings,  it 
has  but  one;  and  so  long  had  he  played  on  it  that  the 
public  left  him  now  no  choice  but  to  use  it  to  hang  him- 
self, or  to  be  silent.  De  Marsay,  who  could  not  endure 
Canalis,  had  uttered  a  sarcasm  of  which  the  poisoned  dart 
had  pierced  the  poet's  conceit  to  the  quick. 

"Canalis,"  he  had  said,  "strikes  me  as  being  just  like 
the  man  of  whom  Frederic  the  Great  spoke  after  a  battle, 
as  the  trumpeter  who  had  never  ceased  blowing  the  same 
note  through  his  penny  pipe!" 

Canalis  was  anxious  to  become  a  political  personage, 
and  as  a  beginning  made  capital  of  a  journey  he  had  taken 
to  Madrid  when  the  Due  de  Chaulieu  was  ambassador,  ac- 
companying him  as  attache — but  to  the  Duchess,  as  the  jest 
went  in  fashionable  drawing-rooms.  How  often  has  a  jest 
sealed  a  man's  fate!  Colla,  the  erewhile  President  of  the 
Cisalpine  Eepublic,  and  the  greatest  advocate  in  Pie*mont, 
is  told  by  a  friend,  at  the  age  of  forty,  that  he  knows  noth- 
ing of  botany;  he  is  nettled,  he  becomes  a  Jussieu,  culti- 
vates flowers,  invents  new  ones,  and  publishes,  in  Latin, 
the  "Flora  of  Pie*mont,"  the  work  of  ten  years! 

"Well,  after  all,  Canning  and  Chateaubriand  were  states- 
men," said  the  extinguished  poet,  "and  in  me  de  Marsay  shall 
find  his  master!" 
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Canalis  would  have  liked  to  write  an  important  political 
work;  but  he  was  afraid  of  getting  into  trouble  with  French 
prose,  a  cruelly  exacting  medium  to  those  who  have  acquired 
the  habit  of  taking  four  Alexandrine  lines  to  express  one 
idea.  Of  all  the  poets  of  the  day,  only  three — Victor 
Hugo,  Thdophile  Gautier,  and  de  Vigny — have  been  able 
to  conquer  the  double  glory  of  a  poet  and  a  prose-writer, 
which  was  also  achieved  by  Voltaire,  Moli&re,  and  Rabe- 
lais. It  is  one  of  the  rarest  triumphs  in  French  literature, 
and  distinguishes  a  poet  far  above  his  fellows.  Our  poet 
of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain  was  therefore  very  wise  to 
try  to  find  shelter  for  his  chariot  under  the  guardian  roof 
of  a  Government  office. 

When  he  was  made  Master  of  Appeals,  he  felt  the  need 
of  a  secretary,  a  friend  who  might  fill  his  place  on  many 
occasions,  cook  his  affairs  with  publishers,  see  to  his  fame 
in  the  newspapers,  and,  at  a  pinch,  support  him  in  politics 
— in  short,  who  would  be  his  satellite.  Several  men,  famous 
in  art,  science,  or  letters,  have  one  or  two  such  followers  in 
Paris,  a  captain  in  the  Guards,  or  a  Court  Chamberlain,  who 
live  in  the  beams  of  their  sunshine,  a  sort  of  aides-de-camp 
intrusted  with  delicate  tasks,  allowing  themselves  to  be  com- 
promised at  need,  working  round  the  idol's  pedestal,  not 
quite  his  equals  and  not  quite  his  superiors,  men  bold  in 
puffery,  the  first  in  every  breach,  covering  his  retreats,  look- 
ing after  his  business,  and  devoted  to  him  so  long  as  their 
illusions  last,  or  till  their  claims  are  satisfied.  Some  at  last 
perceive  that  their  Great  Man  is  ungrateful;  others  feel  that 
they  are  being  made  use  of;  many  weary  of  the  work;  and 
few  indeed  are  satisfied  by  the  mild  interchange  of  senti- 
ment, the  only  reward  to  be  looked  for  from  an  intimacy 
with  a  superior  man,  and  which  satisfied  Ali,  raised  by 
Mahomet  to  his  own  level.  Many,  deluded  by  their  self- 
conceit,  think  themselves  as  clever  as  their  Great  Man. 
Devotion  is  rare,  especially  without  reward  and  without 
hope,  as  Modeste  conceived  of  it. 

Nevertheless,  a  Menneval  is  occasionally  to  be  met  with; 
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and,  in  Paris  more  than  anywhere,  men  love  to  live  in  the 
shade  and  to  work  in  silence,  Benedictines  who  have  lost 
their  way  in  a  world  which  has  no  monastery  for  them. 
These  valiant  lambs  bear  in  their  deeds  and  in  their  private 
lives  the  poetry  which  writers  put  into  words.  They  are 
poets  at  heart,  in  their  secluded  meditations,  in  their  ten- 
derness, as  others  are  poets  on  paper,  in  the  fields  of  intel- 
lect, and  at  so  much  a  verse,  like  Lord  Byron — like  all  those 
who  live,  alas!  by  ink,  which  in  these  days  is  the  water  of 
Hippocrene,  for  which  the  Government  is  to  blame. 

It  was  a  young  consulting  referendary  of  the  Court  of 
Exchequer  who  constituted  himself  the  poet's  secretary;  he 
was  attracted  by  the  poet's  fame,  and  the  future  prospects 
of  this  vaunted  political  genius,  and  led  by  the  advice  of 
Madame  d'Espard,  who  thus  played  the  Duchesse  de  Chau- 
lieu's  cards  for  her;  and  Canalis  made  much  of  him,  as  a 
speculator  does  of  Ms  first  shareholder.  The  beginnings  of 
this  alliance  had  quite  an  air  of  friendship.  The  younger 
man  had  already  gone  through  a  course  of  the  same  kind 
with  one  of  the  Ministers  who  fell  in  1827;  but  the  Minister 
had  taken  care  to  find  him  a  place  in  the  Exchequer. 

Ernest  de  la  Briere,  at  that  time  seven -and-twenty,  deco- 
rated with  the  Legion  of  Honor,  with  nothing  in  the  world 
but  the  emoluments  of  his  office,  had  the  habit  of  business, 
and  after  hanging  about  the  private  room  of  the  Prime  Min- 
ister for  four  years,  he  knew  a  good  deal.  He  was  gentle, 
amiable,  with  an  almost  maidenly  soul,  full  of  good  feeling, 
and  he  hated  to  be  seen  in  the  foreground.  He  loved  his 
country,  he  yearned  to  be  of  use,  but  brilliancy  dazzled 
him.  If  he  had  had  his  choice,  the  place  of  secretary  to  a 
Napoleon  would  have  been  more  to  his  mind  than  that  of 
Prime  Minister. 

Ernest,  having  become  the  friend  of  Canalis,  did  great 
things  for  him,  but  in  eighteen  months  he  became  aware  of 
the  shallowness  of  a  nature  which  was  poetical  merely  in  its 
literary  expression.  The  truth  of  the  homely  proverb,  "The 
cowl  does  not  make  the  monk, ' '  is  especially  applicable  in 
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literature.  It  is  most  rare  to  find  a  talent  and  character  in 
harmony.  A  man's  faculties  are  not  the  sum-total  of  the 
man.  This  discord,  of  which  the  manifestations  are  start- 
ling, is  the  outcome  of  an  unexplored — a  perhaps  unexplor- 
able — mystery.  The  brain  and  its  products  of  every  kind — 
since  in  the  arts  the  hand  of  man  carries  out  his  brain — form 
a  world  apart  that  flourishes  under  the  skull,  perfectly  inde- 
pendent of  the  feelings,  of  what  are  called  the  virtues  of  a 
citizen,  of  the  head  of  a  family,  of  a  private  householder. 
And  yet  this  is  not  final ;  nothing  in  man  is  final.  Jt  is  cer- 
tain that  a  debauchee  will  exhaust  his  talent  in  orgies,  and 
a  drunkard  drown  it  in  his  libations,  while  a  good  man  can 
never  acquire  talent  by  wholesome  decency;  but  it  is  also 
almost  proved  that  Virgil,  the  poet  of  love,  never  loved  a 
Dido;  and  that  Rousseau,  the  pattern  citizen,  had  pride 
enough  to  furnish  forth  a  whole  aristocracy.  Nevertheless, 
Michelangelo  and  Rafael  showed  the  happy  concord  of  tal- 
ent and  character.  Hence  talent  is  in  men,  as  far  as  the  in- 
dividual is  concerned,  what  beauty  is  in  women — a  promise. 
Let  us  give  twofold  admiration  to  the  man  whose  heart  and 
character  are  equally  perfect  with  his  talent. 

Ernest,  when  he  detected  under  ^  the  poet  an  ambitious 
egoist — the  worst  species  of  egoist,  for  some  are  amiable — 
felt  a  singular  diffidence  about  leaving  him.  Honest  souls 
do  not  easily  break  their  bonds,  especially  those  they  have 
voluntarily  accepted.  The  secretary,  then,  was  on  very- 
good  terms  with  the  poet  when  Modeste's  letter  was  flying 
through  the  mail,  but  on  the  good  terms  of  constant  self- 
effacement.  La  Briere  felt  he  owed  Canalis  something  for 
the  frankness  with  which  he  had  revealed  himself.  And 
indeed,  in  this  man,  who  will  be  accounted  great  so  long  as 
he  lives,  and  made  much  of,  like  Marmontel,  his  defects  are 
the  seamy  side  of  brilliant  qualities.  But  for  his  vanity,  his 
pretentious  conceit,  he  might  not  have  been  gifted  with  that 
sonorous  verbiage  which  is  a  necessary  instrument  in  the 
political  life  of  the  day.  His  shallowness  is  part  of  his  rec- 
titude and  loyalty;  his  ostentation  is  paired  with  liberality. 


466  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

Society  profits  by  the  results;  the  motives  may  be  left  to 
God. 

Still,  when  Modeste's  letter  arrived,  Ernest  had  no  illu- 
sions left  as  to  Canalis.  The  two  friends  had  just  break- 
fasted, and  were  chatting  in  the  poet's  study;  he  was  at  that 
time  living  in  ground-floor  rooms  looking  out  on  a  garden, 
beyond  a  courtyard. 

"Ah!"  cried  Canalis,  "I  was  saying  the  other  day  to 
Madame  de  Chaulieu  that  I  must  cast  forth  some  new  poem; 
admiration  is  running  low,  for  it  is  some  time  since  I  have 
had  any  anonymous  letters — " 

"An  unknown  lady?" 

"  Unknown  1  A  d'Este,  and  from  le  Havre  I  It  is  evi- 
dently an  assumed  name!" 

And  Canalis  handed  the  letter  to  la  Bri5re.  This  poem, 
this  veiled  enthusiasm,  in  short,  Modeste's  very  heart,  was 
recklessly  exposed  by  the  gesture  of  a  coxcomb. 

"It  is  a  grand  thing,"  said  the  young  accountant,  "thus 
to  attract  the  chastest  feelings,  to  compel  a  helpless  woman 
to  shake  off  the  habits  forced  upon  her  by  education,  by 
nature,  by  society,  to  break  through  conventionalities.  .  .  . 
What  privileges  genius  commands!  A  letter  like  this  in  my 
hand,  written  by  a  girl,  a  genuine  girl,  without  reservation, 
with  enthusiasm  ..." 

"Well?"  said  Canalis. 

"Well,  if  you  had  suffered  as  much  as  Tasso,  you  ought 
to  find  it  reward  enough!"  exclaimed  la  Briere. 

"So  we  tell  ourselves  at  the  first  or  at  the  second  letter," 
said  Canalis.  "But  at  the  thirtieth!  .  .  .  but  when  we  have 
discovered  that  the  young  enthusiast  is  an  old  hand!  .  .  . 
but  when  at  the  end  of  the  radianl  path  travelled  over  by 
the  poet's  imagination  we  have  seen  some  English  old  maid 
sitting  on  a  milestone  and  holding  out  her  hand!  .  .  .  but 
when  the  angel — by  post — turns  into  a  poor  creature,  mod- 
erately good-looking,  in  search  of  a  husband!  .  .  .  Well, 
then,  the  effervescence  subsides." 

"I  am  beginning  to  think,"  said  la  Briere,  smiling,  "that 
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glory  lias  something  poisonous  in  it,  like  certain  gorgeous 
flowers." 

"Besides,  my  dear  fellow,"  Canalis  went  on,  "all  these 
women,  even  when  they  are  sincere,  have  an  ideal  to  which 
we  rarely  correspond.  They  never  tell  themselves  that  a 
poet  is  a  man,  and  a  tolerably  vain  one,  as  I  am  accused  of 
being ;  it  never  occurs  to  them  that  he  is  rough-ridden  by  a 
sort  of  feverish  excitement  which  makes  him  disagreeable 
and  uncertain.  They  want  him  to  be  always  great,  always 
splendid;  they  never  dream  that  talent  is  a  disease;  that 
Nathan  lives  on  Florine;  that  d'Arthez  is  too  fat;  that 
Joseph  Bridau  is  too  thin;  that  Be*ranger  can  go  on  foot; 
that  the  divinity  may  foam  at  the  mouth.  A  Lucien  de 
Rubempre',  a  verse-writer,  and  a  pretty  fellow,  is  a  Phenix. 
So  why  go  out  of  your  way  to  receive  bad  compliments  and 
sit  under  the  cold  shower-bath  of  a  disillusioned  woman's 
helpless  stare?" 

"Then  the  true  poet,"  said  la  Briere,  " ought  to  remain 
hidden,  like  God,  in  the  centre  of  his  universe,  and  be  vis- 
ible only  in  his  creations!" 

"Then  glory  would  be  too  dearly  paid  for,"  replied 
Canalis.  "There  is  some  good  in  life,  I  tell  you,"  said  he, 
taking  a  cup  of  tea.  "When  a  woman  of  birth  and  beauty 
loves  a  poet,  she  does  not  hide  herself  in  the  gallery  or  the 
stage-box  of  a  theatre,  like  a  duchess  smitten  by  an  actor; 
she  feelc  strong  enough  and  sufficiently  protected  by  her 
beauty,  by  her  fortune,  by  her  name,  to  say,  as  in  every 
epic  poem,  'I  am  the  nymph  Calypso,  and  I  love  Telema- 
chus.'  Mystification  is  the  resource  of  small  minds.  For 
some  time  now  I  have  never  answered  such  masqueraders — ' ' 

"Oh!  how  I  could  love  a  woman  who  had  come  to  me!" 
cried  la  Bri&re,  restraining  a  tear.  "It  may  be  said  in  reply, 
my  dear  Canalis,  that  it  is  never  a  poor  creature  that  rises  to 
the  level  of  a  celebrated  man ;  she  is  too  suspicious,  too  vain, 
too  much  afraid.  It  is  always  a  star,  a — " 

"A  Princess,"  said  Canalis,  with  a  shout  of  laughter, 
"who  condescends  to  him,  I  suppose? — My  dear  fellow, 
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such  a  thing  happens  once  in  a  century.  Such  a  passion 
is  like  the  plant  that  flowers  once  in  a  hundred  years. — 
Princesses  who  are  young,  rich,  and  handsome  have  too 
much  else  to  do;  they  are  inclosed,  like  all  rare  plants, 
within  a  hedge  of  silly  men,  well  born  and  well  bred,  and 
as  empty  as  an  elder-stem.  -My  dream,  alas!  the  crystal  of 
my  dream  hung  with  garlands  of  flowers  all  the  way  hither 
from  la  Correze,  and  with  what  fervor! — But  no  more  of 
that! — it  is  in  fragments,  at  my  feet,  long  since. — No,  no, 
every  anonymous  letter  is  a  beggar!  And  what  demands 
they  make.  Write  to  this  young  person,  assuming  her  to 
be  young  and  pretty,  and  you  will  see!  You  will  have 
your  hands  full.  One  cannot  in  reason  love  every  woman. 
"Apollo,  or  at  any  rate,  the  Apollo  Belvedere,  is  a  consump- 
tive dandy  who  must  save  his  strength." 

"But  when  a  woman  comes  to  you  like  this,"  argued 
Ernest,  "her  excuse  must  lie  in  her  certainty  that  she  can 
eclipse  the  most  adored  mistress  in  tenderness,  in  beauty — 
and  then  a  little  curiosity — " 

"Ah!"  said  Canalis,"my  too  youthful  Ernest,  you  must  al- 
low me  to  be  faithful  to  the  fair  Duchess,  who  is  all  my  joy!" 

"You  are  right — too  right,"  replied  Ernest. 

Nevertheless,  the  young  secretary  read  and  re-read  Mo- 
deste's  letter,  trying  to  guess  the  mind  behind  it. 

"But  there  is  nothing  extravagant  in  it,  no  appeal  to 
your  genius,  only  to  your  heart,"  he  said  to  Canalis. 
"This  perfume  of  modesty  and  the  exchange  proposed 
would  tempt  me — " 

"Sign  it  yourself;  answer  her,  and  follow  up  the  adven- 
ture to  the  end;  it  is  a  poor  bargain  that  I  offer  you,"  ex- 
claimed Canalis,  with  a  smile.  "Go  on;  you  will  have 
something  to  tell  me  in  three  months'  time,  if  it  lasts  three 
months  ..." 

Four  days  after  Modeste  received  the  following  letter, 
written  on  handsome  paper,  under  a  double  cover,  and 
sealed  with  the  arms  of  Canalis. 
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n 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d1  Este-M. 

''MADEMOISELLE — Admiration  for  great  works,  admitting 
that  mine  may  be  great,  implies  a  certain  holy  simplicity 
which  is  a  defence  against  irony  and  a  justification,  in  the 
eyes  of  every  tribunal,  of  the  step  you  have  taken  in  writ- 
ing to  me.  Above  all,  I  must  thank  you  for  the  pleasure 
which  such  a  testimonial  never  fails  to  give,  even  when  un- 
deserved, for  the  writer  of  verse  and  the  poet  alike  secretly 
believe  themselves  worthy  of  them,  self-love  is  a  form  of 
matter  so  far  from  repellent  of  praise.  The  best  proof  of 
friendship  that  I  can  give  to  an  unknown  lady  in  return  for 
this  balm,  which  heals  the  stings  of  criticism,  is  surely  to 
share  with  her  the  harvest  of  my  experience,  at  the  risk 
of  scaring  away  her  living  illusions. 

"Mademoiselle,  the  noblest  palm  a  young  girl  can  bear 
is  that  of  a  saintly,  pure,  and  blameless  life.  Are  you  alone 
in  the  world  ?  That  is  a  sufficient  answer.  But  if  you  have 
a  family,  a  father  or  a  mother,  consider  all  the  sorrows  that 
a  letter  like  yours  may  entail — written  to  a  poet  whom  you 
do  not  know.  Not  every  writer  is  an  angel;  they  have  their 
faults.  Some  are  fickle,  reckless,  conceited,  ambitious,  dis- 
sipated; and  imposing  as  innocence  must  be,  chivalrous  as 
a  French  poet  may  be,  you  might  find  more  than  one  de- 
generate bard  willing  to  encourage  your  affection  only  to 
betray  it.  Then  your  letter  would  not  be  interpreted  as  I 
read  it.  He  would  find  a  meaning  in  it  which  you  have  not 
put  there,  and  which  in  your  innocence  you  do  not  even 
suspect.  Many  authors,  many  natures! 

"I  am  extremely  flattered  by  your  having  thought  me 
worthy  to  understand  you;  but  if  you  had  addressed  your- 
self to  an  insincere  talent,  to  a  cynic  whose  writings  were 
melancholy  while  his  life  was  a  continual  carnival,  you 
might  have  found  at  the  end  of  your  sublime  imprudence 
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some  bad  man,  a  dangler  behind  the  scenes,  or  wine-shop 
hero!  You,  under  the  arbor  of  clematis  where  you  dream 
over  poetry,  cannot  smell  the  stale  cigar-smoke  which  de- 
poetizes  the  manuscript;  just  as  when  you  go  to  a  ball, 
dressed  in  the  dazzling  products  of  the  jeweller's  skill,  you 
never  think  of  the  sinewy  arms,  the  toilers  in  their  shirt- 
sleeves, the  wretched  workshops  whence  spring  these  radiant 
flowers  of  handicraft. 

"Go  further.  What  is  there  in  the  solitary  life  of  revery 
that  you  lead — by  the  seashore,  no  doubt — to  interest  a  poet 
whose  task  it  is  to  divine  everything,  since  he  must  describe 
everything?  Our  young  girls  here  are  so  highly  accom- 
plished that  no  daughter  of  Eve  can  vie  with  them !  What 
reality  was  ever  so  good  as  a  dream  ?  And  you  now,  you, 
a  young  girl  brought  up  to  be  the  duteous  mother  of  a  fam- 
ily, what  would  you  gain  by  an  initiation  into  the  terrible 
excitement  of  a  poet's  life  in  this  appalling  capital,  to  be 
denned  only  as  a  hell  we  love. 

"If  you  took  up  your  pen,  prompted  by  the  wish  to 
enliven  your  monotonous  existence  as  an  inquisitive  girl, 
has  not  this  a  semblance  of  depravity?  What  meaning  am 
I  to  attribute  to  your  letter?  Are  you  one  of  a  caste  of 
reprobates,  seeking  a  friend  at  a  distance  ?  Are  you  cursed 
with  ugliness,  and  do  you  feel  you  have  a  noble  soul  with 
none  to  trust?  Alas! — a  sad  conclusion — you  have  either 
gone  too  far,  or  not  far  enough.  Either  let  it  end  here,  or, 
if  you  persist,  tell  me  more  than  in  the  letter  you  have 
already  written. 

"But,  Mademoiselle,  if  you  are  young,  if  you  have  a 
family,  if  you  feel  that  you  bear  in  your  heart  a  heavenly 
spikenard,  to  be  shed,  as  the  Magdalen  shed  hers  on  Christ's 
feet,  suffer  yourself  to  be  appreciated  by  some  man  who  is 
worthy  of  you,  and  become  what  every  good  girl  should  be 
— an  admirable  wife,  the  virtuous  mother  of  children.  A 
poet  is  the  poorest  conquest  any  young  woman  can  aspire 
to;  he  has  too  much  vanity,  too  many  salient  angles  which 
must  run  counter  to  the  legitimate  vanity  of  a  wife,  and 
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bruise  the  tenderness  which  has  no  experience  of  life.  The 
poet's  wife  should  love  him  for  long  before  marrying  him; 
she  must  resign  herself  to  be  as  charitable  and  as  indulgent 
as  the  angels,  to  all  the  virtues  of  motherhood.  These 
qualities,  Mademoiselle,  exist  only  as  a  germ  in  a  young 
girl. 

"Listen  to  the  whole  truth;  do  I  not  owe  it  you  in  return 
for  your  intoxicating  flattery  ?  Though  it  may  be  glorious 
to  marry  a  great  celebrity,  a  woman  soon  discovers  that  a 
man,  however  superior,  is  but  a  man  like  all  others.  He 
then  the  less  fulfils  her  hopes,  because  miracles  are  expected 
of  him.  A  famous  poet  is  then  in  the  predicament  of  a 
woman  whose  overpraised  beauty  makes  us  say,  "I  had 
pictured  her  as  handsomer";  she  does  not  answer  to  the 
requirements  of  the  portrait  sketched  by  the  same  fairy  to 
whom  I  owe  your  letter — Imagination! 

"Again,  great  qualities  of  mind  develop  and  flourish  only 
in  an  invisible  sphere;  the  poet's  wife  sees  only  the  unpleas- 
ant side  of  it;  she  sees  the  jewels  made  instead  of  wearing 
them.  If  the  brilliancy  of  an  exceptional  position  is  what 
fascinates  you,  I  warn  you,  its  pleasures  are  soon  exhausted. 
You  would  be  provoked  to  find  so  much  that  is  rough  in  a 
situation  which  from  afar  looks  so  smooth,  so  much  ice  on 
a  glittering  height!  And  then,  as  women  never  have  set 
foot  in  the  world  of  difficulty,  they  presently  cease  to  value 
what  they  once  admired,  when  they  fancy  that  they  have 
understood  the  workmanship  at  a  glance. 

"I  will  conclude  with  a  last  reflection,  which  you  will 
do  wrong  to  mis-read  as  an  entreaty  in  disguise;  it  is  the 
advice  of  a  friend.  A  communion  of  souls  cannot  be  com- 
plete excepting  between  two  persons  who  are  prepared  to 
conceal  nothing.  Could  you  show  yourself  as  you  really 
are  to  a  stranger  ?  I  pause  before  the  consequences  of  such 
a  notion. 

"Accept,  Mademoiselle,  all  the  respect  we  owe  to  every 
woman,  even  to  those  who  are  unknown,  and  who  wear  a 
mask." 
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To  think  that  she  had  carried  this  letter  between  her 
skin  and  her  stays,  under  the  scorching  busk,  for  a  whole 
day!  .  .  .  that  she  had  postponed  reading  it  till  an  hour 
when  everybody  was  asleep,  till  midnight,  after  waiting  for 
the  solemn  hour  in  the  pangs  of  a  fiery  imagination !  .  .  . 
that  she  had  blessed  the  poet,  had  read  in  fancy  a  thousand 
letters,  had  conceived  of  everything  excepting  this  drop  of 
cold  water  shed  on  the  most  diaphanous  visions  of  fancy, 
and  destroying  them  as  prussic  acid  destroys  life !  .  .  .  It 
was  enough  to  make  her  hide  her  face — as  Modeste  did — 
under  her  sheets  though  she  was  alone,  and  put  out  the 
candle,  and  weep. 

All  this  happened  in  the  early  days  of  July.  Modeste 
presently  got  up,  paced  her  room,  and  then  opened  the 
window.  She  wanted  air.  The  scent  of  flowers  came  up 
to  her  with  the  peculiar  freshness  of  night-perfumes.  The 
sea,  lighted  up  by  the  moon,  twinkled  like  a  mirror.  A 
nightingale  was  singing  in  the  \Tilquins'  park. 

"Ah!  there  is  the  poet!"  said  Modeste  to  herself,  her 
anger  dying  out. 

The  bitterest  reflections  crowded  on  her  mind.  She  was 
stung  to  the  quick;  she  wanted  to  read  the  letter  again. 
She  relighted  the  candle,  and  studied  this  careful  produc- 
tion, till  at  last  she  heard  the  early  voices  of  real  life. 

"He  is  in  the  right,  and  I  am  in  the  wrong,"  thought  she. 
"But  how  could  I  expect  to  find  one  of  Moliere's  old  men 
under  the  star-spangled  robe  of  a  poet?" 

When  a  woman  or  a  girl  is  caught  red-handed,  she  feels 
intense  hatred  of  the  witness,  the  first  cause,  or  the  object 
of  her  folly.  And  so  Modeste,  geniune,  natural,  and  coy, 
felt  her  heart  swell  with  a  dreadful  longing  to  trample  on 
this  essence  of  rectitude,  and  throw  him  over  into  some 
abyss  of  contradiction,  to  pay  him  back  this  stunning  blow. 

The  pure-hearted  child,  whose  head  alone  had  been  cor- 
rupted by  her  reading,  by  her  sister's  long  agony,  and  by 
the  perilous  meditations  of  her  solitude,  was  roused  by  a 
sunbeam  falling  on  her  face.  She  had  lain  for  three  hours 
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tacking  about  on  the  immense  ocean  of  doubt.     Such  nights 
are  never  forgotten. 

Modeste  went  at  once  to  her  little  lacquer  table,  her 
father's  gift,  and  wrote  a  letter  dictated  by  the  infernal  spirit 
of  revenge  which  disports  itself  at  the  bottom  of  a  young 
girl's  heart. 

Ill 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis 

•'MONSIEUR — You  are  certainly  a  great  poet,  but  you  are 
something  better — an  honest  man.  After  showing  so  much 
frank  loyalty  to  a  young  girl  on  the  verge  of  an  abyss,  have 
you  enough  to  reply  without  the  least  hypocrisy  or  evasion 
to  this  question: 

"Would  you  have  written  the  letter  I  have  received  in 
answer  to  mine — would  your  ideas,  your  language,  have 
been  the  same  if  some  one  had  whispered  in  your  ear,  what 
may  be  true:  'Mademoiselle  O.  d'Este-M.  has  six  millions 
of  francs,  and  does  not  want  to  have  a  simpleton  for  her 
master'  ? 

"For  one  moment  admit  this  hypothesis  for  a  fact.  Be 
as  honest  with  me  as  with  yourself;  fear  nothing,  J  am 
superior  to  my  twenty  years,  nothing  that  is  genuine  can 
injure  you  in  my  estimation.  When  I  shall  have  read  that 
confession,  if  indeed  you  vouchsafe  to  make  it  to  me,  you 
shall  have  an  answer  to  your  first  letter. 

"After  admiring  your  talent,  which  is  often  sublime, 
allow  me  to  do  homage  to  your  delicacy  and  rectitude,  which 
compel  me  to  sign  myself 

"Your  humble  servant, 

"O.  D'ESTE-M." 

When  this  note  was  placed  in  la  Briere's  hands,  he  went 
out  to  walk  on  the  Boulevards,  tossed  in  his  soul  like  a  light 
bark  in  a  tempest  when  the  wind  blows  every  minute  from 
a  different  point  of  the  compass.  One  of  the  young  men 
of  whom  we  meet  so  many — a  true  Parisian — would  have 
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summed  up  the  case  in  these  words,  "An  old  hand!"  But 
to  a  young  fellow  whose  soul  is  lofty  and  refined,  this  sort 
of  implied  oath,  this  appeal  to  veracity,  had  the  power  to 
arouse  the  three  judges  that  lurk  at  the  bottom  of  every 
conscience.  And  Honor,  Truth,  and  Justice,  rising  erect, 
cried  aloud. 

"Ah!  my  dear  Ernest,"  said  Truth,  "you  certainly  would 
not  have  written  a  lecture  to  a  rich  heiress.  No,  no,  my  boy, 
you  would  have  set  off,  nose  on  for  le  Havre,  to  find  out 
whether  the  young  lady  were  handsome,  and  you  would  have 
been  much  aggrieved  by  the  preference  given  to  genius. 
And  if  you  could  only  have  tripped  your  friend  up,  and 
have  made  yourself  acceptable  in  his  place,  Mademoiselle 
d'Este  would  have  been  divine!" — "What,"  said  Justice, 
"you  pity  yourselves,  you  men  of  brains  or  wit,  and  with- 
out cash,  when  you  see  rich  girls  married  to  men  whom  you 
would  not  employ  as  porters;  you  run  amuck  against  the 
sordidness  of  the  age,  which  is  eager  to  wed  money  with 
money,  and  never  to  unite  some  fine  young  fellow  full  of 
talent  to  a  rich  and  high-born  beauty;  now  here  is  one  who 
rebels  against  the  spirit  of  the  time,  and  the  poet  retorts  with 
a  blow  on  her  heart!" — "Eich  or  poor,  young  or  old,  hand- 
some or  plain,  this  girl  is  in  the  right,  she  has  brains,  she 
casts  the  poe£  into  the  mire  of  self-interest,"  cried  Honor. 
"She  deserves  a  sincere,  noble,  and  honest  reply,  and,  above 
all,  the  true  expression  of  your  thought!  Examine  yourself. 
Sound  your  heart,  and  purge  it  of  its  meannesses!  What 
would  Moliere's  Alceste  say?" — And  la  Briere,  starting 
from  the  Boulevard  Poissonniere,  lost  in  meditation,  walked 
so  slowly  that  at  the  end  of  an  hour  he  had  but  just  reached 
the  Boulevard  des  Capucines.  He  returned  by  the  quays  to 
the  Exchequer,  at  that  time  situated  near  the  Sainte-Chapelle. 
Instead  of  verifying  accounts,  he  sat  under  the  spell  of  his 
perplexities. 

"She  has  not  six  millions,  that  is  clear,"  said  he  to  him- 
self;  "but  that  is  not  the  question  ..." 

Six  days  later  Modeste  received  the  following  letter. 
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IV 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d'Este- M. 

"MADEMOISELLE — You  are  not  a  d'Este.  That  is  an 
assumed  name  to  conceal  your  own.  Are  such  revelations 
as  you  request  due  to  a  person  who  is  false  as  to  her  iden- 
tity? Attend;  I  will  answer  your  question  by  asking  an- 
other, Are  you  of  illustrious  parentage  ?  of  noble  birth  ? 
of  a  family  of  townsfolk? 

"Morality  indeed  cannot  change;  it  is  one;  but  its  obli- 
gations vary  in  different  spheres.  As  the  sun  sheds  a  dif- 
ferent light  on  different  aspects,  producing  the  variety  we 
admire,  morality  makes  social  duty  conform  to  rank  and 
position.  What  is  a  peccadillo  in  the  soldier,  is  a  crime 
in  the  general,  and  vice  versa.  The  proprieties  are  not  the 
same  for  a  peasant  girl  who  reaps  the  field,  for  a  workwoman 
at  fifteen  sous  a  day,  for  the  daughter  of  a  small  shopkeeper, 
for  a  young  girl  of  the  middle  class,  for  the  child  of  a  rich 
commercial  house,  for  the  heiress  of  a  noble  family,  for  a 
daughter  of  the  race  of  Este.  A  king  must  not  stoop  to 
pick  up  a  gold  coin,  and  a  workman  must  turn  back  to  look 
for  a  piece  of  ten  sous  he  has  dropped,  though  both  alike 
ought  to  observe  the  laws  of  economy.  A  d'Este  owning 
six  millions  of  francs  may  wear  a  broad-brimmed  hat  and 
feathers,  flourish  a  riding-whip,  mount  an  Arab  horse,  and 
come  as  an  Amazon  in  gold  lace,  followed  by  a  groom, 
to  say  to  a  poet,  'I  love  poetry,  and  I  desire  to  expiate 
the  wrongs  done  by  Leonora  to  Tasso,'  while  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  merchant  would  be  simply  ridiculous  in  imitating 
her. 

"To  what  social  class  do  you  belong?  Answer  truly, 
and  I  will  as  truly  reply  to  the  question  you  ask  me. 

"Not  being  so  happy  as  to  know  you,  though  already 
bound  to  you  by  a  sort  of  poetical  communion,  I  do  not  like 
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to  offer  you  any  vulgar  homage.  It  is  already  a  triumph 
of  mischief  for  you  perhaps  to  have  perplexed  a  man  whose 
books  are  published." 

The  young  accountant  was  not  lacking  in  the  skill  of 
fence  which  a  man  of  honor  may  allow  himself.  By  return 
of  post  he  received  this  reply. 

V 

To  Monsieur  de  Ganalis 

"You  are  more  and  more  cautious,  my  dear  poet.  My 
father  is  a  count.  The  most  distinguished  member  of  our 
family  was  a  cardinal,  in  the  days  when  cardinals  were  the 
equals  of  kings.  At  the  present  day  our  race,  almost  ex- 
tinct, ends  in  me;  but  I  have  the  necessary  quarterings  to 
admit  me  to  any  Court  or  any  Chapter.  In  short,  we  are 
a  match  for  the  Canalis.  Excuse  my  not  forwarding  our 
coat-of-arms. 

"Try  to  write  as  sincerely  as  I  do.  I  await  your  reply 
to  know  whether  I  may  still  subscribe  myself,  as  now, 

"Your  servant, 

"O.  D'ESTE-M." 

"What  advantage  the  young  person  takes  of  her  posi- 
tion!" exclaimed  la  Briere.  "But  is  she  truthful?" 

It  is  not  for  nothing  that  a  man  has  been  for  four  years 
a  Minister's  private  secretary;  that  he  has  lived  in  Paris  and 
watched  its  intrigues;  and  the  purest  soul  is  always  more  or 
less  intoxicated  by  the  heady  atmosphere  of  the  Empress 
city. 

La  Briere,  rejoicing  that  he  was  not  Canalis,  secured  a 
place  in  the  mail-coach  for  le  Havre,  after  writing  a  letter 
in  which  he  promised  a  reply  by  a  certain  day,  excusing  the 
delay  by  the  importance  of  the  confession  required  of  him, 
and  the  business  of  his  office.  He  took  the  precaution  of 
obtaining  from  the  Director-  General  of  the  Mails  a  line 
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enjoining  silence  and  compliance  on  the  bead  of  the  office 
at  le  Havre.  He  could  thus  wait  to  see  Fran9oise  Cochet 
arrive  at  the  office,  and  quietly  follow  her  home.  Guided  by 
her,  he  mounted  the  hill  of  Ingouville,  and  saw  Modeste 
Mignon  at  the  window  of  the  Chalet. 

"Well,  Fran9oise?"  asked  the  girl. 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle,  I  have  got  one." 

Ernest,  struck  by  this  celestially  fair  type  of  beauty, 
turned  on  his  heel,  and  inquired  of  a  passer-by  the  name 
of  the  owner  of  that  splendid  residence. 

"That?"  asked  the  native,  pointing  to  the  great  house. 

"Yes,  my  good  fellow." 

"Oh,  that  belongs  to  Monsieur  Vilquin,  the  richest  ship- 
owner of  the  place,  a  man  who  does  not  know  how  much  he 
has." 

"I  know  of  no  Cardinal  Vilquin  in  history,"  said  the 
accountant  to  himself,  as  he  went  down  the  town  again,  to 
return  to  Paris. 

Of  course,  he  questioned  the  postmaster  as  to  the  Yilquin 
family.  He  learned  that  the  Vilquins  owned  an  immense 
fortune;  that  Monsieur  Yilquin  had  a  son  and  two  daugh- 
ters, one  of  them  married  to  young  Monsieur  Althor.  Pru- 
dence saved  la  Briere  from  showing  any  adverse  interest  in 
the  Yilquins;  the  postmaster  was  already  looking  at  him 
with  suspicion. 

"Is  there  no  one  at  the  house  just  now  besides  the  family  ?" 
he  asked. 

"Just  at  present  the  He'rouville  family  are  there.  There 
is  some  talk  of  a  marriage  between  the  young  Duke  and  the 
second  Mademoiselle  Vilquin." 

"There  was  a  famous  Cardinal  d' He'rouville,"  thought  la 
Briere,  "in  the  time  of  the  Valois;  and,  under  Henri  IV., 
the  terrible  Marshal,  who  was  created  Duke." 

Ernest  returned,  having  seen  enough  of  Modeste  to  dream 
of  her;  to  believe  that,  rich  or  poor,  if  she  had  a  noble  soul, 
he  would  gladly  make  her  Madame  la  Briere,  and  he  deter- 
mined to  carry  on  the  correspondence. 
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Do  your  utmost,  hapless  Frenchwomen,  to  remain  un- 
known, to  weave  the  very  least  little  romance  in  the  midst 
of  a  civilization  which  takes  note  on  public  squares  of  the 
hour  when  every  hackney  cab  comes  and  goes,  which  counts 
every  letter  and  stamps  them  twice  at  the  exact  hours  when 
they  are  posted  and  when  they  are  delivered,  which  numbers 
the  houses,  which  registers  each  floor  on  the  schedule  of 
taxes,  after  making  a  list  of  the  windows  and  doors,  which 
ere  long  will  have  every  acre  of  land,  down  to  the  smallest 
holdings  and  its  most  trifling  details,  laid  down  on  the  broad 
sheets  of  a  survey — a  giant's  task,  by  command  of  a  giant! 
Try,  rash  maidens,  to  evade — not,  indeed,  the  eye  of  the 
police,  but  the  ceaseless  gossip  which,  in  the  poorest  hamlet, 
scrutinizes  your  most  trivial  acts,  counts  the  dishes  at  the 
Pre'fet's  dessert,  and  sees  the  melon  rind  outside  the  door  of 
the  small  annuitant,  which  tries  to  hear  the  chink  of  gold 
when  Economy  adds  it  to  her  treasury,  and  every  evening, 
over  the  fire,  sums  up  the  incomes  of  the  village,  of  the  town, 
of  the  department  1 

Modeste,  by  a  commonplace  mistake,  had  escaped  the 
most  innocent  espionage,  for  which  Ernest  already  blamed 
himself.  But  what  Parisian  could  endure  to  be  the  dupe  of 
a  little  country  girl  ?  Never  be  duped!  This  odious  maxim 
is  a  solvent  for  all  man's  noble  sentiments.  From  the  letter 
he  wrote,  where  every  lash  of  the  scourge  of  conscience  has 
left  its  mark,  the  reader  may  easily  imagine  the  conflict  of 
feelings  to  which  the  honest  youth  was  a  prey. 

A  few  days  later,  Modeste,  sitting  at  her  window  on  a  fine 
summer  day,  read  the  following  pages. 

VI 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d'Este-M. 

"MADEMOISELLE — Without  hypocrisy,  yes,  if  I  had  been 
sure  that  you  had  an  immense  fortune,  I  should  have  acted 
quite  differently.  Why?  I  have  sought  the  reason,  and 
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it  is  this.  There  is  in  us  an  inborn  feeling,  developed,  too, 
to  an  extreme  by  society,  which  urges  us  to  seek  and  to  seize 
happiness.  Most  men  confound  happiness  with  the  means 
to  happiness,  and  in  their  eyes  fortune  is  its  chief  element. 
I  should  therefore  have  endeavored  to  please  you,  spurred 
by  the  social  instinct  that  has  in  all  ages  made  wealth  a  relig- 
ion. At  least,  I  think  so.  The  wisdom  which  substitutes 
good  sense  for  impulse  is  not  to  be  looked  for  in  a  man  who 
is  still  young;  and  when  the  prey  is  in  sight,  the  animal  in- 
stinct lurking  in  the  heart  of  man  urges  him  on.  Thus, 
instead  of  a  lecture,  I  should  have  sent  you  compliments  and 
flattery. 

"Should  I  have  respected  myself  ?  I  doubt  it.  Madem- 
oiselle, in  such  a  case,  success  brings  absolution ;  but  as  to 
happiness,  that  is  another  matter.  Should  I  not  distrust  my 
wife  if  I  won  her  thus  ?  Most  certainly.  Your  action  would, 
sooner  or  later,  have  resumed  its  true  character;  your  hus- 
band, however  great  you  might  deem  him,  would  at  last  have 
reproached  you  for  having  humiliated  him ;  and  you,  sooner 
or  later,  might  have  learned  to  despise  him.  An  ordinary 
man  cuts  the  Gordian  knot  of  a  marriage  for  money  with  the 
sword  of  tyranny.  A  strong  man  forgives.  The  poet  be- 
wails himself.  This,  Mademoiselle,  is  the  answer  given  by 
my  honesty. 

"Now,  attend  to  me  well.  Yours  is  the  triumph  of  hav- 
ing made  me  reflect  deeply,  both  on  you,  whom  I  know  not 
enough,  and  on  myself,  whom  I  know  but  little.  You  have 
had  the  skill  to  stir  up  the  evil  thoughts  that  grovel  at  the 
bottom  of  every  heart;  but  in  me  the  outcome  has  been  a 
generous  something,  and  I  hail  you  with  my  most  grateful 
blessings,  as,  at  sea,  we  hail  a  lighthouse  warning  us  of  rocks 
where  we  might  have  been  wrecked. 

"And  now  for  my  confession,  for  I  would  not  lose  your 
esteem  nor  my  own  for  the  price  of  all  the  treasures  on  earth. 
I  was  bent  on  knowing  who  you  were.  I  have  just  come 
back  from  le  Havre,  where  I  saw  Fran9oise  Cochet,  followed 
her  to  Ingouville,  and  saw  you  in  your  magnificent  villa. 
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You  are  as  lovely  as  a  poet's  dream  of  woman;  but  I  know 
not  whether  you  are  Mademoiselle  Vilquin  hidden  under 
Mademoiselle  d'He'rouville,  or  Mademoiselle  d'He'rouville 
hidden  under  Mademoiselle  Vilquin.  Though  all  is  fair  in 
war,  I  blushed  at  playing  the  spy,  and  I  paused  in  my  in- 
vestigations. You  piqued  my  curiosity;  owe  me  no  grudge 
for  having  been  so  womanly,  is  it  not  a  poet's  privilege? 
Now  I  have  opened  my  heart  to  you;  I  have  let  you  read  it; 
you  may  believe  in  the  sincerity  of  what  I  am  about  to  add. 
Brief  as  was  the  glimpse  I  had  of  you,  it  was  enough  to 
modify  my  opinion.  You  are  a  poet  and  a  poem  even  before 
being  a  woman.  Yes,  there  is  in  you  something  more  pre- 
cious than  beauty;  you  are  the  ideal  of  art,  of  fancy. 

"The  step  you  took,  blamable  in  a  young  girl  fated  to 
a  commonplace  existence,  is  different  in  one  gifted  with  such 
a  character  as  I  suppose  you  to  have.  Among  the  vast  num- 
ber of  beings  flung  by  chance  into  social  life  to  make  up  a 
generation,  there  are  exceptions.  If  your  letter  is  the  out- 
come of  long  poetical  musing  on  the  lot  which  the  law  re- 
serves for  women;  if,  carried  away  by  the  vocation  of  a 
superior  and  cultivated  mind,  you  have  wished  to  know 
something  of  the  intimate  life  of  a  man  to  whom  you  concede 
the  chance  endowment  of  genius,  in  order  to  create  a  friend- 
ship with  a  soul  akin  to  your  own,  exempt  from  vulgar  con- 
ditions, and  evading  all  the  limitations  of  your  sex — you  are 
indeed  an  exception!  The  law  which  is  good  to  measure  the 
actions  of  the  crowd  is  then  very  narrow  to  qualify  your 
determination.  But  then  the  words  of  my  first  letter  recur 
in  all  their  meaning,  'You  have  done  too  much  or  not 
enough. ' 

"Once  more  accept  my  thanks  for  the  service  you  have 
done  me  in  compelling  me  to  probe  my  heart ;  for  you  have 
cured  me  of  the  error,  common  enough  in  France,  of  regard- 
ing marriage  as  a  means  to  fortune.  In  the  midst  of  the 
disturbance  of  my  conscience  a  sacred  voice  has  spoken.  I 
have  solemnly  sworn  to  myself  to  make  my  own  fortune, 
that  my  choice  of  a  wife  may  nevei  be  determined  by  mer- 
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cenary  motives.  Finally,  I  have  blamed  and  repressed  the 
unbecoming  curiosity  you  aroused  in  me.  You  have  not  six 
millions.  It  would  be  impossible  at  le  Harve  that  a  young 
lady  possessed  of  such  a  fortune  should  remain  unknown, 
and  you  would  have  been  betrayed  by  the  pack  of  those  aris- 
tocratic families  which  I  see  in  pursuit  of  heiresses  here  in 
Paris,  and  which  has  sent  the  King's  chief  equerry  on  a  visit 
to  your  Vilquins.  So  the  sentiments  I  express  are  put  for- 
ward as  a  positive  rule,  apart  from  all  romance  or  statement 
of  fact. 

"Now,  prove  to  me  that  you  have  one  of  those  souls 
which  we  allow  to  disobey  the  common  law,  and  you  will 
grant  in  your  mind  that  this  second  letter  is  in  the  right  as 
well  as  the  first.  You  are  destined  to  a  middle-class  life; 
obey  the  iron  law  that  holds  society  together.  You  are  a 
superior  woman,  and  I  admire  you;  but  if  you  are  bent  on 
yielding  to  the  instinct  you  ought  to  repress,  I  pity  you; 
these  are  the  conditions  of  the  social  state.  The  admirable 
moral  of  the  domestic  epic  'Clarissa  Harlowe'  is  that  the 
victim's  love,  though  legitimate  and  sincere,  leads  to  her 
ruin,  because  it  has  its  rise  and  progress  in  defiance  of  her 
family.  The  family,  silly  and  cruel  as  it  is,  is  in  its  rights 
as  against  Lovelace.  The  family  is  society. 

"Believe  me,  for  a  girl,  as  fora  wife,  her  glory  will  always 
consist  in  restraining  her  ardent  whims  within  the  strictest 
limits  of  propriety.  If  I  had  a  daughter  who  might  become 
a  Madame  de  Stael,  I  would  wish  that  she  might  die  at  fif- 
teen. Can  you  think,  without  the  acutest  regret,  of  your 
own  child  exhibited  on  the  stage  of  celebrity  and  parading 
to  win  the  applause  of  the  mob  ?  However  high  a  woman 
may  have  raised  herself  in  the  secret  poetry  of  her  dreams, 
she  must  sacrifice  her  superiority  on  the  altar  of  family  life. 
Her  soaring  moods,  her  genius,  her  aspirations  toward  the 
lofty  and  the  sublime,  all  the  poem  of  a  girl's  soul  belongs 
to  the  man  she  accepts,  the  children  she  may  bear.  I  discern 
in  you  a  secret  ambition  to  enlarge  the  narrow  circle  of  life 
to  which  every  woman  is  condemned,  and  to  bring  passion 
VoL  0.  BALZAO—  U 
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and  love  into  your  marriage.  Ah!  it  is  a  beautiful  dream; 
it  is  not  impossible;  it  is  difficult;  but  it  has  been  realized 
to  bring  incompatible  souls — forgive  me  a  word  which  has 
become  ridiculous — to  desperation. 

"If  you  look  for  a  sort  of  Platonic  regard,  it  can  only 
lead  you  to  despair  in  the  future.  If  your  letter  was  a  sport, 
play  no  more.  And  so  this  little  romance  ends,  does  it  not  ? 
It  will  not  have  been  altogether  barren  of  fruit;  my  honesty 
has  taken  up  arms;  and  you,  on  your  part,  have  learned 
something  certain  about  social  life.  Turn  your  gaze  on  real 
life,  and  throw  the  transient  enthusiasm  to  which  literature 
has  given  birth  into  the  virtues  of  your  sex.  Farewell, 
Mademoiselle;  do  me  the  honor  of  granting  me  your  esteem. 
Since  seeing  you — or  her  whom  I  believe  to  be  you — your 
letter  has  seemed  to  me  quite  natural ;  so  fair  a  flower  would 
instinctively  turn  toward  the  sun  of  poetry.  So  love  poetry 
still,  as  you  doubtless  love  flowers  and  music,  the  sumptuous 
grandeur  of  the  sea,  the  beauties  of  Nature — all  as  ornaments 
of  the  soul ;  but  remember  all  I  have  had  the  honor  of  telling 
you  about  poets.  Be  sure  you  do  not  marry  an  ass;  seek 
with  care  for  the  mate  God  has  created  for  you.  There  are, 
take  my  word  for  it,  many  clever  men  capable  of  appreciat- 
ing you  and  of  making  you  happy.  If  I  were  rich,  and  you 
were  poor,  I  would  some  day  lay  my  fortune  and  my  heart 
at  your  feet,  for  I  believe  you  have  a  soul  full  of  riches  and 
of  loyalty;  and  I  would  intrust  you  with  my  life  and  honor 
in  the  fullest  confidence.  Once  more  farewell,  fair  daughter 
of  fair  Eve." 

On  reading  this  letter — at  one  gulp,  like  a  drink  of  col(J 
water  in  a  desert — the  mountain  weighing  on  Modeste's  heart 
was  lifted;  then,  perceiving  the  mistakes  she  had  made  in 
carrying  out  her  scheme,  she  corrected  them  at  once  by  mak- 
ing some  wrappers  for  Franchise,  on  which  she  wrote  her 
own  address  at  Ingouville,  desiring  her  to  come  no  more  to 
the  Chalet.  Thenceforth  Fran9oise  was  to  go  home,  place 
each  letter  as  it  came  from  Paris  in  one  of  these  wrappers, 
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and  privily  repost  it  in  the  town.  Modesto  promised  herself 
always  to  meet  the  postman,  standing  at  the  front  door  at  the 
hour  when  he  should  pass. 

As  to  the  feelings  excited  in  Modesto  by  this  reply,  in 
which  poor  la  Briere's  noble  heart  throbbed  under  the  bril- 
liant mask  of  Canalis,  they  were  as  infinite  as  the  waves 
which  rolled  up  to  die  one  after  another  on  the  shore, 
while,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ocean,  she  gave  herself 
up  to  the  joy  of  having  harpooned  an  angel's  soul,  so  to 
speak,  in  the  sea  of  Paris,  of  having  discerned  that  in  a 
really  superior  man  the  heart  may  sometimes  be  on  a  par 
with  genius,  and  of  having  been  well  advised  by  the  voice 
of  presentiment.  A  mastering  interest  would  henceforth 
inspire  her  life.  The  inclosure  of  her  pretty  home,  the 
wires  of  her  cage  were  broken.  Thought  could  soar  on 
widespread  wings. 

"Oh,  dear  father,"  she  cried,  looking  across  to  the  hori- 
zon, "make  us  very  rich  I" 

Her  answer,  which  Ernest  de  la  Briere  read  five  days 
later,  will  tell  more  than  any  comments  can. 


vn 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis 

"MY  FRIEND — Let  me  call  you  so — you  have  enchanted 
me,  and  T  would  not  have  you  other  than  you  are  in  this 
letter — the  first;  oh,  let  it  not  be  the  last  I  Who  but  a 
poet  could  ever  have  so  perfectly  excused  and  understood 
a  girl? 

"I  wish  to  speak  to  you  with  the  same  sincerity  as  that 
which  dictated  the  opening  lines  of  your  letter. 

"In  the  first  place,  happily,  you  do  not  know  me.  I 
can  tell  you,  gladly,  that  I  am  neither  that  frightful  Mad* 
ernoiselle  Vilquin,  nor  that  most  noble  and  most  faded 
Mademoiselle  d'He'rouville,  who  hovers  between  thirty 
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and  fifty,  and  cannot  make  up  her  mind  to  a  creditable 
age.  Cardinal  d'He'rouville  flourished  in  Church  history 
before  the  cardinal  who  is  our  only  pride,  for  I  do  not 
count  lieutenant-generals,  or  abbe's  who  write  small  vol- 
umes of  too  big  verse,  as  celebrities. 

"Also,  I  do  not  live  in  the  Vilquins'  gorgeous  villa; 
thank  God,  not  the  millionth  part  of  a  drop  of  their  blood, 
chilled  in  many  a  counting-house,  flows  in  my  veins.  I  am 
by  birth  partly  German,  partly  a  child  of  Southern  France; 
in  my  brain  lurks  Teutonic  sentiment,  and  in  my  blood  the 
energy  of  the  Provengal.  I  am  of  noble  birth  both  on  my 
father's  and  my  mother's  side;  through  my  mother  1  have 
connections  on  every  page  of  the  'Almanach  de  Gotha.' 
But  I  have  taken  every  precaution;  it  is  not  in  the  power 
of  any  man,  not  even  of  the  police,  to  lift  my  disguise.  I 
shall  remain  shrouded,  unknown.  As  to  myself  and  my 
belongings,  mes  propres,  as  they  say  in  Normandy,  be 
quite  easy;  I  am  at  least  as  good-looking  as  the  little 
person — happy,  though  she  knows  it  not — on  whom  your 
eyes  fell;  and  I  do  not  think  myself  a  pauper,  though  I 
am  not  attended  in  my  walks  by  ten  sons  of  peers!  I 
have  even  seen  the  contemptible  farce  played  in  my  be- 
hoof of  the  heiress  adored  for  her  millions. 

"Finally,  make  no  attempt  to  find  me,  not  even  to  win 
a  bet.  Alas !  though  free,  I  am  guarded ;  in  the  first  place, 
by  myself,  and  then  by  very  brave  folk,  who  would  not 
hesitate  to  stick  a  knife  in  your  heart  if  you  tried  to  pene- 
trate this  retreat.  I  say  this,  not  to  incite  your  courage  or 
your  curiosity;  I  believe  no  such  sentiments  are  needed  to 
arouse  your  interest  in  me,  or  to  secure  your  attachment. 

"I  now  proceed  to  reply  to  the  second  and  greatly  en- 
larged edition  of  your  sermon. 

"Shall  I  make  a  confession?      When  I  found  you  so 
suspicious,   taking  me  for  a    Corinne — how  her   improvisa 
tions  have  bored  me! — I  said  to  myself  that  many  a  tenth 
Muse  had,  ere  now,  led  you  by  the  tow-line  of  curiosity 
into  her  inmost  vales,   and   proposed  to  you  to  taste   the 
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fruits  of  her  school-girl  Parnassus.  ...  Be  quite  easy, 
my  friend;  though  I  love  poetry,  I  have  no  copies  of 
verses  in  my  blottmg-book;  my  stockings  are,  and  will 
remain,  perfectly  white.  You  will  not  be  bored  by  any 
•trifles'  in  one  or  two  volumes.  In  short,  if  I  should  ever 
say  to  you,  'Come,'  you  know  now  that  you  will  not  find 
an  old  maid,  ugly  and  penniless.  .  .  . 

"Oh!  my  friend,  if  you  could  only  know  how  much  I 
regret  that  you  should  have  come  to  le  Havre!  You  have 
altered  the  aspect  of  what  you  call  my  romance.  God  alone 
can  weigh  in  His  Almighty  hands  the  treasure  I  had  in  store 
for  a  man  great  enough,  confiding  and  clear-sighted  enough, 
to  set  out  on  the  strength  of  my  letters,  after  having  made 
his  way  step  by  step  through  all  the  recesses  of  my  heart, 
and  to  come  to  our  first  meeting  with  the  guilelessness  of 
a  child!  I  dreamed  of  such  innocence  in  a  genius;  you 
have  marred  that  treasure.  I  forgive  you;  you  live  in 
Paris;  and,  as  you  say,  a  poet  is  a  man. 

"Will  you,  therefore,  take  me  to  be  a  silly  schoolgirl, 
cherishing  the  enchanted  garden  of  illusions  ?  Nay,  do  not 
amuse  yourself  with  throwing  stones  at  the  broken  windows 
of  a  long  ruined  castle.  You,  a  man  of  wit,  how  is  it  that 
you  never  guessed  that  Mademoiselle  d'Este  had  already 
read  herself  the  lecture  contained  in  your  first  letter?  No, 
my  dear  poet,  my  first  note  was  a  pebble  flung  by  a  boy 
loitering  along  the  highway,  who  thinks  it  fun  to  startle  a 
landowner  reading  his  tax-paper  under  shelter  of  his  fruit- 
trees;  or,  rather,  was  the  line  carefully  fixed  by  a  fisher- 
man from  the  top  of  a  rock  by  the  seashore,  in  hope  of  a 
miraculous  draught. 

"All  you  say  so  beautifully  about  family  ties  has  my 
approbation.  The  man  I  shall  love,  and  of  whom  I  shall 
think  myself  worthy,  shall  have  my  heart  and  my  life  with 
my  parents'  consent.  I  would  neither  distress  nor  startle 
them;  I  am  certain  of  overruling  them,  and  they  have  no 
prejudices.  Again,  I  am  strong  enough  to  defy  the  illu- 
sions of  my  fancy.  I  have  built  a  stronghold  with  my 
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own  hands,  and  have  allowed  it  to  be  fortified  by  the  un- 
bounded devotion  of  those  who  watch  over  me  as  a  treas- 
ure— not  that  I  am  not  strong  enough  to  defend  myself  in 
open  fight;  for,  I  may  tell  you,  fate  has  clothed  me  in  well- 
tempered  armor  on  which  is  stamped  the  word  DISDAIN. 
I  have  the  deepest  horror  of  everything  which  suggests  self- 
interest,  of  all  that  is  not  entirely  noble,  pure,  and  disinter- 
ested. Without  being  romantic,  I  worship  the  beautiful 
and  the  ideal;  though  I  have  been  romantic,  all  to  my- 
self, in  my  dreams.  And  so  I  could  recognize  the  truth 
. — true  even  to  platitude — of  what  you  wrote  me  as  to 
social  life. 

"For  the  present,  we  are  only,  and  can  only  be,  friends. 
—Why  seek  a  friend  among  the  unknown?  you  will  ask. 
Your  person  is  unknown  to  me;  but  your  mind  and  heart 
are  known  to  me;  I  like  them  and  I  am  conscious  of  in- 
finite feelings  in  my  soul,  which  demand  a  man  of  genius 
as  their  only  confidant.  I  do  not  want  the  poem  of  my 
heart  to  be  wasted;  it  shall  be  as  beautiful  for  you  as  it 
'would  have  been  for  God  alone.  What  a  precious  thing  is 
a  trusty  comrade  to  whom  we  may  say  what  we  will!  Can 
you  reject  the  unspoiled  blossoms  of  a  genuine  girl  ?  They 
will  fly  to  you,  as  gnats  fly  to  the  sunbeams.  I  am  sure 
that  your  intellect  has  never  before  won  you  such  a  success 
— the  confidences  of  a  young  girl.  Listen  to  her  prattle,  ac- 
cept the  songs  she  has  hitherto  sung  only  for  herself. 

"By  and  by,  if  our  souls  are  really  akin,  if  on  trial  our 
characters  agree,  some  day  an  old  white-haired  retainer  will 
await  you,  standing  by  the  roadside,  and  conduct  you  to  a 
chalet,  a  villa,  a  castle,  a  palace — I  do  not  yet  know  of 
what  type  that  temple  of  Hymen  may  be — brown  and  gold, 
the  colors  of  Austria,  which  marriage  has  made  so  powerful 
— nor  whether  such  a  conclusion  may  be  possible;  but  con- 
fess that  it  is  poetical,  and  that  Mademoiselle  d'Bste  has 
good  ideas.  Does  she  not  leave  you  free  ?  Does  she  come 
on  jealous  tiptoe  to  glance  round  Paris  drawing-rooms? 
Does  she  lay  on  you  the  task  of  some  high  emprise,  the 
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chains  which  paladins  of  old  voluntarily  hung  on  their 
arm  ?  W  hat  she  asks  of  you  is  a  really  spiritual  and  mys- 
tical alliance. 

"Come,  come  to  my  heart  whenever  you  are  unhappy, 
wounded,  weary.  Tell  me  everything,  conceal  nothing;  I 
shall  have  balm  for  all  your  sorrows.  I,  my  friend,  am 
but  twenty;  but  my  mind  is  fifty,  and  I  have  unhappily 
known  through  another,  my  second  self,  the  horrors  and 
ecstasies  of  passion.  I  know  all  that  the  human  heart  can 
possibly  contain  of  meanness  and  infamy,  and  yet  I  am  the 
most  honest  girl  living.  No;  I  have  no  illusions  left;  but 
I  have  something  better — faith  and  religion.  There,  I  have 
played  first  in  our  game  of  confidences. 

"Whoever  my  husband  may  be,  if  he  is  my  own  choice, 
he  may  sleep  in  peace;  he  might  sail  for  the  Indies,  and  on 
his  return  he  would  find  me  finishing  the  tapestry  begun 
at  his  departure;  no  eyes  would  have  looked  into  mine,  no 
man's  voice  would  have  tainted  the  air  in  my  ear;  in  every 
stitch  he  might  find  a  line  of  the  poem  of  which  he  was  the 
hero.  Even  if  I  should  have  been  taken  in  by  a  fair  and 
false  exterior,  that  man  would  have  every  flower  of  my 
thought,  every  refinement  of  my  tenderness,  all  the  word- 
less sacrifices  of  proud  and  never  suppliant  resignation. 
Yes,  I  have  vowed  to  myself  never  even  to  go  out  with 
my  husband  when  he  does  not  want  me;  I  will  be  the  di- 
vinity of  his  hearth.  This  is  my  human  religion. — But 
why  should  I  not  test  and  choose  the  man  to  whom  I  shall 
be  what  life  is  to  the  body  ?  Does  a  man  ever  find  life  an 
inconvenience  ?  What  is  a  wife  who  annoys  her  husband  ? 
Not  life,  but  a  sickness.  By  life,  I  mean  the  perfect  health 
which  makes  every  hour  an  enjoyment. 

"To  return  to  your  letter,  which  will  always  be  dear  to 
me.  Yes,  jesting  apart,  it  really  contains  what  I  had  hoped 
for — the  expression  of  prosaic  sentiments,  which  are  as  nec- 
essary to  family  life  as  air  is  to  the  lungs,  and  without  which 
happiness  is  out  of  the  question.  What  I  hoped  for  in  my 
friend  was,  that  he  should  act  as  an  honest  man,  think  as  a 
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poet,  love  as  women  love ;  and  this  is  now,  beyond  a  doubt, 
no  longer  a  chimera. 

"Farewell,  my  friend.  At  present  I  am  poor.  That  is 
one  of  the  reasons  which  make  me  cling  to  my  mask,  my 
incognito,  my  impenetrable  fortress. 

"I  read  your  last  poem  in  the  'Revue,'  and  with  what 
delight,  after  having  mastered  the  austere  and  secret  lofti- 
ness of  your  soul! 

"Will  it  aggrieve  you  greatly  to  be  told  that  a  girl  be- 
seeches God  fervently  in  your  behalf,  that  she  makes  you 
her  one  thought,  and  that  you  have  no  rival  in  her  heart 
but  her  father  and  mother  ?  Can  there  be  any  reason  why 
you  should  reject  these  pages  that  are  full  of  you,  that  are 
written  for  you,  that  none  but  you  will  read  ?  Repay  me 
in  kind.  I  am  as  yet  so  little  a  woman  that  your  effusions, 
so  long  as  they  are  genuine  and  full,  will  suffice  for  the  hap- 
piness of  your  O.  D'EsTE-M." 

"Great  Heavens!  am  I  in  love  with  her  already!"  ex- 
claimed the  young  referendary,  when  he  discovered  that 
he  had  been  sitting  for  an  hour  with  this  letter  in  his 
hand  after  having  read  it.  "What  must  I  do  next?  She 
believes  she  is  writing  to  our  great  poet.  Ought  I  to  carry 
on  the  deception  ?  Is  she  a  woman  of  forty,  or  a  girl  of 
twenty?" 

Ernest  was  fascinated  by  the  abyss  of  the  unknown. 
The  unknown  is  dark  infinitude,  and  nothing  is  more  in- 
thralling.  From  that  murky  vastness  flash  fires  which  rend 
it  from  time  to  time,  and  light  up  visions  like  those  of  Mar- 
tin. In  a  life  as  full  as  that  of  Canalis,  an  adventure  of  this 
kind  is  swept  away  like  a  cornflower  among  the  bowlders  of 
a  torrent;  in  that  of  a  young  referendary  awaiting  the  rein- 
statement in  power  of  the  party  of  which  his  patron  was  the 
representative,  and  who,  as  a  precaution,  was  dry-nursing 
Canalis  for  parliament,  this  pretty  girl — his  imagination 
persistently  believed  her  to  be  the  fair-haired  damsel  he 
had  seen — was  bound  to  find  a  place  in  his  heart,  and 
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commit  all  the  ravages  caused  by  a  romance  when  it  breaks 
into  a  humdrum  existence,  like  a  wolf  into  a  farmyard. 
So  Ernest  thought  a  great  deal  about  his  unknown  corre- 
spondent, and  he  replied  by  the  following  letter — an  elab- 
orate and  pretentious  letter,  but  already  betraying  some 
passion  by  its  tone  of  annoyances. 


VIII 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d1  Este-M. 

"MADEMOISELLE — Is  it  quite  fair  in  you  to  come  and 
establish  yourself  in  a  poor  poet's  heart  with  the  admitted 
purpose  of  leaving  him  to  his  fate  if  he  should  not  be  to 
your  mind,  and  bequeathing  to  him  perennial  regrets  after 
showing  him,  for  a  few  minutes,  an  image  of  perfection 
were  it  but  assumed,  or,  at  least,  a  first  promise  of  hap- 
piness ? 

"I  was  wanting  in  foresight  when  I  requested  the  letter 
in  which  you  have  begun  the  display  of  your  elegant  as- 
sortment of  ideas.  A  man  may  well  fall  in  love  with  a 
stranger  who  can  unite  so  much  daring  with  so  much 
originality,  such  fancy  with  such  feeling.  Who  but  would 
long  to  know  you  after  reading  these  first  confidences  ?  It 
is  only  by  a  really  great  effort  that  I  preserve  my  balance 
when  I  think  of  you,  for  in  you  are  combined  all  things 
that  can  disturb  a  man's  heart  and  brain.  So  I  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  remains  of  coolness  I  am  able  to  preserve  to 
put  the  case  humbly  before  you. 

"Do  you  believe,  Mademoiselle,  that  letters  which  are 
more  or  less  truthful  in  relation  to  life  as  it  really  is,  and 
more  or  less  insincere,  since  the  letters  we  may  write  to  each 
other  must  be  the  expression  of  the  moment  when  we  send 
them  forth,  and  not  the  general  outcome  of  our  characters—  _ 
do  you  believe,  I  ask,  that,  however  fine  they  may  be,  these 


490  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

letters  can  ever  take  the  place  of  the  expression  of  ourselves 
we  should  give  through  the  practical  evidence  of  daily  life  ? 
Each  man  is  twofold:  There  is  the  invisible  life  of  the  spirit, 
which  letters  may  satisfy,  and  the  mechanical  life,  to  which 
we  attach,  alas!  more  importance  than  you,  at  your  age,  can 
imagine.  These  two  existences  ought  both  to  agree  with  the 
ideal  you  cherish,  and  this,  it  may  be  said,  very  rarely 
happens. 

"The  pure,  spontaneous,  disinterested  homage  of  a  soli- 
tary soul,  at  once  well-informed  and  chaste,  is  one  of  those 
heavenly  flowers  whose  color  and  fragrance  are  a  consolation 
for  every  grief,  every  wound,  every  mortification  entailed 
by  a  literary  life  in  Paris ;  and  I  thank  you  with  a  fervor 
equal  to  your  own;  but  after  this  poetical  exchange  of  my 
woes  in  return  for  the  pearls  of  your  charity,  what  can  you 
expect  ?  I  have  neither  the  genius  nor  the  splendid  position 
of  Lord  Byron;  above  all,  I  have  not  the  halo  of  his  artificial 
damnation  and  his  imaginary  social  grievances;  but  what 
would  you  have  hoped  for  from  him  in  similar  circum- 
stances? His  friendship,  no  doubt.  Well,  he,  who  ought 
only  to  have  been  proud,  was  eaten  up  by  an  offensive  and 
sickly  vanity  which  discouraged  friendship.  I,  who  am  a 
thousand  times  less  great  than  he — may  not  I  too  have  sach 
discords  of  nature  as  make  life  unpleasing,  and  turn  friend- 
ship into  the  most  difficult  burden?  What  will  you  get  in 
return  for  your  dreams  ?  The  vexations  of  a  life  which  will 
not  be  wholly  yours. 

"The  bargain  is  a  mad  one,  for  this  reason:  The  poetry 
of  your  dreams  is  but  a  plagiarism.  A  young  German  girl, 
not  half-German  like  you,  but  wholly  German,  in  the  intoxi- 
cation of  her  twenty  years,  adored  Goethe;  she  made  him  her 
friend,  her  religion,  her  god,  knowing  that  he  was  married. 
Frau  Goethe,  a  good  German  soul,  a  poet's  wife,  lent  herself 
to  this  worship  with  very  shrewd  complacency — which  failed 
to  cure  Bettina!  6 ut  what  was  the  end  ?  The  ecstatic  mar- 
ried some  substantial  worthy  German.  Between  ourselves, 
let  us  confess  that  a  girl  who  should  have  made  herself  the 
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handmaid  of  a  genius,  who  should  have  raised  herself  to  his 
level  by  understanding  him,  and  have  adored  him  piously 
till  her  death — as  one  of  those  divine  figures  might  have 
done  that  painters  have  represented  on  the  doors  of  their 
mystical  shrines — and  who,  when  Germany  should  lose 
Goethe,  would  have  retired  to  some  wilderness  never  more 
to  see  mankind — as  Lord  Bolingbroke's  lady  did — let  us  con- 
fess that  this  girl  would  have  lived  forever  in  the  poet's  glory 
as  Mary  Magdalen  does  in  the  blood-stained  triumph  of  the 
Saviour. 

"If  this  is  sublime,  what  do  you  say  to  the  converse 
of  it? 

"Being  neither  Lord  Byron  nor  Goethe,  but  merely  the 
writer  of  a  few  approved  poems,  I  cannot  claim  the  honors 
of  worship.  1  have  little  in  me  of  the  martyr.  I  have  a 
heart,  but  I  am  also  ambitious,  for  I  have  to  make  my  for- 
tune, and  I  am  yet  young.  See  me  as  I  am.  The  King's 
favor  and  the  patronage  of  his  Ministers  afford  me  a  decent 
maintenance;  I  have  all  the  habits  of  a  very  commonplace 
man.  I  go  to  evening  parties  exactly  like  the  first  fool  you 
meet;  but  my  carriage-wheels  do  not  run,  as  the  present  times 
require,  on  ground  made  solid  under  me  by  securities  in  the 
State  funds. 

"Though  I  am  not  rich,  I  have  not,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  distinction  conferred  by  a  garret,  by  neglected  work,  by 
glory  in  penury,  on  certain  men  of  greater  merit  than  mine; 
for  instance,  on  d'Arthez. 

"What  prosaic  fifth  act  will  you  not  find  for  the  enchanted 
fancy  of  your  young  enthusiasm?  Let  it  rest  here.  If  I  have 
been  so  happy  as  to  seem  to  you  an  earthly  wonder,  you  will 
have  been  to  me  something  radiant  and  supernal,  like  a  star 
that  blazes  and  vanishes.  Let  nothing  tarnish  this  episode 
in  our  lives.  By  remaining  as  we  are,  I  may  love  you,  going 
through  one  of  those  mad  passions  which  break  down  every 
obstacle  and  light  fires  in  the  heart,  which  are  alarming  by 
their  violence  out  of  all  proportion  to  their  duration;  and, 
supposing  that  I  should  succeed  in  pleasing  you,  we  must 
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end  in  the  vulgarest  way — marriage,  housekeeping,  and  chil- 
dren! Oh,  JBelise  and  Henriette  Chrysale  in  one,  can  that 
be?  So,  farewell." 

IX 

To  Monsieur  de  Ganalis 

"MY  FKIEND — Your  letter  gave  me  as  much  pain  as 
pleasure.  Perhaps  we  may  soon  find  it  all  pleasure  to  read 
each  other's  letters.  Understand  me.  We  speak  to  God, 
we  ask  of  Him  many  things;  He  remains  speechless.  Now 
\  want  to  have  from  you  the  answers  God  never  gives  us. 
Cannot  such  a  friendship  as  that  of  Mademoiselle  de  Gournay 
and  Montaigne  be  repeated  ?  Have  you  not  known  the  house- 
hold of  Sismonde  de  Sismondi,  at  Geneva,  the  most  touching 
home-life  ever  seen,  and  of  which  I  have  been  told — some- 
thing like  that  of  the  Marchese  and  Marchesa  di  Pescara, 
happy  even  in  their  old  age  ?  Good  heavens !  is  it  impossible 
that  there  should  be  two  harps,  which,  though  at  a  distance, 
respond  to  each  other  as  in  a  symphony,  and  vibrate  so  as  to 
produce  delicious  harmony?  Man  alone,  in  all  creation, 
is  at  once  the  harp,  the  musician,  and  the  hearer. 

"Do  you  see  me  fretting  after  the  manner  of  ordinary 
women  ?  Do  not  I  know  that  you  go  into  society  and  see 
the  handsomest  and  cleverest  women  in  Paris  ?  Can  I  not 
imagine  that  one  of  those  sirens  might  embrace  you  in  her 
cold  scales,  and  that  it  is  she  who  has  sent  the  answer  that 
grieves  me  by  its  prosaic  reflections  ?  There  is,  my  friend, 
something  more  beautiful  than  these  flowers  of  Parisian 
blandishment;  there  is  a  flower  that  grows  at  the  height  of 
those  Alpine  peaks  called  men  of  genius ;  the  pride  of  hu- 
manity, which  they  fructify  by  shedding  on  it  the  clouds 
they  collect  with  their  heads  in  the  skies;  that  flower  I  intend 
to  cultivate  and  to  make  it  open,  for  its  wild,  sweet  perfumes 
will  never  fail  us;  they  are  perennial. 

"Do  me  the  honor  to  believe  that  in  me  there  is  nothing 


MODESTE   MIQNON  493 

common.  If  I  had  been  Bettina — for  I  know  to  whom  you 
allude — I  would  never  have  been  Frau  von  Arnim;  and  if  I 
had  been  one  of  Lord  Byron's  loves,  I  should  at  this  mo- 
ment be  in  a  convent.  You  have  touched  me  in  a  sensitive 
spot. 

"You  do  not  know  me;  you  will  know  me.  I  feel  in 
myself  a  sublime  something  which  may  be  spoken  of  without 
vanity.  God  has  implanted  in  my  soul  the  root  of  that  hy- 
brid plant  I  have  mentioned  as  native  to  Alpine  heights,  and 
J  will  not  stick  it  in  a  flower-pot  at  my  window  to  see  it  per- 
ish. No,  that  gorgeous  and  unique  blossom,  full  of  intoxi- 
cating fragrance,  shall  not  be  dragged  through  the  vulgarities 
of  life;  it  is  yours — yours  without  a  glance  having  blighted 
it,  yours  forever!  Yes,  dear  one,  yours  are  all  my  thoughts, 
even  the  most  secret,  the  most  mad;  yours  is  the  heart  of  a 
girl  without  reserve;  yours  an  infinite  affection.  If  I  do  not 
like  you  personally,  I  shall  not  marry. 

"I  can  live  the  life  of  the  heart,  the  life  of  your  mind, 
of  your  feelings;  they  please  me,  and  I  shall  always  be,  as  I 
am  now,  your  friend.  There  is  beauty  of  nature  in  you,  and 
that  is  enough  for  me.  There  lies  my  life.  Do  not  disdain 
a  pretty  young  handmaiden  who,  for  her  part,  does  not  shrink 
from  the  idea  of  being  some  day  the  poet's  old  housekeeper, 
in  some  sort  his  housewife,  in  some  sort  his  common-sense, 
in  some  sort  his  wealth.  This  devoted  maid,  so  precious  in 
your  lives,  is  pure,  disinterested  Friendship,  to  whom  every- 
thing is  revealed ;  who  listens  sometimes  with  a  shake  of  the 
head,  and  who  sits  late,  spinning  by  the  light  of  the  lamp, 
to  be  at  hand  when  the  poet  comes  home,  soaked  by  the  rain 
or  out  of  sorts.  This  is  my  destiny  if  I  am  never  to  be  a 
happy  and  faithfully  attached  wife:  I  can  smile  on  one  as  on 
the  other. 

"And  do  not  suppose  that  France  will  be  deeply  aggrieved 
if  Mademoiselle  d'Este  does  not  give  her  two  or  three  chil- 
dren, or  refuses  even  to  be  a  Madame  Vilquin,  or  the  like? 
I,  for  my  part,  shall  never  be  an  old  maid.  I  shall  make 
myself  a  motherhood  by  beneficence,  and  by  secretly  sharing 
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the  existence  of  a  great  man,  to  whom  I  shall  dedicate  all  my 
thoughts  and  all  my  earthly  efforts.  I  have  the  utmost  hor- 
ror of  the  commonplace.  If  I  should  be  free  and  rich — and 
I  know  I  am  young  and  handsome — I  will  never  become  the 
property  of  some  simpleton  under  the  excuse  of  his  being 
the  son  of  a  peer  of  France;  nor  of  some  good-looking  man, 
who  would  be  the  woman  of  the  two;  nor  of  any  man  who 
would  make  me  blush  twenty  times  a  day  at  the  thought  that 
I  was  his.  Be  quite  easy  on  that  score. 

"My  father  adores  my  wishes  too  much  ever  to  contra- 
vene them.  If  my  poet  likes  me,  if  I  like  him,  the  glorious 
palace  of  our  love  will  be  built  so  high  that  it  will  be  abso- 
lutely inaccessible  to  misfortune.  I  am  an  eaglet;  you  will 
see  it  in  my  eye.  I  will  not  repeat  what  I  have  already  told 
you,  but  I  put  it  into  fewer  words  when  I  assure  you  that  I 
shall  be  of  all  women  the  most  glad  to  be  as  completely  the 
captive  of  love,  as  I  am  at  this  moment  of  my  father's 
will. 

"Come,  my  friend,  let  us  reduce  to  the  truth  of  romance 
what  has  come  upon  us  by  my  free-will. 

"A  girl  of  lively  imagination  shut  up  in  a  turret  is  dying 
to  run  about  in  a  park  which  only  her  eyes  can  explore;  she 
invents  a  way  of  opening  her  bars,  she  springs  out  of  window, 
climbs  the  park  wall,  and  goes  off  to  sport  at  her  neighbor's. 
It  is  the  eternal  comedy !  .  .  .  "Well,  that  girl  is  my  soul, 
the  neighboring  park  is  your  genius.  Is  it  not  most  natural  ? 
Was  a  neighbor  ever  heard  of  who  complained  of  his  trellis 
being  damaged  by  pretty  feet  ? 

"So  much  for  the  poet;  but  must  the  ultra-reasonable 
hero  of  Moliere's  comedies  have  reasons  ?  Here  are  plentv. 
My  dear  Ge"ronte,  marriages  are  commonly  made  in  direct 
opposition  to  common -sense.  A  family  makes  inquiries  as 
to  a  young  man.  If  this  Leandre,  provided  by  a  friendly 
gossip,  or  picked  up  in  a  ballroom,  has  robbed  no  one,  if  he 
has  no  visible  stain,  if  he  has  as  much  money  as  is  expected, 
if  he  has  come  from  college  or  has  had  a  legal  training,  thus 
satisfying  the  usual  ideas  of  education,  he  is  allowed  to  call 
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on  a  young  lady,  dressed  to  receive  him  from  the  moment 
when  she  gets  up,  instructed  by  her  mother  to  be  careful  of 
what  she  says,  and  enjoined  to  keep  anything  of  her  soul 
or  heart  from  being  read  in  her  countenance  by  assuming  a 
set  smile,  like  a  dancer  finishing  a  pirouette;  she  is  armed 
with  the  most  positive  instructions  as  to  the  perils  of  show- 
ing her  true  character,  and  advised  not  to  appear  too  dis- 
tressingly knowing.  The  parents,  when  all  the  points  of 
interest  are  satisfactorily  settled  between  them,  are  simple- 
minded  enough  to  recommend  the  young  people  to  know  all 
they  can  of  each  other  during  the  few  moments  when  they 
are  alone,  when  they  talk  together,  when  they  walk  out — 
without  any  kind  of  freedom,  for  they  know  that  they  are 
tied  already.  Under  such  conditions  a  man  dresses  his  mind 
as  carefully  as  his  person,  and  the  girl  on  her  side  does  the 
same.  This  miserable  farce,  carried  on  with  gifts  of  flowers 
and  jewels  and  places  at  the  play,  is  what  is  called  courting 
a  girl. 

"This  is  what  I  rebel  against,  and  I  mean  to  make  legal 
marriage  the  outcome  of  a  long  marriage  of  souls.  In  all  a 
girl's  life  this  is  the  only  moment  when  she  needs  reflection, 
insight,  and  experience.  Her  liberty  and  happiness  are  at 
stake,  and  you  place  neither  the  dice  nor  the  box  in  her 
hands;  she  bets  on  the  game;  she  is  but  a  looker-on.  I  have 
the  right,  the  will,  and  the  power  to  work  out  my  own  woe, 
and  I  will  use  them — as  my  mother  did  when,  guided  by 
instinct,  she  married  the  most  generous,  devoted,  and  loving 
of  men,  who  bewitched  her  one  evening  by  his  beauty.  I 
know  you  to  be  single,  a  poet,  and  handsome.  You  may 
be  sure  that  I  never  should  have  chosen  for  my  confidant  one 
of  your  brethren  in  Apollo  who  was  married.  If  my  mother 
was  attracted  by  a  handsome  face,  which  is  perhaps  the 
genius  of  form,  why  should  not  I  be  attracted  by  mind  and 
form  combined?  Shall  I  know  you  better  after  studying 
you  by  correspondence  than  after  beginning  by  the  vulgar 
method  of  so  many  months  of  courting  ?  *That  is  the  ques- 
tion,' saith  Hamlet. 
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"My  plan,  my  dear  Chrysale,  has  at  least  the  advantage 
of  not  compromising  our  persons.  I  know  that  love  has  its 
illusions,  and  every  illusion  has  its  morrow.  Therein  lies  the 
reason  why  so  many  lovers  part  who  believed  themselves 
bound  for  life.  The  true  test  lies  in  suffering  and  in  happi- 
ness. "When,  after  standing  this  double  test  of  life,  two 
beings  have  shown  all  their  faults  and  good  qualities,  and 
have  learned  each  other's  characters,  they  may  go  to  the 
tomb  hand  in  hand;  but,  my  dear  Argante,  who  tells  you 
that  our  little  drama  has  no  future  before  it?  .  .  .  And, 
at  any  rate,  shall  we  not  have  had  the  pleasure  of  our  cor- 
respondence ? 

"I  await  your  commands,  Monseigneur,  and  remain,  with 
all  my  heart,  yours  obediently,  O.  D'EsTE-M. " 


To  Mademoiselle  0.  d1  Este-M. 

"You  are  a  demon!  I  love  you.  Is  that  what  you  want, 
extraordinary  girl  ?  Perhaps  you  only  wish  to  divert  your 
leisure  in  the  country  by  looking  on  at  the  follies  of  which 
a  poet  is  capable?  That  would  be  a  very  wicked  thing. 
Your  two  letters  betray  just  enough  of  mischief  to  suggest 
the  doubt  to  a  Parisian.  But  I  am  no  longer  master  of 
myself;  my  life  and  future  hang  on  the  answer  you  may 
send  me.  Tell  me  whether  the  certain  possession  of  an 
unbounded  affection  given  to  you,  in  defiance  of  social 
conventionalities,  can  touch  you;  if  you  will  allow  me  to 
visit  you.  There  will  still  be  ample  room  for  doubt  and 
agony  of  mind  in  the  question  whether  I  shall  be  person* 
ally  agreeable  to  you.  If  your  answer  is  favorable,  I  alter 
my  life,  and  bid  adieu  to  many  vexations  which  we  are  so 
foolish  as  to  call  happiness. 

"Happiness,  my  dear,  beautiful,  unknown  one,  is  what 
you  have  dreamed  it;  a  perfect  fusion  of  feelings,  an  abso- 
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lute  harmony  of  souls,  a  keen  sense  of  ideal  beauty — so  far 
as  God  vouchsafes  it  to  us  here  below — stamped  on  the  com- 
mon actions  of  a  life  whose  round  we  are  bound  to  follow; 
above  all  constancy  of  heart,  far  more  precious  than  what 
we  call  fidelity.  Can  anything  be  called  a  sacrifice  when 
the  end  is  the  supremest  good,  the  dream  of  poets  and  of 
maidens,  the  poem  to  which  on  entering  life — as  soon  as  the 
spirit  tries  its  wings — every  lofty  mind  looks  up  with  long- 
ing, brooding  eyes,  only  to  see  it  dashed  to  pieces  against 
a  stumbling-stone  as  hard  as  it  is  vulgar;  for  almost  every 
man  sees  the  foot  of  reality  set  down  at  once  on  that  mys- 
terious egg  which  hardly  ever  hatches  out  ? 

"I  will  not  as  yet  tell  you  of  myself,  of  my  past,  of  my 
character,  nor  of  an  affection — almost  motherly  on  one  side, 
and  on  mine  almost  filial — in  which  you  have  already 
wrought  a  change  with  results  in  my  life  that  may  ex- 
plain the  word  sacrifice.  You  have  made  me  forgetful, 
not  to  say  ungrateful.  Is  that  enough  to  satisfy  you  ?  Oh ! 
speak!  Say  one  word,  and  I  shall  love  you  till  my  eyes 
are  closed  in  death,  as  Pescara  loved  his  wife,  as  Romeo 
loved  his  Juliet,  and  faithfully.  Our  life — mine,  at  any 
rate — will  be  that  untroubled  happiness  of  which  Dante 
speaks  as  being  the  atmosphere  of  his  'Paradise' — a  poem 
infinitely  superior  to  his  'Inferno.' 

"Strange  to  say,  it  is  not  myself,  but  you,  whom  I  doubt 
in  the  long  meditations  in  which  I  have  allowed  myself — 
like  you,  perhaps — to  follow  the  chimerical  course  of  a 
dream-life.  Yes,  dear  one,  I  feel  in  me  the  strength  to 
love  thus,  to  go  on  my  way  to  the  tomb  gently,  slowly, 
always  smiling,  arm  in  arm  with  the  woman  I  love,  with- 
out a  cloud  on  the  fair  weather  of  my  soul.  Yes,  I  have 
courage  enough  to  look  forward  to  our  old  age  together, 
to  see  us  both  with  white  hair,  like  the  venerable  historian 
of  Italy,  still  inspired  by  the  same  affection,  but  changed 
by  the  spirit  of  each  season. 

"You  see,  I  can  no  longer  be  no  more  than  your  friend. 
Though  Chrysale,  Oronte,  and  Argante,  you  say,  have 
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come  to  life  again  in  me,  I  am  not  yet  so  senile  as  to  drink 
of  a  cup  held  by  the  fair  hands  of  a  veiled  woman  without 
feeling  a  fierce  desire  to  tear  away  the  domino,  the  mask, 
and  to  see  her  face.  Either  write  no  more,  or  give  me  hope. 
I  must  have  a  glimpse  of  you,  or  throw  up  the  game.  Must 
I  say  farewell  ?  Will  you  allow  me  to  sign  myself 

"YOUR  FRIEND?" 

XI 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis 

"What  flattery!  How  quickly  has  grave  Anselme  turned 
into  a  dashing  Le'andre!  To  what  am  I  to  ascribe  such  a 
change?  Is  it  to  the  black  I  have  scribbled  on  white,  to 
the  ideas  which  are  to  the  flowers  of  my  soul  what  a  rose 
drawn  in  black-lead  pencil  is  to  the  roses  of  the  garden? 
Or  to  the  remembrance  of  the  girl  you  took  for  me,  who 
is  to  my  real  self  what  a  waiting-maid  is  to  her  mistress? 
Have  we  exchanged  parts  ?  Am  I  reason,  and  are  you 
folly? 

"A  truce  to  this  nonsense.  Your  letter  made  me  ac- 
quainted with  intoxicating  joys  of  soul,  the  first  I  have  not 
owed  to  family  feelings.  What,  a  poet  has  asked,  are  the 
ties  of  blood  which  weigh  so  heavily  on  ordinary  souls  in 
comparison  with  those  which  Heaven  forges  for  us  of  mys- 
terious sympathies?  Let  me  thank  you — no,  there  are  no 
thanks  for  such  things.  Blessings  on  you  for  the  happiness 
you  have  given  me;  may  you  be  happy  with  the  gladness 
you  poured  into  my  soul. 

"You  have  explained  to  me  some  apparent  injustice  in 
social  life.  There  is  something  brilliant  in  glory,  something 
masculine  which  becomes  men  alone,  and  God  has  prohibited 
women  from  wearing  this  halo,  while  giving  us  love  and  ten- 
derness with  which  to  refresh  the  brows  on  which  its  awful 
light  rests.  I  feel  my  mission,  or  rather,  you  have  confirmed 
me  in  it. 
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"Sometimes,  my  friend,  I  have  risen  in  the  morning  in 
a  frame  of  inconceivable  sweetness.  A  sort  of  peace,  tender 
and  divine,  gave  me  a  sense  as  of  heaven.  My  first  thought 
was  like  a  blessing.  I  used  to  call  these  mornings  my  Ger- 
man levers,  to  distinguish  them  from  my  southern  sunsets, 
full  of  heroic  deeds  of  battles,  of  Roman  festivals,  and  of 
ardent  verse.  Well,  after  having  read  the  letter  into  which 
you  breathed  a  fever  of  impatience,  I  felt  in  my  heart  the 
lightness  of  one  of  those  heavenly  awakenings,  when  I  loved 
air  and  nature,  and  felt  myself  destined  to  die  for  some  one 
I  loved.  One  of  your  poems,  'Le  Chant  d'une  jeune  fille,' 
describes  these  delicious  hours  when  gladness  is  sweet,  when 
prayer  is  a  necessity,  and  it  is  my  favorite  piece.  Shall  I 
put  all  my  flattery  into  one  line? — I  think  you  worthy  to 
be  me! 

"Your  letter,  though  short,  allowed  me  to  read  your 
heart.  Yes,  I  could  guess  your  tumultuous  impulses,  your 
excited  curiosity,  your  plans,  all  the  fagots  carried  (by 
whom)  for  the  pyre  of  your  heart.  But  I  do  not  yet  know 
enough  of  you  to  comply  with  your  request.  Understand, 
dear  one,  it  is  mystery  which  allows  me  the  freedom  that 
betrays  the  depths  of  my  soul.  When  once  we  have  met, 
farewell  to  our  knowledge  of  each  other. 

' '  Shall  we  make  a  bargain  ?  Was  the  first  we  made  a  bad 
one  for  you  ?  You  gained  my  esteem  by  it.  And  admira- 
tion supported  by  esteem  is  a  great  thing,  my  friend.  First 
write  me  a  sketch  of  your  life  in  a  few  words ;  then  tell  me 
about  your  life  in  Paris,  day  by  day,  without  any  dis- 
guise, as  if  you  were  chatting  to  an  old  friend:  well,  then, 
after  that  I  will  carry  our  friendship  a  step  further.  I 
will  see  you,  my  friend,  that  I  promise  you;  and  it  is  a 
great  deal. 

"All  this,  dear,  I  warn  you,  is  neither  an  intrigue  nor  an 
adventure;  it  cannot  result  in  any  kind  of  'affair'  of  gal- 
lantry, as  you  men  say  among  yourselves.  My  life  is  in- 
volved in  it,  and  moreover — a  thing  which  sometimes  causes 
me  terrible  remorse  as  to  the  thoughts  I  send  flying  to  you 
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in  flocks — not  less  involved  is  the  life  of  a  father  and  mother 
I  adore,  whom  I  must  satisfy  in  my  choice,  and  who  in  my 
friend  must  find  a  son. 

"How  far  can  you  lordly  souls,  to  whom  God  has  given 
the  wings  of  angels,  but  not  always  their  perfections,  yield 
to  the  Family  and  its  petty  needs?  A  text  I  have  pondered 
over  already!  Although  before  going  forth  to  you  I  said  in 
my  heart,  'Be  bold!'  it  has  not  quaked  the  less  on  the  road, 
and  I  have  never  deceived  myself  either  as  to  the  roughness 
of  the  way  or  the  difficulties  of  the  mountain  I  had  to  climb. 
I  have  followed  it  all  out  in  long  meditations.  Do  I  not 
know  that  men  as  eminent  as  you  are  have  known  the  love 
they  have  inspired  quite  as  well  as  that  they  have  felt;  that 
they  have  had  more  than  one  romance;  and  that  you,  above 
all,  while  cherishing  those  thoroughbred  chimeras  which  a 
woman  will  buy  at  any  cost,  have  gone  through  more  final 
than  first  chapters?  And  yet  I  could  say  to  myself,  'Be 
bold!'  because  I  have  studied  the  geography  of  the  high 
peaks  of  Humanity  that  you  accuse  of  coldness — studied 
them  more  than  you  think.  Did  you  not  say  of  Byron 
and  Goethe  that  they  were  two  colossal  masses  of  egoism 
and  poetry?  Ah,  my  friend,  you  there  fall  into  the  error 
of  superficial  minds;  but  it  was  perhaps  generosity  on  your 
part,  false  modesty,  or  the  hope  of  evading  me. 

"The  vulgar  may  be  allowed,  but  you  may  not,  to  regard 
the  results  of  hard  work  as  a  development  of  the  individual. 
Neither  Lord  Byron,  nor  Goethe,  nor  Walter  Scott,  nor 
Cuvier,  nor  any  inventor  belongs  to  himself;  they  are  all 
the  slaves  of  an  idea;  and  this  mysterious  power  is  more 
jealous  than  a  woman,  it  absorbs  them,  it  makes  them  or 
kills  them  for  its  own  advantage.  The  visible  outcome  of 
this  concealed  life  resembles  egoism  in  its  effects;  but  how 
dare  we  say  that  a  man  who  has  sold  himself  for  the  delight, 
the  instruction,  or  the  greatness  of  his  age,  is  an  egoist  ?  Is 
a  mother  accused  of  selfishness  when  she  sacrifices  everything 
for  her  child?  Well,  the  detractors  of  genius  do  not  discern 
its  teeming  maternity,  that  is  all. 


MODESTE  MIGNON  601 

"The  poet's  life  is  so  perpetual  a  sacrifice  that  he  needs 
a  gigantic  organization  to  enable  him  to  enjoy  the  pleasures 
of  an  ordinary  life.  Hence,  if,  like  Moliere,  he  insists  on 
living  the  life  of  feelings  while  giving  them  expression  in 
their  most  acute  crises,  what  disasters  come  upon  him !  for 
to  me  the  comic  side  of  Moliere,  as  overlaying  his  private 
life,  is  really  horrible.  The  magnanimity  of  genius  seems 
to  me  almost  divine,  and  I  have  classed  you  with  that  noble 
family  of  egoists  so  called.  Oh!  if  I  had  found  sballowness, 
self-interest,  and  ambition  where,  as  it  is,  I  admire  all  the 
flowers  of  the  soul  that  I  love  best,  you  cannot  know  what 
slow  suffering  would  have  consumed  me.  I  found  disap- 
pointment sitting  at  the  portal  of  my  sixteenth  year;  what 
should  1  have  done  if  at  twenty  I  had  found  fame  a  liar,  and 
the  man,  who  in  his  writings  had  expressed  so  many  of  the 
sentiments  buried  in  my  heart,  incapable  of  understanding 
that  heart  when  disclosed  to  him  alone? 

"Do  you  know,  my  friend,  what  would  have  become  of 
me?  I  am  going  to  admit  you  to  the  very  depths  of  my 
soul.  Well,  I  should  have  said  to  my  father,  'Bring  me 
any  son-in-law  to  your  mind;  I  give  up  all  free-will;  get 
me  married  to  please  yourself!' — and  the  man  might  have 
been  a  notary,  a  banker,  avaricious,  stupid,  provincial,  as 
tiresome  as  a  rainy  day,  as  vulgar  as  a  parish  voter;  he 
might  have  been  a  manufacturer  or  some  brave  but  brain- 
less soldier — he  would  have  found  in  me  his  most  resigned 
and  attentive  slave.  But  then — dreadful  suicide  at  every 
instant! — my  soul  would  never  have  unfolded  in  the  life- 
giving  beams  of  the  sun  it  worships.  Not  a  murmur  should 
ever  have  revealed  to  my  father,  my  mother,  or  my  children 
the  suicide  of  the  being  who  is  at  this  moment  shaking  its 
prison  bars,  flashing  lightnings  from  my  eyes,  flying  to  you 
on  outspread  pinions,  perching  like  a  Polyhymnia  in  the 
corner  of  your  study,  breathing  its  atmosphere,  and  gazing 
at  everything  with  a  mildly  inquisitive  eye.  Sometimes  in 
the  fields,  where  my  husband  might  have  taken  me,  I  should 
have  escaped  a  little  way  from  my  babes,  and,  seeing  a  lovely 
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morning,  would  secretly  have  shed  a  few  very  bitter  tears. 
Finally,  in  my  heart,  and  in  the  corner  of  a  drawer,  I  should 
have  stored  a  little  comfort  for  every  girl  betrayed  by  love, 
poor  poetical  souls  dragged  into  torments  by  a  smiling  face! 

"But  I  believe  in  you,  my  friend.  This  faith  purifies  the 
most  fantastic  notions  of  my  secret  ambition,  and  sometimes 
— see  how  frank  I  can  be — I  long  to  be  in  the  middle  of  the 
story  we  have  just  begun,  so  assured  am  I  of  my  feelings, 
such  strength  for  love  do  I  feel  in  my  heart,  such  constancy 
founded  on  reason,  such  heroism  to  fulfil  the  duty  I  am 
creating  for  myself  in  case  love  should  ever  turn  to  duty. 

"If  it  were  given  to  you  to  follow  me  to  the  splendid 
seclusion  where  I  picture  our  happiness,  if  you  could  know 
my  schemes,  you  might  utter  some  terrible  sentence  about 
madness,  and  I  should  perhaps  be  cruelly  punished  for  send- 
ing so  much  poetry  to  a  poet.  Yes,  I  want  to  be  a  living 
spring,  to  be  as  inexhaustible  as  a  beautiful  country  during 
the  twenty  years  which  nature  allows  us  to  shine  in.  I  will 
keep  satiety  at  a  distance  by  refinements  and  variety.  I 
will  be  brave  for  my  love  as  other  women  are  for  the 
world.  I  will  vary  happiness,  lend  wit  to  tenderness,  and 
piquancy  to  faithfulness.  I  am  ambitious;  I  will  kill  my 
past  rivals,  dispel  superficial  troubles  by  the  sweetness,  the 
proud  self-devotion  of  a  wife,  and,  for  a  whole  lifetime,  give 
such  care  to  the  nest  as  a  bird  gives  for  only  a  few  days. 
This  immense  dower  ought,  and  could,  only  be  offered  to 
a  great  man  before  being  dropped  into  the  mire  of  vulgar 
conventionality. 

"Now,  do  you  still  think  my  first  letter  a  mistake?  A 
gust  of  some  mysterious  will  flung  me  toward  you,  as  a  tem- 
pest may  carry  a  rosebush  to  the  heart  of  a  stately  willow. 
And  in  the  letter  I  keep  here — next  my  heart — you  have  ex- 
claimed like  your  ancestor  when  he  set  out,  for  the  crusades, 
4It  is  God's  will!' 

"You  will  be  saying,  'How  she  chatters  I'  All  those 
about  me  say,  *  Mademoiselle  is  very  silent  1' 

"O.  D'ESTE-M." 
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These  letters  seemed  very  original  to  those  persons  to 
whose  kindness  the  author  of  the  "Come'die  Humaine"  is 
beholden  for  them;  but  their  admiration  for  this  duel  be- 
tween two  minds  crossing  their  pens,  while  their  faces  were 
hidden  by  the  strictest  incognito,  may  not  be  generally 
shared.  Of  a  hundred  spectators,  eighty  perhaps  will  be 
tired  of  this  assault  of  arms.  So  the  respect  due  to  the 
majority — even  to  a  possible  majority — in  every  country 
enjoying  a  constitutional  government,  advises  the  suppres- 
sion of  eleven  more  letters  exchanged  by  Ernest  and  Mo- 
deste  during  the  month  of  September;  if  a  flattering 
majority  should  clamor  for  them,  let  us  hope  that  it  may 
one  day  afford  me  the  means  of  restoring  them  here. 

Tempted  on  by  a  wit  as  audacious  as  the  heart  beneath 
seemed  to  be  adorable,  the  poor  private  secretary's  really 
heroic  feelings  gave  themselves  the  rein  in  those  letters, 
which  each  reader's  imagination  may  conceive  of  as  finer 
than  they  really  are,  when  picturing  this  harmony  of  two 
unfettered  souls.  Ernest,  indeed,  lived  only  on  these  dear 
scraps  of  paper,  as  a  miser  lives  on  those  sent  forth  by  the 
bank;  while  in  Modeste  a  deep  attachment  had  grown  up 
in  the  place  of  the  pleasure  of  bringing  excitement  into  a 
life  of  celebrity,  and  being,  in  spite  of  distance,  its  chief 
element.  Ernest's  affection  completed  Canalis'  glory. 
Alas!  it  often  takes  two  men  to  make  one  perfect  lover, 
just  as  in  literature  a  type  can  only  be  produced  by  a  com- 
pound of  the  peculiarities  of  several  different  characters. 
How  often  has  a  woman  said  in  a  drawing-room  after  some 
intimate  talk:  "That  man  would  be  my  ideal  as  to  his  soul, 
but  I  feel  that  I  love  that  other  who  is  no  more  than  a  fancy 
of  my  senses!" 

The  last  letter  written  by  Modeste,  which  here  follows, 
gives  us  a  glimpse  of  the  Isle  of  Pheasants,  whither  the 
divagations  of  this  correspondence  was  conducting  our 
lovers. 
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XII 

To  Monsieur  de  OanaUs 

"Be  at  le  Havre  on  Sunday;  go  into  the  church  after 
the  one  o'clock  service,  walk  round  it  two  or  three  times, 
go  out  without  speaking  to  any  one,  without  asking  any- 
body a  question;  wear  a  white  rose  in  your  buttonhole. 
Then  return  to  Paris,  you  will  there  find  an  answer.  This 
answer  will  not  be  such  as  you  expect,  for  I  must  tell  you, 
the  future  is  not  yet  in  my  hands.  But  should  I  not  be 
really  mad  to  say  yes  without  having  seen  you?  When  I 
have  seen  you,  I  can  say  no  without  offence.  I  am  sure  to 
remain  unrecognized." 

This  was  the  letter  Modeste  had  sent  off  the  very  day 
before  that  on  which  the  futile  struggle  between  herself 
and  Dumay  had  taken  place.  So  she  was  happy  in  look- 
ing forward  with  yearning  impatience  to  Sunday,  when  her 
eyes  would  prove  her  intuitions,  her  heart,  to  be  right  or 
wrong — one  of  the  most  solemn  moments  in  a  woman's  life, 
made,  too,  as  romantic  as  the  most  enthusiastic  girl  could 
desire  by  three  months  of  communion  soul  to  soul. 

Everybody,  excepting  her  mother,  had  taken  this  torpor 
of  expectancy  for  the  placidity  of  innocence.  However  strin- 
gent the  laws  of  family  life  and  religious  bonds,  there  are  still 
Julies  d'Btanges  and  Clarissas — souls  which,  like  a  brimming 
cup,  overflow  under  the  divine  touch.  Was  not  Modeste  splen- 
did in  the  fierce  energy  she  brought  to  bear  on  repressing  her 
exuberant  youth,  and  remaining  concealed  ?  Let  us  confess 
that  the  memory  of  her  sister  was  more  potent  than  any  so- 
cial limitations ;  she  had  sheathed  her  will  in  iron  that  she 
might  not  fail  her  father  or  her  family.  But  what  a  turbu- 
lent upheaval !  and  how  could  a  mother  fail  to  perceive  it  ? 
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On  the  following  day  Modeste  and  Madame  Dumay  led 
Madame  Mignon  out  into  the  noonday  sun  to  her  bench 
among  the  flowers.  The  blind  woman  turned  her  pale 
withered  face  toward  the  ocean,  inhaled  the  scent  of  the 
sea,  and  took  Modeste's  hand  in  her  own,  for  the  girl  was 
sitting  by  her  mother.  Even  as  she  was  about  to  question 
her  child,  the  mother  hesitated  between  forgiveness  and  re- 
monstrance, for  she  knew  that  this  was  love,  and  to  her,  as 
to  the  false  Canalis,  Modeste  seemed  exceptional. 

"If  only  your  father  may  be  here  in  time!  If  he  delays 
much  longer,  he  will  find  you  alone  of  those  he  loved! 
Promise  me  once  more,  Modeste,  never  to  leave  him,"  she 
said,  with  motherly  persuasiveness. 

Modeste  raised  her  mother's  hands  to  her  lips,  and  kissed 
them  softly,  as  she  replied: 

"Need  I  tell  you  so  again?" 

"Ah,  my  child;  you  see,  I  myself  left  my  father  to  go  to 
my  husband!  And  my  father  was  alone  too;  I  was  his  only 
child.  ...  Is  that  what  God  is  punishing  me  for,  I  won- 
der ? — All  I  ask  you  is  to  marry  in  agreement  with  your 
father's  choice,  to  keep  a  place  for  him  in  your  heart,  not 
to  sacrifice  him  to  your  happiness;  to  keep  him  in  the 
bosom  of  your  family.  Before  I  lost  my  sight  I  made  a 
note  of  my  wishes;  he  will  carry  them  out;  I  have  en- 
joined on  him  to  keep  the  whole  of  his  fortune,  not  that  I 
have  a  thought  of  distrusting  you,  but  can  one  ever  be 
sure  about  a  son-in-law?  I,  my  child,  was  I  prudent? 
A  flash  of  an  eye  settled  my  whole  life.  Beauty,  the  most 
deceitful  of  shows,  spoke  the  truth  to  me;  but  if  it  should 
ever  be  the  same  with  you,  poor  child,  swear  to  me  that  if 
appearances  should  carry  you  away,  as  they  did  your 
mother,  you  would  leave  it  to  your  father  to  make  in- 
quiries as  to  the  character,  the  heart,  and  the  previous 
life  of  the  man  of  your  choice,  if  you  make  a  choice." 

"I  will  never  marry  without  my  father's  consent,"  re- 
plied Modeste. 

On  hearing  this  answer,  her  mother  sat  in  complete  ei- 
Vol.  0.  BALZAO— V 
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lence,  and  her  half -dead  countenance  showed  that  she  was 
pondering  on  it,  as  blind  people  ponder,  meditating  on  her 
daughter's  tone  in  speaking  it. 

"You  see,  my  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon,  after  a  long 
silence,  "the  thing  is  this:  If  Caroline's  wrong-doing  is  kill- 
ing me  by  inches,  your  father  would  never  survive  yours;  I 
know  him;  he  would  blow  his  brains  out;  there  would  be 
neither  life  nor  happiness  on  earth  for  him  ..." 

Modeste  walked  away  a  few  steps,  and  returned  in  a 
minute. 

"Why  did  you  leave  me?"  asked  Madame  Mignon. 

"You  made  me  cry,  mamma,"  said  Modeste. 

"Well,  my  angel,  kiss  me  then.  You  love  no  one  here  ? 
You  have  no  one  paying  attentions  to  you?" 

"No,  mamma,"  said  the  little  Jesuit. 

' '  Can  you  swear  to  that  ? ' ' 

"Keally,  truly!"  cried  Modeste. 

Madame  Mignon  said  no  more;  she  still  doubted. 

"In  short,  if  you  should  choose  a  husband,  your  father 
would  know  all  about  it?" 

"I  promised  that  to  my  sister  and  to  you,  mother. 
What  sin  do  you  suppose  I  could  commit  when  every 
minute  I  read  on  my  finger,  Remember  Bettinal — Poor 
little  sister!" 

At  the  moment  when  the  words,  "Poor  little  sister!"  were 
followed  by  an  interval  of  silence  between  Modeste  and  her 
mother,  from  whose  darkened  eyes  fell  tears  which  Modeste 
could  not  check  even  by  falling  at  Madame  Mignon 's  knees 
and  crying,  "Forgive  me;  forgive  me,  mamma!" — at  that 
very  moment  the  worthy  Dumay  was  mounting  the  hill  of 
Ingouville  at  a  rapid  pace,  an  abnormal  incident  in  the 
cashier's  life. 

Three  letters  had  once  brought  them  ruin;  one  had 
brought  fortune  back  to  them.  That  morning  Dumay 
had  received,  by  the  hand  of  a  captain  just  returned 
from  the  China  seas,  the  first  news  he  had  had  of  his 
patron  and  only  friend. 
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To  Monsieur  Dumay,  formerly  cashier  to  the 
firm  of  Mignon 

"MY  DEAR  DUMAY — Barring  misadventure  by  sea,  I 
shall  follow  closely  on  the  vessel  by  which  I  am  forward- 
ing this  letter;  I  would  not  leave  the  ship  to  which  I  am 
accustomed.  I  told  you,  No  news  was  to  be  good  news; 
but  the  first  words  of  this  letter  will  rejoice  you,  for  those 
words  are,  I  have  at  least  seven  millions  of  francs!  I  am 
bringing  a  large  part  of  it  in  indigo,  a  third  in  good  bills 
on  London  and  Paris,  another  third  in  bright  gold.  The 
money  you  sent  me  enabled  me  to  make  the  sum  I  had  de- 
termined on — two  millions  for  each  of  the  girls,  and  com- 
fort for  myself. 

"I  have  been  dealing  wholesale  in  opium  for  the  Canton 
houses,  all  ten  times  as  rich  as  I  am.  You  have  no  notion 
in  Europe  of  what  the  rich  China  merchants  are.  I  trav- 
elled from  Asia  Minor,  where  I  could  buy  opium  cheap, 
to  Canton,  where  I  sold  it  in  bulk  to  the  firms  that  deal 
in  it. 

"My  last  voyage  was  to  the  Malay  Archipelago,  where  I 
could  buy  indigo  of  the  first  quality  with  the  proceeds  of 
the  opium  trade.  Perhaps  I  may  find  that  I  have  five  or 
six  hundred  thousand  francs  more,  as  I  am  valuing  my  in- 
digo only  at  cost  price. 

"I  have  been  quite  well  all  the  time;  never  an  ailment. 
That  is  the  reward  of  travelling  for  one's  children  1  Af 
the  beginning  of  the  second  year  I  was  able  to  purchase 
the  'Mignon,'  a  nice  brig  of  seven  hundred  tons  burden, 
built  of  teak,  and  lined  with  the  same,  and  copper-bot- 
tomed; fitted  throughout  to  suit  my  convenience.  This, 
too,  is  worth  something.  The  seafaring  life,  the  constant 
change  needed  in  my  trading,  and  hard  work,  as  being  in 
a  way  my  own  captain  on  the  high  seas,  have  all  kept  me 
in  excellent  health. 

"To  speak  of  all  this  is  to  speak  of  my  two  girls  and  my 
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dear  wife!  I  hope  that  on  hearing  of  my  ruin  the  wretch 
who  robbed  me  of  my  Bettina  may  hare  deserted  her,  and 
the  wandering  lamb  have  returned  to  the  cottage.  She,  no 
doubt,  will  need  a  larger  dower. 

"My  three  women  and  my  good  Dumay — you  have  all 
four  been  constantly  in  my  thoughts  during  these  three 
years.  Dumay,  you  are  a  rich  man.  Your  share,  besides 
my  own  fortune,  amounts  to  five  hundred  and  sixty  thou- 
sand francs,  which  I  am  forwarding  to  you  by  a  draft,  pay- 
able to  yourself  only,  by  the  firm  of  Mongenod,  who  are  ad- 
vised from  New  York.  A  few  months  more  and  I  shall  see 
you  all  again — well,  I  hope. 

"Now,  my  dear  Dumay,  I  write  to  you  only,  because  I 
wish  you  to  keep  the  secret  of  my  fortune,  and  I  leave  it  to 
you  to  prepare  my  dear  ones  for  the  joy  of  my  return.  I 
have  had  enough  of  trade,  and  I  mean  to  leave  le  Havre. 

"The  choice  of  my  sons-in-law  is  a  very  serious  matter. 
It  is  my  intention  to  repurchase  the  estate  and  chateau  of 
la  Bastie,  to  endow  it  with  an  entailed  settlement  of  a 
hundred  thousand  francs  a  year  at  least,  and  to  petition 
the  King  to  confer  my  name  and  titles  on  one  of  my  sons- 
in-law.  You,  my  dear  Dumay,  know  the  misfortune  that 
befell  us  in  consequence  of  the  fatal  splendor  given  by 
wealth.  By  that  I  wrecked  the  honor  of  one  of  my 
daughters.  I  carried  back  to  Java  the  most  wretched  of 
fathers — an  unhappy  Dutch  merchant  with  nine  millions 
of  francs,  whose  two  daughters  had  been  both  carried  off 
by  villains!  We  wept  together  like  two  children.  So  I 
will  not  have  the  amount  of  my  fortune  known. 

"I  shall  not  land  at  le  Havre,  but  at  Marseilles.  My 
mate  is  a  Provengal,  an  old  retainer  of  my  family,  whom 
I  have  enabled  to  make  a  little  fortune.  Castagnould  will 
have  my  instructions  to  repurchase  la  Bastie,  and  I  shall 
dispose  of  my  indigo  through  the  firm  of  Mongenod.  I 
shall  place  my  money  in  the  Bank  of  France,  and  come 
home  to  you,  professing  to  have  made  no  more  than  about 
a  million  of  francs  in  merchandise.  My  daughters  will  be 
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reputed  to  have  two  hundred  thousand  francs  apfece. 
Then  my  great  business  will  be  to  decide  which  of  my 
sons-in-law  may  be  worthy  to  succeed  to  my  name,  my 
arms,  and  my  titles,  and  to  live  with  us;  but  they  must 
both  be,  as  you  and  I  are,  absolutely  steady,  firm,  loyal, 
and  honest  men. 

"I  have  never  doubted  you,  old  boy,  for  a  single  instant. 
I  have  felt  sure  that  my  dear  and  admirable  wife,  with  youra 
and  yourself,  will  have  drawn  an  impassable  fence  round  my 
daughter,  and  that  I  may  press  a  kiss  full  of  hope  on  the  pure 
brow  of  the  angel  that  remains  to  me.  Bettina-Caroline,  if 
you  have  been  able  to  screen  her  fault,  will  have  a  fortune. 
After  trying  war  and  trade,  we  will  now  go  in  for  agricul- 
ture, and  you  must  be  our  steward.  Will  that  suit  you? 

*' And  so,  old  friend,  you  are  master  of  your  line  of  con- 
duct to  the  family,  to  tell  them,  or  to  say  nothing  of  my 
success.  I  trust  to  your  judgment;  you  are  to  say  just 
what  you  think  right.  In  four  years  there  may  have  been 
many  changes  of  character.  I  make  you  the  judge;  I  so 
greatly  fear  my  wife's  tender  weakness  with  her  daughters. 

"Farewell,  my  dear  old  Dumay.  Tell  my  wife  and  daugh- 
ters that  I  have  never  failed  to  embrace  them  in  my  heart 
every  day,  morning  and  evening.  The  second  draft,  for 
forty  thousand  francs,  payable,  like  the  other,  to  you  alone, 
is  for  my  wife  and  daughters  to  go  on  with. 
44  Your  master  and  friend, 

"CHARLES  MIGNON." 

"Your  father  is  coming  home,"  said*  Madame  Mignon  to 
her  daughter. 

"What  makes  you  think  that,  mamma?"  asked  Modeste. 

"Nothing  could  make  Dumay  run  but  having  that  news 
to  bring  us." 

Modeste,  lost  in  her  own  thoughts,  had  not  seen  nor  heard 
Damay. 

"Victory!"  shouted  the  Lieutenant  from  the  gate.  "Ma- 
dame, the  Colonel  has  never  been  ill,  and  he  is  coming  home. 
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.  .  .  He  is  coming  on  the  'Mignon,'  a  good  ship  of  his  own, 
which,  with  the  cargo  he  describes  to  me,  must  be  worth 
eight  or  nine  hundred  thousand  francs.  But  he  urgently 
begs  you  will  say  nothing  about  it;  the  disaster  to  our  poor 
lost  child  has  eaten  deeply  into  his  heart." 

"He  has  made  room  in  it  for  a  grave  then,"  said  Madame 
Mignon. 

"And  he  ascribes  this  disaster — as  seems  to  me  most  prob- 
able— to  the  greed  which  a  large  fortune  excites  in  young 
men.  My  poor  Colonel  hopes  to  find  the  lost  lamb  among 
us  here. — Let  us  rejoice  among  ourselves,  and  say  nothing  to 
anybody,  not  even  to  Latournelle  if  possible. — Mademoi- 
selle," he  added  to  Modeste  apart,  "write  a  letter  to  your 
father  to  tell  him  of  the  loss  in  the  family  and  its  terrible 
consequences,  so  as  to  prepare  him  for  the  dreadful  sight  that 
awaits  him;  I  will  undertake  that  he  shall  get  the  letter  be- 
fore arriving  at  le  Havre,  for  he  will  be  obliged  to  come 
through  Paris;  write  fully,  you  have  plenty  of  time;  I  will 
take  the  letter  on  Monday;  on  Monday,  no  doubt,  I  shall 
have  to  go  to  Paris — " 

Modeste  was  now  afraid  lest  Dumay  and  Canalis  should 
meet;  she  was  eager  to  go  up  to  her  room  and  write  to  put 
off  the  assignation. 

"Tell  me,  Mademoiselle,"  Dumay  went  on  in  the  hum- 
blest tone,  but  standing  in  her  path,  "that  your  father  will 
find  his  daughter  without  a  feeling  in  her  heart  but  that 
which  was  in  it  when  he  left — of  love  for  her  mother." 

"I  have  sworn  to.my  sister  and  my  mother — I  have  sworn 
to  myself  to  be  my  father's  comfort,  his  joy,  and  his  pride, 
and — I — will  be,"  replied  Modeste,  with  a  haughty  and  scorn- 
ful glance  at  Dumay.  "Do  not  mar  my  joy  at  knowing  that 
my  father  will  soon  be  among  us  again  by  any  offensive  sus- 
picions. A  young  girl's  heart  cannot  be  hindered  from  beat- 
ing; you  do  not  wish  me  to  be  a  mummy?  I  belong  to  my 
family;  but  my  heart  is  my  own.  If  I  love  any  one,  my 
father  and  mother  shall  be  told  of  it.  Are  you  satisfied, 
Monsieur?" 
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"Thank  you,  Mademoiselle,"  replied  Dumay.  *'You 
have  restored  me  to  life.  But  you  might  at  least  have  called 
me  Dumay,  even  when  giving  me  a  slap  in  the  face!" 

"Swear  to  me,"  said  her  mother,  "that  you  have  never 
exchanged  a  word  or  a  glance  with  any  young  man." 

"lean  swear  it,"  said  Modeste,  smiling,  and  looking  at 
Dumay,  who  was  studying  her  with  a  mischievous  smile  like 
a  girl's  playing  off  some  joke. 

"Can  she  really  be  so  falsel"  exclaimed  Dumay,  when 
Modeste  had  gone  into  the  house. 

"My  daughter  Modeste  may  have  her  faults,"  said  the 
mother,  "but  she  is  incapable  of  a  lie." 

"Well,  then,  let  us  make  ourselves  easy,"  replied  the 
lieutenant,  "and  be  satisfied  that  misfortune  has  closed  its 
account  with  us." 

"God  grant  it!"  said  Madame  Mignon.  "You  will  see 
him,  Dumay;  I  can  only  hear  him.  .  .  .  There  is  much 
sadness  in  my  joy." 

Modeste,  meanwhile,  though  happy  in  the  thought  of  her 
father's  return,  was,  like  Pierrette,  distressed  to  see  all  her 
eggs  broken.  She  had  hoped  for  a  larger  fortune  than  Dumay 
had  spoken  of.  She  was  ambitious  for  her  poet,  and  wished 
for  at  least  half  of  the  six  millions  of  which  she  had  written 
in  her  second  letter.  Thus  absorbed  by  her  double  happi- 
ness, and  annoyed  by  the  grievance  of  her  comparative  pov- 
erty, she  sat  down  to  her  piano,  the  confidant  of  so  many 
girls,  who  tell  it  their  anger,  and  their  wishes,  expressing 
them  in  their  way  of  playing. 

Dumay  was  talking  to  his  wife,  walking  to  and  fro  below 
her  window,  confiding  to  her  the  secret  of  their  good  fortune, 
and  questioning  her  as  to  her  hopes,  wishes,  and  intentions. 
Madame  Dumay,  like  her  husband,  had  no  family  but  the 
Mignon  family.  The  husband  and  wife  decided  on  living 
in  Provence,  if  the  Count  should  go  to  Provence,  and  to 
leave  their  money  to  any  child  of  Modeste 's  that  might 
need  it. 
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"Listen  to  Modeste,"  said  Madame  Mignon  to  them; 
"only  a  girl  in  love  could  compose  such  a  melody  without 
any  knowledge  of  music." 

Homes  may  burn,  fortunes  may  collapse,  fathers  may 
come  back  from  their  travels,  Empires  may  fall,  cholera 
may  ravage  the  town — a  girl's  love  pursues  its  flight  as 
nature  keeps  her  course,  or  that  horrible  acid  discovered 
by  chemistry  which  might  pierce  through  the  earth  if  it  were 
not  absorbed  in  the  centre. 

This  is  the  ballad  Modeste  had  improvised  to  some  verses 
which  must  be  quoted  here,  though  they  are  to  be  found  in 
the  second  volume  of  poems  published  by  Dauriat;  for,  to 
adapt  them  to  the  air,  the  young  composer  had  broken  the 
rhythm  by  some  changes  which  might  puzzle  the  admirers 
of  a  poet  who  is  sometimes  too  precise. 

And  here,  too,  since  modern  typography  allows  of  it,  is 
Modeste's  music,  to  which  her  exquisite  expression  lent  the 
charm  we  admire  in  the  greatest  singers — a  charm  that  no 
printing,  were  it  phonetic  or  hieroglyphic,  could  ever  rep- 
resent. 

A  MAIDEN'S   SONG. 
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"It  is  pretty,"  said  Madame  Dumay.  "Modeste  is  very 
musical ;  that  is  all. ' ' 

"She  has  the  very  devil  in  her!"  exclaimed  the  cashier, 
for  the  mother's  dread  had  entered  into  his  soul  and  made 
his  blood  run  cold. 

"She  is  in  love,"  said  Madame  Mignon. 

By  her  success  in  communicating  her  conviction  as  to 
Modeste's  secret  passion,  on  the  irrefragable  evidence  of  that 
melody,  Madame  Mignon  chilled  the  cashier's  joy  over  his 
patron's  return  and  success.  The  worthy  Breton  went  off 
to  the  town  to  do  his  day's  business  at  Gobenheim's;  then, 
before  going  home  to  dinner,  he  called  on  the  Latournelles 
to  mention  his  fears,  and  once  more  to  request  their  help  and 
co-operation. 

"Yes,  my  good  friend,"  said  Dumay  on  the  threshold,  as 
he  took  leave  of  the  notary,  "I  am  of  Madame's  opinion.  She 
is  in  love,  sure  enough;  beyond  that  the  devil  only  knows! 
.  .  .  I  am  disgraced!" 

"Do  not  worry  yourself,  Dumay,"  said  the  little  notary. 
"We  certainly,  among  us  all,  must  be  a  match  for  that  little 
lady.  Sooner  or  later  every  girl  who  is  in  love  does  some- 
thing rash  which  betrays  her  secret;  we  will  talk  it  over  this 
evening." 

So  all  these  persons,  devoted  to  the  Mignon  family,  were 
still  a  prey  to  the  same  anxiety  as  had  tormented  them  before 
the  experiment  that  the  old  soldier  had  expected  to  be  deci- 
sive. The  futility  of  all  these  struggles  so  spurred  Dumay's 
conscience  that  he  would  not  go  to  Paris  to  fetch  his  fortune 
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before  he  had  discovered  the  clew  to  this  enigma.  All  these 
hearts,  caring  far  more  for  sentiment  than  for  self-interest, 
understood  that,  unless  he  found  his  daughter  innocently 
pure,  the  Colonel  might  die  of  grief  on  finding  Bettina  dead 
and  his  wife  blind.  The  unhappy  Dumay's  despair  made  so 
deep  an  impression  on  the  Latournelles  that  they  forgot  their 
loss  of  Exup&re,  whom  they  had  sent  off  to  Paris  that  morn- 
ing. During  the  dinner  hour,  when  the  three  were  alone, 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Latournelle  and  Butscha  turned  the 
matter  over  under  every  aspect,  and  considered  every  con- 
ceivable hypothesis. 

"If  Modesto  were  in  love  with  any  one  at  le  Havre,  she 
would  have  quaked  last  night,"  said  Madame  Latournelle, 
"so  her  lover  must  be  elsewhere." 

"She  swore  this  morning  to  her  mother,  in  Dumay's  pres- 
ence, that  she  had  not  exchanged  a  glance  or  a  word  with  a 
living  soul,"  said  the  notary. 

"Then  she  loves  as  I  do  1"  said  Butscha. 

"And  how  do  you  love,  my  poor  boy?"  asked  Madame 
Latournelle. 

"Madame,"  replied  the  little  hunchback,  "I  love  all  to 
myself,  from  afar,  almost  as  far  as  from  hence  to  the 
stars." 

"And  how  do  you  get  there,  you  great  goose?"  said 
Madame  Latournelle,  smiling  at  him. 

"Ah,  Madame,  what  you  take  to  be  a  hump  is  the  sheath 
for  my  wings." 

"Then  this  explains  your  seal  I"  exclaimed  the  lawyer. 

The  clerk's  seal  was  a  star,  with  the  motto,  Fulgens^  sequar 
— Shine,  and  I  will  follow  you — the  device  of  the  house  of 
Chastillonest. 

"A  beautiful  creature  may  be  as  diffident  as  the  most 
hideous,"  said  Butscha,  as  if  talking  to  himself.  "Modeste 
is  quite  clever  enough  to  have  feared  lest  she  should  be  loved 
only  for  her  beauty." 

Hunchbacks  are  wonderful  creatures,  and  due  entirely  to 
civilization;  for,  in  the  scheme  of  nature,  weak  or  deformed 
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beings  ought  to  perish.  A  curvature  or  twist  of  the  spinal 
column  gives  to  these  men,  who  seem  to  be  Nature's  outcasts, 
a  flashing  look,  in  which  is  concentrated  a  greater  quantity 
of  nervous  fluids  than  other  men  can  command,  in  the  very 
centre  where  they  are  elaborated  and  act,  and  whence  they 
are  sent  forth  like  a  light  to  vivify  their  inmost  being.  Cer- 
tain forces  are  the  result,  detected  occasionally  by  magne- 
tism, but  most  frequently  lost  in  the  waste  places  of  the  spir- 
itual world.  Try  to  find  a  hunchback  who  is  not  gifted  in 
some  remarkable  way,  either  with  a  cheerful  wit,  superlative 
malignity,  or  sublime  kindliness.  These  beings,  privileged 
beings,  though  they  know  it  not,  live  within  themselves  as 
Butscha  did,  when  they  have  not  exhausted  their  splendidly 
concentrated  powers  in  the  battle  they  have  fought  to  con« 
quer  obstacles  and  remain  alive. 

In  this  way  we  may  explain  the  superstitious  and  popular 
traditions,  which  we  owe  to  the  belief  in  gnomes,  in  frightful 
dwarfs,  in  misshapen  fairies — the  whole  race  of  bottles,  as 
Rabelais  has  it,  that  contain  rare  balsams  and  elixirs. 

Thus  Butscha  almost  read  Modeste;  and  with  the  eager- 
ness of  a  hopeless  lover,  of  a  slave  ever  ready  to  die,  like  the 
soldiers  who,  deserted  and  alone  amid  Russian  snows,  still 
shouted  u  Vive  VEmpereur  /"  he  dreamed  of  discovering  her 
secret  for  himself  alone. 

As  his  chief  and  Madame  Latournelle  walked  up  to  the 
Chalet,  he  followed  them  with  a  very  anxious  mien,  for  it 
was  imperative  that  he  should  conceal  from  every  watchful 
eye,  from  every  listening  ear,  the  snare  in  which  he  meant 
to  entrap  the  girl.  There  should  be  a  flashing  glance,  a  start 
detected,  as  when  a  surgeon  lays  his  finger  on  a  hidden 
injury. 

That  evening  Gobenheim  did  not  join  them;  Butscha  was 
Monsieur  Dumay's  partner  against  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Latournelle.  At  about  nine  o'clock,  while  Modeste  was 
absent  preparing  her  mother's  room,  Madame  Mignon  and 
her  friends  could  talk  openly;  but  the  poor  clerk,  stricken 
by  the  conviction  which  had  come  on  him  too,  seemed  as  far 
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away  from  the  discussion  as  Gobenheim  had  been  the  night 
before. 

"Why,  Butecha,  what  ails  you?"  exclaimed  Madame 
Latournelle,  astonished  at  him.  "One  might  think  you  had 
lost  all  your  relational" 

A  tear  started  to  the  poor  fellow's  eye — a  foundling,  de- 
serted by  a  Swedish  sailor,  and  his  mother  dead  of  grief  in 
the  workhouse! 

"I  have  no  one  in  the  world  but  you,"  he  replied  in 
husky  tones;  "and  your  compassion  is  too  pious  ever  to  be 
withdrawn  from  me,  for  I  will  never  cease  to  deserve  your 
kindness." 

The  answer  struck  an  equally  sensitive  chord  in  those 
present,  that  of  delicacy. 

"We  all  love  you,  Monsieur  Butscha,"  said  Madame 
Mignon  with  emotion. 

"I  have  six  hundred  thousand  francs  of  my  own!"  cried 
the  worthy  Dumay.  "You  shall  be  a  notary  at  le  Havre, 
and  Latournelle's  successor." 

The  American,  for  her  part,  had  taken  the  poor  hunch- 
back's hand  and  pressed  it. 

"You  have  six  hundred  thousand  francs!"  cried  Latour- 
nelle, pricking  up  his  ears  at  this  speech,  "and  you  let  these 
ladies  stay  here!  And  Modeste  has  no  horse!  And  she  no 
longer  has  lessons  in  music,  in  painting,  in — " 

"Oh,  he  has  only  had  the  money  a  few  hours,"  exclaimed 
the  American  wife. 

"Hush!"  said  Madame  Mignon.  While  this  was  going 
on,  the  dignified  Madame  Latournelle  had  recovered  herself. 
She  turned  to  Butscha. 

"My  dear  boy,"  said  she,  "you  have  so  much  affection 
around  you,  that  I  never  considered  the  particular  bearing 
of  a  common  phrase  as  applied  to  you;  but  you  may  thank 
me  for  my  blunder,  since  it  has  shown  you  what  friends  you 
have  earned  by  your  beautiful  nature." 

"Then  you  have  some  news  of  Monsieur  Mignon?"  asked 
the  notary. 


622  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

"He  is  coming  home,"  said  Madame  Mignon;  "but  we 
must  keep  it  secret. — When  my  husband  hears  how  Butscha 
has  clung  to  us,  and  that  he  has  shown  us  the  warmest  and 
most  disinterested  friendship  when  the  world  turned  its  back 
on  us,  he  will  not  leave  you  to  provide  for  him  entirely, 
Dumay.  And  so,  my  friend,"  she  added,  trying  to  turn 
toward  Butscha,  "you  may  proceed  at  once  to  deal  with 
Latournelle — " 

"He  is  of  full  age,  five-and-twenty,"  said  Latournelle. 
"And,  on  my  part,  it  is  paying  off  a  debt,  my  dear  fellow, 
if  I  give  you  the  refusal  of  my  practice. ' ' 

Butscha  kissed  Madame  Mignon's  hand,  wetting  it  with 
his  tears,  and  showed  a  tearful  face  when  Modeste  opened 
the  drawing-room  door. 

"Who  has  been  distressing  my  mysterious  dwarf?"  she 
asked. 

"Oh,  Mademoiselle,  do  we  children  nursed  in  sorrow 
ever  shed  tears  of  grief?  I  have  just  received  such  marks 
of  attachment,  that  I  was  moved  with  tenderness  for  all 
those  in  whom  I  liked  to  believe  I  had  found  relations. 
I  am  to  be  a  notary;  I  may  grow  rich.  Ah,  ha!  Poor 
Butscha  may  some  day  be  rich  Butscha.  You  do  not  know 
what  audacity  exists  in  this  abortion!"  he  exclaimed. 

The  hunchback  struck  himself  hard  on  his  cavernous 
breast,  and  placed  himself  in  front  of  the  fireplace  after 
giving  Modeste  a  look  that  stole  like  a  gleam  from  under 
his  heavy,  drooping  eyelids;  for  in  this  unforeseen  conjunc- 
ture he  had  found  his  chance  of  sounding  his  sovereign 
lady's  heart. 

For  an  instant  Dumay  fancied  that  the  clerk  had  dared 
aspire  to  Modeste;  he  exchanged  looks  with  his  friends 
which  were  understood  by  all,  and  which  made  them  gaze 
at  the  little  hunchback  with  a  sort  of  dread  mingled  with 
curiosity. 

"I — I  too — have  my  dreams,"  Butscha  went  on,  not 
taking  his  eyes  off  Modeste. 

The  girl  looked  down  instinctively,  in  a  way  which  was 
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a  revelation  to  the  clerk.  "You  love  romances;  allow  me, 
in  the  midst  of  my  joy,  to  confide  my  secret  to  you,  and  you 
will  tell  me  if  the  end  of  the  romance  I  have  dreamed  of  for 
my  life  is  possible.  ...  If  not,  of  what  use  is  fortune.  To 
me,  more  than  to  any  one  else,  money  is  happiness,  since  to 
me  happiness  means  the  enriching  of  the  one  I  love!  You 
who  know  so  many  things,  Mademoiselle,  tell  me  whether  a 
man  can  be  loved  independently  of  his  person — handsome  or 
ugly,  and  for  his  soul  alone?" 

Modeste  looked  up  at  Butscha.  It  was  a  terrible,  ques- 
tioning look,  for  at  this  moment  Modeste  shared  Dumay's 
suspicions.  "When  I  am  rich,  I  shall  look  out  for  some  poor 
but  beautiful  girl,  a  foundling  like  myself,  who  has  suffered 
much,  and  is  very  unhappy;  I  will  write  to  her,  comfort  her, 
be  her  good  genius;  she  shall  read  my  heart,  my  soul;  she 
shall  have  all  my  wealth,  in  both  kinds — my  gold,  offered 
with  great  delicacy,  and  my  mind,  beautified  by  all  tlie 
graces  which  the  misfortune  of  birth  has  denied  to  my 
grotesque  form!  And  I  will  remain  hidden,  like  a  cause 
which  science  seeks.  God  perhaps  is  not  beautiful. — The 
girl  will  naturally  be  curious  and  want  to  see  me;  but  C 
shall  tell  her  that  I  am  a  monster  of  ugliness,  I  will  describe 
myself  as  hideous — " 

At  this,  Modeste  looked  hard  in  his  face.  If  she  had 
eaid,  "What  do  you  know  of  my  love  affairs?"  it  could 
not  have  been  more  explicit. 

"If  I  am  so  happy  as  to  be  loved  for  the  poetry  of  my 
soul! — if,  some  day,  I  might  seem  to  that  woman  to  be  only 
slightly  deformed,  confess  that  I  shall  be  happier  than  the 
handsomest  of  men,  than  even  a  man  of  genius  beloved  by 
such  a  heavenly  creature  as  you  are — " 

The  blush  that  mounted  to  Modeste's  face  betrayed 
almost  the  whole  of  the  girl's  secret  to  the  hunchback. 

"Well,  now,  if  a  man  can  enrich  the  girl  he  loves,  and 
charm  her  heart  irrespective  of  his  person,  is  that  the  way 
to  be  loved? — This  has  been  the  poor  hunchback's  dream — 
yesterday's  dream;  for  to-day  your  adorable  mother  has 


524  BALZAC'S   WORKS 

given  me  the  clew  to  my  future  treasure  by  promising  to 
facilitate  my  acquiring  an  office  and  connection.  Still,  be- 
fore becoming  a  Gobenheim,  I  must  know  whether  such  a 
horrible  transformation  will  achieve  its  end.  "What  do  you 
think,  Mademoiselle,  on  your  part?" 

Modeste  was  so  taken  by  surprise  that  she  did  not  ob- 
serve Butscha's  appeal  to  her  judgment.  The  lover's  snare 
was  better  contrived  than  the  soldier's;  for  the  poor  girl, 
quite  bewildered,  stood  speechless. 

"Poor  Butscha!"  said  Madame  Latournelle  to  her  hus- 
band, "is  he  going  mad?" 

"You  want  to  play  the  fairy  tale  of  Beauty  and  the 
Beast,"  said  Modeste  at  last,  "and  you  forget  that  the  Beast 
is  turned  into  Prince  Charming. ' ' 

"Do  you  think  so?"  said  the  dwarf.  "Now  I  have 
always  imagined  that  transformation  to  symbolize  the  phe- 
nomenon of  the  soul  becoming  visible  and  eclipsing  the 
body  by  its  radiant  glory.  Jf  I  should  never  be  loved,  I 
shall  remain  invisible,  that  is  all! — You  and  yours,  Ma- 
dame," said  he  to  his  mistress,  "instead  of  having  a  dwarf 
at  your  command,  will  have  a  life  and  fortune. ' ' 

Butscha  returned  to  his  seat,  and  said  to  the  three  play- 
ers, affecting  perfect  calmness:  "Who  deals?" 

But  to  himself  he  was  saying  with  grief,  "She  wants  to 
be  loved  for  her  own  sake ;  she  is  corresponding  with  some 
sham  great  man ,  and  how  far  has  she  gone  ? ' ' 

"My  dear  mamma,  it  has  struck  a  quarter  to  ten,"  said 
Modeste  to  her  mother. 

Madame  Mignon  bid  her  friends  good  night,  and  went 
to  bed. 

Those  who  insist  on  loving  in  secret  may  be  watched  over 
by  Pyrenean  dogs,  mothers,  Dumays,  Latournelles — they  are 
in  no  danger  from  these;  but  a  lover!  It  is  diamond  cut  dia- 
mond, fire  against  fire,  wit  against  wit,  a  perfect  equation, 
of  which  the  terms  are  equal  and  interchangeable. 

On  Sunday  morning  Butscha  was  beforehand  with  Ma- 
dame Latournelle,  who  always  went  to  escort  Modeste  to 
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Mass,  and  stayed  cruising  about  outside  the  Cha/et,  waiting 
for  the  postman. 

"Have  you  a  letter  for  Mademoiselle  Modeste  this  morn- 
ing?" he  asked  of  that  humble  functionary  as  he  approached. 

"No,  Monsieur,  no — " 

"We  have  been  good  customers  of  the  Government  for 
some  time  past!"  exclaimed  the  clerk. 

"I  believe  you!"  replied  the  postman. 

Modeste  from  her  room  saw  and  heard  this  little  inter- 
view; she  posted  herself  at  her  window  at  this  hour,  behind 
the  Venetian  shutter,  to  watch  for  the  postman. 

She  went  down  and  out  into  the  little  garden,  where,  in 
a  husky  voice,  she  called  out,  "Monsieur  Butscha." 

"Here  am  I,  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  hunchback,  coming 
to  the  little  gate,  which  Modeste  herself  opened. 

"Will  you  tell  me  whether  you  include  among  your  titles 
to  the  affection  of  a  woman  the  disgraceful  espionage  you 
choose  to  exercise?"  asked  the  girl,  trying  to  overwhelm 
her  slave  by  her  gaze  and  queenly  attitude. 

"Yes,  Mademoiselle,"  he  proudly  replied.  "I  had  never 
imagined,"  he  added  in  a  low  voice,  "that  a  worm  could  do 
good  service  to  a  star!  But  so  it  is.  Would  you  rather 
have  your  heart  read  by  your  mother,  Monsieur  Dumay, 
and  Madame  Latournelle,  than  by  a  poor  creature,  almost 
an  outcast  from  life,  who  is  yours  as  much  as  one  of  the 
flowers  you  cut  to  gratify  you  for  a  moment?  They  all 
know  that  you  love;  I  alone  know  how.  Take  me  as  you 
would  take  a  watch- dog;  I  will  obey  you,  I  will  protect 
you,  I  will  never  bark,  and  I  will  have  no  opinions  about 
you.  All  I  ask  is  that  you  will  let  me  be  of  some  use 
to  you.  Your  father  placed  a  Dumay  in  your  menagerie; 
try  a  Butscha,  and  you  will  find  it  quite  another  story!  A 
poor  Butscha,  who  asks  for  nothing,  not  even  for  a  bone." 

"Well,  I  will  take  you  on  trial,"  said  Modeste,  who  only 
wished  to  be  rid  of  so  sharp  a  guardian.  "Go  at  once  to  all 
the  hotels  at  Graville  and  le  Havre,  and  ask  if  a  M.  Arthur 
has  arrived  from  England — " 
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"Listen,  Mademoiselle,"  said  Butscha  respectfully,  but 
interrupting  Modeste,  "I  will  just  go  for  a  walk  on  the 
beach,  and  that  will  be  all  that  is  necessary,  for  you  do 
not  wish  me  to  go  to  church,  that  is  all." 

Modeste  looked  at  the  hunchback  in  blank  astonish- 
ment. 

4 'Yes,  Mademoiselle,  though  you  have  wrapped  your  face 
in  wadding  and  a  handkerchief,  you  have  no  cold;  though 
you  have  a  double  veil  to  your  hat,  it  is  only  to  see  without 
being  seen." 

"What  endows  you  with  so  much  penetration?"  cried 
Modeste,  reddening. 

"Why,  Mademoiselle,  you  have  no  stays  onl  A  cold 
would  not  require  you  to  disguise  your  figure  by  putting 
on  several  petticoats,  to  hide  your  hands  in  old  gloves,  and 
your  pretty  feet  in  hideous  boots,  to  dress  yourself  anyhow, 
to—" 

"That  will  do,"  said  she.  "But,  now,  how  am  I  sure 
that  you  will  obey  me?" 

"My  master  wanted  to  go  to  Sainte-Adresse,  and  was 
rather  put  out;  but  as  he  is  really  very  kind,  he  would 
not  deprive  me  of  my  Sunday.  Well,  I  will  propose  to 
him  that  I  should  go—" 

"Go  then,  and  I  shall  trust  to  you — " 

"Are  you  sure  you  will  not  want  me  at  le  Havre?" 

"Quite. — Listen,  mysterious  dwarf,  and  look  up,"  she 
said,  pointing  to  a  cloudless  sky.  "Can  you  see  the  track 
left  by  the  bird  that  flew  across  just  now?  Well,  my  ac- 
tions, as  pure  as  that  pure  air,  leave  no  more  trace  than 
that.  Eeassure  Dumay  and  the  Latournelles,  reassure  my 
mother;  and  be  sure  that  this  hand"  (and  she  held  out  to 
him  a  slender  little  hand  with  upturned  finger-tips,  trans- 
parent to  the  light)  "will  never  be  given  away,  never  even 
warmed  by  the  kiss  of  what  is  called  a  lover,  before  my 
father's  return." 

"And  why  do  you  want  me  to  keep  away  from  church 
to-day?" 
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"Do  you  cross-question  me,  after  all  I  have  done  you  the 
honor  to  tell  you  and  require  of  you?" 

Butscha  bowed  without  replying,  and  hastened  home, 
enraptured  at  thus  entering  the  service  of  his  anonymous 
mistress. 

An  hour  later  Monsieur  and  Madame  Latournelle  came 
to  fetch  Modesto,  who  complained  of  a  dreadful  toothache. 

"I  really  had  not  strength  to  dress,"  said  she. 

"Well,  then,  stay  at  home,"  said  the  notary's  wife. 

"No,  no.  I  will  go  and  pray  for  my  father's  safe  return," 
replied  Modeste;  "and  I  thought  that  if  I  wrapped  up  well, 
it  would  do  me  more  good  than  harm  to  go  out. ' ' 

So  Mademoiselle  Mignon  set  out  alone  with  Latournelle. 
She  would  not  take  his  arm  for  fear  of  being  questioned  as 
to  the  internal  tremor  that  agitated  her  at  the  idea  of  so 
soon  seeing  her  great  poet.  One  look,  the  first,  was  about 
to  decide  her  future  existence. 

Is  there  in  the  life  of  man  a  more  exquisite  moment  than 
that  of  the  first  promised  meeting  ?  Can  the  feelings  that  lie 
buried  in  his  heart,  and  that  then  burst  into  life,  ever  be 
known  again?  Can  he  ever  again  feel  the  pleasure  that 
he  finds,  as  did  Ernest  de  la  Briere,  in  choosing  his  best 
razors,  his  finest  shirts,  spotless  collars,  and  impeccable 
clothes  ?  We  deify  everything  that  is  associated  with  that 
supreme  hour.  We  imagine  poems  in  our  hearts,  secret 
poems  as  beautiful  as  the  woman's,  and  on  the  day  when 
each  reads  the  other's  soul  all  is  over!  Is  it  not  the  same 
with  these  things  as  with  the  blossom  of  those  wild  fruits, 
at  once  sharp  and  sweet,  lost  in  forest  depths,  the  delight 
of  the  sun,  no  doubt;  or,  as  Canalis  says  in  "The  Maiden's 
Song,"  the  gladness  of  the  plant  itself  which  the  Angel  of 
Flowers  has  allowed  to  see  its  own  beauty. 

This  leads  to  the  reflection  that  La  Briere,  a  modest  soul, 
like  many  another  penurious  being  for  whom  life  begins  with 
toil  and  money  difficulties,  had  never  yet  been  loved.  He 
had  arrived  at  le  Havre  the  night  before,  and  had  at  once 
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gone  to  bed,  like  a  coquette,  to  efface  every  trace  of  his 
journey;  and  he  had  now,  after  taking  a  bath,  just  com- 
pleted a  carefully  advantageous  toilet.  This,  perhaps,  is 
the  place  for  giving  a  full-length  portrait  of  him,  if  only 
to  justify  the  last  letter  Modeste  was  ever  to  write  to  him. 
Born  of  a  good  family  at  Toulouse,  distantly  connected 
with  that  Minister  who  took  him  under  his  patronage,  Ernest 
has  the  well-bred  air  which  comes  of  an  education  begun  from 
the  cradle;  the  habit  of  business  has  given  it  solidity  without 
effort,  for  pedantry  is  the  rock  on  which  precocious  gravity 
is  commonly  wrecked.  Of  medium  height,  his  face  is  at- 
tractively refined  and  gentle;  his  complexion  warm,  though 
colorless,  was  at  that  time  set  off  by  a  slender  mustache  and 
a  small  imperial,  a  virgule  d  la  Mazarin.  But  for  these  manly 
witnesses,  he  would,  perhaps,  have  looked  too  much  like  a 
girl  dressed  up,  so  delicate  is  the  cut  of  his  face  and  lips, 
so  natural  is  it  to  attribute  to  a  woman  teeth  of  transparent 
enamel  and  almost  artificial  evenness.  Add  to  these  feminine 
characteristics  a  voice  as  sweet  as  his  looks,  as  gentle  as  his 
turquoise  blue  eyes,  with  Oriental  lids,  and  you  will  perfectly 
understand  how  it  was  that  the  Minister  had  nicknamed  his 
young  private  secretary  Mademoiselle  de  la  Briere.  His 
broad,  smooth  forehead,  framed  under  thick  black  hair,  has 
a  dreamy  look  that  does  not  contradict  the  expression  of  his 
countenance,  which  is  wholly  melancholy.  The  prominence 
of  the  eyebrows,  though  delicately  arched,  overshadows  the 
eyes,  and  adds  to  this  look  of  melancholy  by  the  sadness — 
a  physical  sadness,  so  to  speak — that  the  eyelids  give  when 
they  half  close  the  eyes.  This  secret  bashfulness,  to  which 
we  give  the  name  of  modesty,  characterizes  his  features  and 
person.  The  whole  result  will,  perhaps,  be  better  under- 
stood if  we  add  that  the  theory  of  perfect  drawing  demands 
greater  length  in  the  shape  of  the  head,  more  space  between 
the  chin,  which  ends  abruptly,  and  the  forehead,  on  which 
the  hair  grows  too  low.  Thus  the  face  looks  flattened. 
Work  had  already  graven  a  furrow  between  the  eyebrows, 
which  were  thick,  and  too  nearly  met,  like  those  of  all  jeal- 
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ous  natures.  Though  La  Briere  was  as  yet  slight,  his  figure 
was  one  of  those  which,  developing  late,  are  unexpectedly 
stout  at  the  age  of  thirty. 

The  young  man  might  very  well  have  typified,  to  those 
who  are  familiar  with  French  history,  the  royal  and  mys- 
terious personality  of  Louis  XIII. ,  with  his  melancholy  diffi- 
dence for  no  known  reason,  pallid  under  his  crown,  loving 
the  fatigue  of  hunting,  and  hating  work;  so  timid  with  his 
mistress  as  to  respect  her  virtue,  so  indifferent  to  his  friend 
as  to  leave  him  to  be  beheaded ;  explicable  only  by  his  re- 
morse at  having  avenged  his  father  on  his  mother— -either 
a  Catholic  Hamlet  or  the  victim  of  some  incurable  malady. 
But  the  canker-worm  which  paled  the  King's  cheek  and 
unnerved  his  strength  was  as  yet,  in  Ernest,  no  more  than 
simple  distrust  of  himself,  the  shyness  of  a  man  to  whom  no 
woman  had  ever  said,  "How  I  love  youl"  and,  above  all, 
wasted  self -sacrifice.  After  hearing  the  knell  of  a  monarchy 
in  the  fall  of  a  minister,  the  poor  boy  had  found  in  Canalis 
a  rock  hidden  under  tempting  mosses;  he  was  seeking  a 
despotism  to  worship;  and  this  uneasiness,  that  of  a  dog 
in  search  of  a  master,  gave  him  the  expression  of  the  king 
who  found  his.  These  clouds  and  feelings,  this  "pale  cast" 
over  his  whole  person,  made  his  face  far  more  attractive  thaa 
the  young  secretary  himself  imagined,  annoyed  as  he  was 
sometimes  to  find  himself  classed  by  women  as  a  beau  tene- 
breux — gloomily  handsome ;  a  style  gone  quite  out  of  fashion 
at  a  time  when  every  man  would  gladly  keep  the  clarions  of 
advertisement  for  his  own  exclusive  use. 

So  Ernest  the  diffident  had  sought  the  adornment  of  the 
most  fashionable  clothes.  For  this  interview,  when  every- 
thing would  depend  on  first  sight,  he  donned  black  trousers 
and  carefully  polished  boots,  a  sulphur-colored  waistcoat, 
revealing  an  excessively  fine  shirt  fastened  with  opal  studs,  a 
black  necktie,  and  a  short  blue  coat,  which  looked  as  if  it  had 
been  glued  to  his  back  and  waist  by  some  new  process;  his 
rosette  graced  the  buttonhole.  He  wore  smart  kid  gloves  of 
the  color  of  Florentine  bronze,  and  held  in  his  left  hand  a 
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light  cane  and  his  hat,  with  a  certain  Louis  Quatorze  air; 
thus  showing,  as  the  sacred  place  demanded,  his  carefully 
combed  hair,  on  which  the  light  shed  satinlike  reflections. 
Standing  sentry  under  the  porch  from  the  very  beginning 
of  the  service,  he  studied  the  church  while  watching  all  the 
Christians,  more  especially  those  in  petticoats,  who  came  to 
dip  their  fingers  in  the  holy  water. 

As  Modeste  came  in,  an  inner  voice  cried  out,  "  "Pis  he!" 
That  coat  and  figure,  so  essentially  Parisian,  the  rosette,  the 
gloves,  the  walking-stick,  the  scented  hair — none  of  these 
things  were  native  to  le  Havre.  And  when  La  Briere  turned 
to  look  at  the  notary's  tall  and  showy  wife,  the  little  notary 
himself  and  the  bundle — a  word  dedicated  to  this  sense  by 
women — under  which  Modeste  had  concealed  herself,  though 
she  was  fully  prepared,  the  poor  child  was  stricken  to  the 
heart  by  the  aspect  of  this  romantic  countenance,  in  the 
bright  daylight  from  the  open  door.  She  could  not  be  mis- 
taken; a  small  white  rose  almost  hid  the  rosette.  Would 
Ernest  recognize  his  unknown  fair  hidden  under  an  old  hat 
and  a  double  veil  ?  Modeste  was  so  fearful  of  the  clairvoy- 
ance of  love  that  she  walked  with  an  elderly  shuffle. 

"Wife,"  said  Latournelle,  as  he  went  to  his  place,  "that 
man  does  not  belong  to  le  Havre." 

"So  many  strangers  come  through,"  replied  the  lady. 

"But  do  strangers  ever  think  of  coming  to  see  our  church, 
which  is  not  more  than  two  centuries  old  ? ' ' 

Ernest  remained  in  the  porch  all  through  the  service 
without  seeing  any  woman  who  realized  his  hopes.  Mo- 
deste, on  her  part,  could  not  control  her  trembling  till  near 
the  end.  She  was  agitated  by  joys  which  she  alone  could 
have  described.  At  last  she  heard  on  the  pavement  the  step 
of  a  gentleman,  for,  Mass  being  over,  Ernest  was  walking 
round  the  church,  where  no  one  remained  but  the  dilettanti 
of  prayer,  who  became  to  him  the  object  of  anxious  and 
piercing  scrutiny.  He  remarked  the  excessive  trembling 
of  the  prayer-book  held  by  the  veiled  lady  as  he  passed  her ; 
and  as  she  was  the  only  one  who  hid  her  face,  he  conceived 
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some  suspicions,  confirmed  by  Mocleste's  drees,  which  he 
studied  with  the  care  of  an  inquisitive  lover. 

When  Madame  Latournelle  left  the  church,  he  followed 
her  at  a  decent  distance,  and  saw  her,  with  Modeste,  go  into 
the  house  in  the  Rue  Royale,  where  Mademoiselle  Mignon 
usually  waited  till  the  hour  of  vespers.  Ernest  studied  the 
house,  decorated  with  escutcheons,  and  asked  of  a  passer-by 
the  name  of  the  owner,  who  was  mentioned  almost  with  pride 
as  Monsieur  Latournelle,  the  first  notary  of  le  Havre. 

As  he  lounged  down  the  Rue  Royale,  trying  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  interior  of  the  house,  Modeste  could  see  her 
lover;  she  then  declared  herself  to  be  too  ill  to  attend  ves- 
pers, and  Madame  Latournelle  kept  her  company.  So  poor 
Ernest  had  his  cruise  for  his  pains.  He  dared  not  go  to  loiter 
about  Ingouville;  he  made  it  a  point  of  honor  to  obey,  and 
returned  to  Paris  after  writing  a  letter  while  waiting  for  the 
coach,  and  posting  it  for  Franchise  Cochet  to  receive  next 
morning  with  the  postmark  of  le  Havre. 

Monsieur  and  Madame  Latournelle  dined  at  the  Chalet 
every  Sunday,  taking  Modeste  home  after  vespers.  As  soon 
as  the  young  lady  felt  better,  they  all  went  up  to  Ingouville, 
followed  by  Butscha.  Modeste,  quite  happy,  now  dressed 
herself  beautifully.  As  she  went  down  to  dinner  she  forgot 
all  about  her  disguise  of  the  morning  and  her  cold,  and  sang — 

"Night  and  sleep  begone t    My  heart,  the  violet, 
To  God  her  incense  breathes  at  break  of  day  t" 

Butscha  felt  a  thrill  as  he  beheld  Modeste,  she  seemed  to 
him  so  completely  changed;  for  the  wings  of  love  fluttered, 
as  it  were,  on  her  shoulders,  she  looked  like  a  sylph,  and  her 
cheeks  glowed  with  the  divine  hue  of  happiness. 

"Whose  words  are  those  which  you  have  set  to  such  a 
pretty  air?"  Madame  Mignon  asked  her  daughter. 

"They  are  by  Canalis,  mamma,"  she  replied,  turning  in 
an  instant  to  the  finest  crimson,  from  her  neck  to  the  roots 
of  her  hair. 

"Canalis  1"  exclaimed  the  dwarf,  who  learned  from  Mo- 
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deste's  tone  and  blush  all  of  her  secret  that  he  as  yet  knew 
not.  "He,  the  great  poet,  does  he  write  ballads?" 

"They  are  some  simple  lines,"  replied  she,  "to  which 
I  have  ventured  to  adapt  some  reminiscences  of  German 
airs. ' ' 

*'No,  no,  my  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon;  "that  music 
is  your  own,  my  dear!" 

Modeste,  feeling  herself  grow  hotter  and  hotter,  went  out 
into  the  garden,  taking  Butscha  with  her. 

"You  can  do  me  a  great  service,"  said  she,  in  an  under- 
tone. "Dumay  is  affecting  discretion  to  my  mother  and  me 
as  to  the  amount  of  the  fortune  my  father  is  bringing  home, 
and  I  want  to  know  the  truth.  Has  not  Dumay,  at  different 
times,  sent  papa  five  hundred  and  something  thousand  francs? 
My  father  is  not  the  man  to  stay  abroad  four  years  simply  to 
double  his  capital.  Now  a  ship  is  coming  in  that  is  all  his 
own,  and  the  share  he  offers  Dumay  amounts  to  nearly  six 
hundred  thousand  francs." 

"We  need  not  question  Dumay,"  said  Butscha.  "Your 
father  had  lost,  as  you  know,  four  millions  of  francs  before 
his  departure,  these  he  has  no  doubt  recovered;  he  would 
certainly  have  given  Dumay  ten  per  cent  of  his  profits;  so, 
from  the  fortune  the  worthy  Breton  confesses  to,  my  chief 
and  I  calculate  that  the  Colonel's  must  amount  to  six  or 
seven  millions — " 

"Oh,  father!"  cried  Modeste,  crossing  her  arms  and  rais- 
ing her  eyes  to  heaven,  "you  have  given  me  a  second  life!" 

"Oh,  Mademoiselle,  you  love  a  poet!  A  man  of  that 
stamp  is  more  or  less  of  a  Narcissus.  Will  he  love  you  as 
he  ought?  A  craftsman  in  words,  always  absorbed  in  fitting 
sentences  together,  is  very  fatiguing.  A  poet,  Mademoiselle, 
is  not  poetry — no  more  than  the  seed  is  the  flower." 

"Butscha,  I  never  saw  such  a  handsome  man!" 

"Beauty,  Mademoiselle,  is  a  veil  which  often  serves  to 
hide  many  imperfections. ' ' 

"He  has  the  most  angelic  heart  that  heaven — " 

"God  grant  you  may  be  right,"  said  the  dwarf,  clasping 
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his  hands.  "May  you  be  happy!  That  man,  like  yourself, 
will  have  a  slave  in  Jean  Butscha.  I  shall  then  no  longer 
be  a  notary;  I  shall  give  myself  up  to  study — to  science — " 

"And  why?" 

"Well,  Mademoiselle,  to  bring  up  your  children,  if  you 
will  condescend  to  allow  me  to  be  their  tutor.  .  .  .  Oh !  if 
you  would  accept  a  piece  of  advice!  Look  here,  let  me  go 
to  work  my  own  way.  I  could  ferret  out  this  man's  life  and 
habits,  could  discover  if  he  is  kind,  if  he  is  violent  or  gentle, 
if  he  will  show  you  the  respect  you  deserve,  if  he  is  capable 
of  loving  you  perfectly,  preferring  you  to  all  else,  even  to 
his  own  talent — " 

"What  can  it  matter  if  I  love  him  ?"  said  she  simply. 

"To  be  sure,  that  is  true,"  cried  the  hunchback. 

At  this  moment  Madame  Mignon  was  saying  to  her 
friends:  "My  daughter  has  this  day  seen  the  man  she 
loves." 

"Can  it  be  that  sulphur-colored  waistcoat  that  puzzled 
you  so  much,  Latournelle  ? "  cried  the  notary's  wife.  "That 
young  man  had  a  pretty  white  rosebud  in  his  buttonhole — " 

"Ah!"  said  the  mother,  "a  token  to  be  known  by!" 

"He  wore  the  rosette  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,"  Madame 
Latournelle  went  on.  "He  is  a  charming  youth!  But  we 
are  all  wrong;  Modeste  never  raised  her  veil,  she  was  hud- 
dled up  like  a  pauper,  and — " 

"And  she  said  she  was  ill,"  added  the  notary.  "But she 
has  thrown  off  her  mufflers,  and  is  perfectly  well  now!" 

"It  is  incomprehensible!"  said  Dumay. 

"Alas!  it  is  as  clear  as  day,"  said  the  notary. 

"My  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon  to  Modeste,  who  came 
in,  followed  by  Butscha,  "did  you  happen  to  see  in  church 
this  morning  a  well-dressed  little  man  with  a  white  rose  in 
his  buttonhole,  and  the  rosette — " 

"I  saw  him,"  Butscha  hastily  put  in,  seeing  by  the  atten- 
tion of  the  whole  party  what  a  trap  Modeste  might  fall  into, 
"It  was  Grindot,  the  famous  architect,  with  whom  the  town 
is  treating  for  the  restoration  of  the  church.  He  came  from 
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Paris,  and  I  found  him  this  morning  examining  the  outside 
as  I  set  out  for  Sainte- Adresse. ' ' 

"Oh!  he  is  an  architect!  He  puzzled  me  greatly,"  said 
Modeste,  to  whom  Butscha  had  secured  time  to  recover 
herself. 

Dumay  looked  askance  at  Butscha.  Modeste,  put  on  her 
guard,  assumed  an  impenetrable  demeanor.  Dumay's  sus- 
picions were  excited  to  the  highest  pitch,  and  he  resolved 
to  go  next  day  to  the  Mairie  and  ascertain  whether  the  ex- 
pected architect  had  in  fact  been  at  le  Havre.  Butscha, 
on  his  part,  very  uneasy  as  to  Modeste's  ultimate  fate,  de- 
cided on  starting  for  Paris  to  set  a  watch  over  Canalis. 

Gobenheim  arrived  in  time  to  play  a  rubber,  and  his 
presence  repressed  the  ferment  of  feeling.  Modeste  awaited 
her  mother's  bedtime  almost  with  impatience;  she  wanted 
to  write,  and  this  is  the  letter  her  love  dictated  to  her  when 
she  thought  that  every  one  was  asleep. 


XIII 

To  Monsieur  de  Canalis 

"Oh,  my  best-beloved  friend,  what  vile  libels  are  your 
portraits  displayed  in  the  print-sellers'  windows!  And  I 
who  was  happy  with  that  detestable  lithograph!  I  am 
quite  shy  of  loving  such  a  handsome  man.  No,  I  cannot 
conceive  that  Paris  women  can  be  so  stupid  as  not  to  see, 
one  and  all,  that  you  are  the  fulfilment  of  their  dreams. 
You  neglected!  You  loveless! — I  do  not  believe  a  word 
you  have  said  about  your  obscure  and  laborious  life,  your 
devotion  to  an  idol  till  now  vainly  sought  for.  You  have 
been  too  well  loved,  Monsieur;  your  brow,  as  pale  and 
smooth  as  a  magnolia  petal,  plainly  shows  it,  and  I  shs.ll 
be  wretched. 

"What  am  I  now? — Ah!  why  have  you  called  me  forth, 
to  life  ?     In  one  instant  I  felt  that  I  had  shed  my  ponderous 
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chrysalis!  My  soul  burst  the  crystal  which  held  it  captive; 
it  rushed  through  my  veins.  In  short,  the  cold  silence  of 
things  suddenly  ceased  to  me;  everything  in  nature  spoke 
to  me.  The  old  church  to  me  was  luminous;  its  vault, 
glittering  with  gold  and  azure,  like  that  of  an  Italian 
church,  sparkled  above  my  head.  The  melodious  strains, 
sung  by  angels  to  martyrs  to  make  them  forget  their  an- 
guish, sounded  through  the  organ!  The  hideous  pavement 
of  le  Havre  seemed  like  a  flowery  path.  I  recognized  the 
sea  as  an  old  friend,  whose  language,  full  of  sympathy,  I 
had  never  known  well  enough.  I  saw  how  the  roses  in 
my  garden  and  greenhouse  had  long  worshipped  me,  and 
whispered  to  me  to  love!  They  all  smiled  on  me  on  my 
return  from  church;  and,  to  crown  all,  I  heard  your  name 
of  Melchior  murmured  by  the  flower  bells;  I  saw  it  written 
on  the  clouds!  Yes,  I  am  indeed  alive,  thanks  to  you — 
poet  more  beautiful  than  that  cold  and  prim  Lord  Byron, 
whose  face  is  as  dull  as  the  English  climate.  Wedded  to 
you  by  one  only  of  your  Oriental  glances  which  pierced 
my  black  veil,  you  transfused  your  blood  into  my  veins, 
and  it  fired  me  from  head  to  foot.  Ah,  we  do  not  feel  life 
like  that  when  our  mothers  bring  us  into  the  world!  A 
blow  dealt  to  you  would  fall  on  me  at  the  same  instant, 
and  my  existence  henceforth  can  only  be  accounted  for  by 
your  mind.  I  know  now  the  purpose  of  the  divine  harmony 
of  music ;  it  was  invented  by  the  angels  to  express  love. 

"To  be  a  genius  and  handsome  too,  my  Melchior,  is  too 
much.  A  man  should  have  a  choice  at  his  birth.  But 
when  I  think  of  the  treasures  of  tenderness  and  affection 
you  have  lavished  on  me,  especially  during  this  last 
month,  I  wonder  whether  I  am  dreaming!  Nay,  you 
must  be  hiding  some  mystery.  What  woman  could  give 
you  up  without  dying  of  it?  Yes,  jealousy  has  entered 
my  heart  with  such  love  as  I  could  not  believe  in!  Could 
I  imagine  such  a  conflagration  ? 

"A  new  and  inconceivable  vagary!  I  now  wish  you  were 
ugly!  What  follies  I  committed  when  I  got  home!  Every 
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yellow  dahlia  reminded  me  of  your  pretty  waistcoat,  every 
white  rose  was  a  friend,  and  I  greeted  them  with  a  look 
which  was  yours,  as  J  am  wholly!  The  color  of  the  gen- 
tleman's well-fitting  gloves — everything,  to  the  sound  of 
his  step  on  the  flagstones — everything  is  so  exactly  repre- 
sented by  my  memory  that,  sixty  years  hence,  I  shall  still 
see  the  smallest  details  of  this  high  day,  the  particular 
color  of  the  atmosphere,  and  the  gleam  of  the  sunbeam 
reflected  from  a  pillar;  I  shall  hear  the  prayer  which  your 
advent  broke  into;  I  shall  breathe  the  incense  from  the 
altar;  and  I  shall  fancy  that  I  feel  above  our  heads 
the  hands  of  the  priest  who  was  giving  us  the  final  bene- 
diction just  as  you  went  past.  That  good  Abbe*  Marcellin 
has  married  us  already.  The  superhuman  joy  of  experi- 
encing this  world  of  new  and  unexpected  emotions  can 
only  be  equalled  by  the  joy  I  feel  in  telling  you  of  them, 
in  rendering  up  all  my  happiness  to  him  who  pours  it  into 
my  soul  with  the  unstinting  bounty  of  the  sun.  So  no 
more  veils,  my  beloved  1  Come,  oh,  come  back  soon!  I 
will  unmask  with  joy. 

"You  have,  no  doubt,  heard  of  the  firm  of  Mignon  of  le 
Havre?  Well,  in  consequence  of  an  irreparable  loss,  I  am 
the  sole  heiress  of  the  family.  Do  not  scorn  us,  you  who 
are  descended  from  one  of  the  heroes  of  Auvergne.  The 
arms  of  Mignon  de  la  Bastie  will  not  dishonor  those  of 
Canalis.  They  are  gules,  a  bend  sable  charged  with  three 
lesants,  in  each  quarter  a  patriarchal  cross  or,  surmounted 
by  a  cardinal's  hat,  and  the  cord  and  tassels  as  mantling. 
My  dear,  J  will  be  faithful  to  our  motto,  Una  fides,  unus 
Dominus/  The  true  faith,  and  one  Lord. 

"Perhaps,  my  friend,  you  will  think  there  is  some  irony 
in  my  name  after  all  I  have  here  confessed.  It  is  Modeste. 
Thus,  I  did  not  altogether  cheat  you  in  signing  '  O.  d'Este- 
M.'  Nor  did  I  deceive  you  in  speaking  of  my  fortune;  it 
will,  I  believe,  amount  to  the  sum  which  has  made  you  so 
virtuous.  And  I  know  so  surely  that  to  you  money  is 
so  unimportant  a  consideration,  that  I  can  write  of  it  un- 
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affectedly.  At  the  same  time,  you  must  let  me  tell  you 
how  glad  I  am  to  be  able  to  endow  our  happiness  with  the 
freedom  of  action  and  movement  that  wealth  gives,  the 
power  of  saying,  'Let  us  go — '  when  the  fancy  takes  us 
to  see  a  foreign  land,  of  flying  off  in  a  comfortable  car- 
riage, seated  side  by  side,  without  a  care  about  money; 
and  happy,  too,  to  give  you  the  right  of  saying  to  the 
King,  'I  have  such  a  fortune  as  you  require  in  your 
peers!' 

"In  this,  Modeste  Mignon  can  be  of  some  service  to 
you,  and  her  money  will  find  noble  uses.  As  to  your 
humble  servant,  you  have  seen  her  once  at  her  window 
in  a  wrapper. — Yes,  the  fair-haired  daughter  of  Eve  was 
your  unknown  correspondent;  but  how  little  does  the  Mo- 
deste of  to-day  resemble  her  whom  you  then  saw  I  She 
was  wrapped  in  a  shroud,  and  this  other — have  I  not  told 
you  so  ? — has  derived  from  you  the  life  of  life.  Pure  and 
permitted  love,  a  love  that  my  father,  now  at  last  returning 
from  his  travels  and  with  riches,  will  sanction,  has  uplifted 
me  with  its  childlike  but  powerful  hand  from  the  depths  of 
the  tomb  where  I  was  sleeping.  You  awoke  me  as  the  sun 
awakes  the  flowers.  The  glance  of  her  you  love  is  not  now 
that  of  the  bold-faced  little  Modeste!  Oh,  no;  it  is  bash- 
ful, it  has  glimpses  of  happiness,  and  veils  itself  under 
chaste  eyelids.  My  fear  now  is  that  I  cannot  deserve  my 
lot.  The  King  has  appeared  in  his  glory;  my  liege  has 
now  a  mere  vassal,  who  implores  his  forgiveness  for  tak- 
ing such  liberties,  as  the  thimble-rigger  with  loaded  dice 
did  after  cheating  the  Chevalier  de  Grammont. 

"Yes,  beloved  poet,  I  will  be  your  'Mignon,'  but  a  hap- 
pier Mignon  than  Goethe's,  for  you  will  leave  me  to  dwell 
in  my  native  land,  won't  you? — in  your  heart. 

"As  I  write  this  bridal  wish,  a  nightingale  in  the  Vil- 
quins'  park  has  just  answered  for  you.  Oh!  let  me  quickly 
hear  that  the  nightingale,  with  his  long-drawn  note,  so  pure, 
so  clear,  so  full,  inundating  my  heart  with  love  and  gladness, 
like  an  Annunciation,  has  not  lied. 
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"My  father  will  pass  through  Paris  on  his  way  from  Mar- 
seilles. The  house  of  Mongenod,  his  correspondents,  will 
know  his  address;  go  to  see  him,  my  dearest  Melchior,  tell 
him  that  you  love  me,  and  do  not  try  to  tell  him  how  much 
I  love  you;  let  that  be  a  secret  always  between  us  and  Grod! 
I,  dear  adored  one,  will  tell  my  mother  everything.  She,  a 
daughter  of  Wallenrod  Tustall-Bartenstild,  will  justify  me 
by  her  caresses ;  she  will  be  made  happy  by  our  secret  and 
romantic  poem,  at  once  human  and  divine !  You  have  the 
daughter's  pledge ;  now  obtain  the  consent  of  the  Comte  de 
la  Bastie,  the  father  of  your  own  MODESTE. 

**P.S. — Above  all,  do  not  come  to  le  Havre  without  hav- 
ing obtained  my  father's  permission;  and,  if  you  love  me, 
you  will  be  able  to  discover  him  on  his  way  through  Paris." 

"What  are  you  doing  at  this  time  of  night,  Mademoiselle 
Modeste?"  asked  Dumay. 

"I  am  writing  to  my  father,"  she  replied  to  the  old 
soldier.  "Did  you  not  tell  me  that  you  were  starting  to- 
morrow? 

Dumay  had  no  answer  to  this,  and  went  to  bed,  while 
Modeste  wrote  a  long  letter  to  her  father. 

Next  day  Franchise  Cochet,  alarmed  at  seeing  the  Havre 
postmark,  came  up  to  the  Chalet  to  deliver  to  her  young  mis- 
tress the  following  letter,  and  carry  away  that  which  Modesto 
had  written. 

To  Mademoiselle  0.  d*Este-M. 

"My  heart  warns  me  that  you  were  the  woman,  so  care- 
fully veiled  and  disguised,  placed  between  Monsieur  and 
Madame  Latournelle,  who  have  but  one  child,  a  son.  Ah, 
dearly  loved  one!  if  you  are  of  humble  rank,  devoid  of 
position,  distinction,  or  even  fortune,  you  cannot  imagine 
what  my  joy  would  be.  You  must  know  me  by  this  time; 
why  not  tell  me  the  whole  truth  ?  I  am  no  poet  excepting 
through  love,  in  my  heart,  and  for  you.  Oh !  what  immense 
affection  I  must  have  to  stay  here,  in  this  H6tel  de  Norman- 
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die,  and  not  walk  up  to  Ingouville,  that  I  can  see  from  my 
windows?  Will  you  love  me  as  I  love  you?  To  have  to 
leave  le  Havre  for  Paris  in  such  uncertainty  ?  Is  not  that 
being  punished  for  loving  as  if  I  had  committed  a  crime  ? — 
1  have  obeyed  you  blindly. 

"Ah!  let  me  soon  have  a  letter;  for,  if  you  are  mysteri- 
ous, I  have  returned  mystery  for  mystery,  and  I  must  at  last 
throw  off  the  mask  of  my  incognito,  and  tell  you  how  little  I 
am  a  poet,  abdicating  the  glory  you  have  lent  me." 

This  letter  greatly  disturbed  Modeste;  she  could  not 
withdraw  her  own,  which  FranQoise  had  already  posted 
by  the  time  she  read  the  last  lines  once  more,  puzzled  as 
to  their  meaning;  but  she  went  up  to  her  room,  and  wrote 
an  answer,  asking  for  explanations. 

During  these  little  incidents,  others,  equally  small,  were 
happening  in  the  town,  and  were  destined  to  make  Modeste 
forget  her  uneasiness.  Dumay,  having  gone  early  to  le 
Havre,  at  once  knew  that  no  architect  had  arrived  there 
the  night  before  last.  Furious  at  the  lie  told  him  by  But- 
scha,  which  revealed  a  complicity  which  he  would  know  the 
meaning  of,  he  hurried  from  the  Maine  to  the  Latournelles. 

"Where  is  your  Master  Butscha?"  asked  he  of  his  friend 
the  notary,  on  not  finding  the  clerk  in  the  office. 

"Butscha,  my  dear  fellow?  He  is  on  the  road  to  Paris, 
whisked  away  by  the  steamboat.  Early  this  morning,  on 
the  quay,  he  met  a  sailor,  who  told  him  that  his  father, 
the  Swedish  sailor,  has  come  into  some  money.  Butscha's 
father  went  to  India,  it  would  seem,  and  served  some  prince, 
a  Mahratta,  and  he  is  now  in  Paris — " 

"A  pack  of  lies!  Shameful!  Monstrous!  Oh,  I  will 
find  that  damned  hunchback;  I  am  going  to  Paris,  and  on 
purpose  for  that!"  cried  Dumay.  "Butscha  is  deceiving 
us!  He  knows  something  about  Modeste,  and  has  never 
told  us.  If  he  dares  meddle  in  the  matter —  He  shall 
never  be  a  notary;  I  will  cast  him  back  on  his  mother,  in 
the  mire,  in  the — " 
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"Come,  my  friend,  never  hang  a  man  without  trying 
him,"  replied  Latournelle,  terrified  at  Dumay's  exasper- 
ation. 

After  explaining  on  what  his  suspicions  were  founded, 
Dumay  begged  Madame  Latournelle  to  stay  at  the  Chalet 
with  Modeste  during  his  absence. 

"You  will  find  the  Colonel  in  Paris,"  said  the  notary. 
"In  the  shipping  news  this  morning,  in  the  'Commerce' 
newspaper,  under  the  heading  of  Marseilles. — Here,  look!" 
he  said,  handing  him  the  sheet,  "  'The  "Bettina-Mignon," 
Captain  Mignon,  arrived  October  16th,'  and  to-day  is  the 
17th.  At  this  moment  all  le  Havre  knows  of  the  master's 
return." 

Dumay  requested  Gobenheim  to  dispense  henceforth  with 
his  services;  he  then  returned  at  once  to  the  Chalet,  going  in 
at  the  moment  when  Modeste  had  just  closed  her  letters  to 
her  father  and  to  Canalis.  The  two  letters  were  exactly 
alike  in  shape  and  thickness,  differing  only  in  the  address. 
Modeste  thought  she  had  laid  that  to  her  father  over  that 
to  her  Melchior,  and  had  done  just  the  reverse.  This  mis- 
take, so  common  in  the  trifles  of  life,  led  to  the  discovery 
of  her  secret  by  her  mother  and  Dumay. 

The  lieutenant  was  talking  eagerly  to  Madame  Mignon 
in  the  drawing-room,  confiding  to  her  the  fresh  fears  to 
which  Modeste's  duplicity  and  Butscha's  connivance  bad 
given  rise. 

"I  tell  you,  Madame,"  he  exclaimed,  "he  is  a  viper  we 
have  warmed  on  our  hearth ;  there  is  not  room  for  a  soul 
in  these  fag-ends  of  humanity." 

Modeste  had  slipped  the  letter  to  her  father  into  her 
pocket,  fancying  that  it  was  the  letter  to  her  lover,  and 
went  down  with  that  addressed  to  Canalis  in  her  hand, 
hearing  Dumay  speak  of  starting  immediately  for  Paris. 

"What  is  wrong  with  my  poor  Mysterious  Dwarf,  and 
why  are  you  talking  so  loud?"  said  she  at  the  door  of  the 
drawing-room. 

"Butscha,  Mademoiselle,  set  out  for  Paris  this  morning, 
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and  you,  no  doubt,  can  say  why! — It  must  be  to  carry  on 
some  intrigue  with  the  so-called  little  architect  in  a  sul- 
phur-colored waistcoat,  who,  unluckily  for  the  hunchback's 
falsehood,  has  not  yet  been  to  le  Havre." 

Modeste  was  startled;  she  guessed  that  the  dwarf  had 
gone  off  to  make  his  own  inquiries  as  to  the  poet's  manners 
and  customs;  she  turned  pale,  and  sat  down. 

"I  will  be  after  him;  I  will  find  him  I"  said  Dumay. 
"That,  no  doubt,  is  the  letter  for  your  father?"  he  added, 
holding  out  his  hand.  "I  will  send  it  to  Mongenod's — if 
only  my  Colonel  and  I  do  not  cross  on  the  way." 

Modeste  gave  him  the  letter.  Little  Dumay,  who 
could  read  without  spectacles,  mechanically  read  the  ad* 
dress: 

"Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Canalis,  Rue  de  Paradis-Poisson- 
niere,  No.  291"  he  exclaimed.  "What  is  the  meaning  of 
this?" 

"Ahl  my  child,  then  he  is  the  man  you  lovel"  cried 
Madame  Mignon.  "The  verses  you  set  to  music  are  by 
him—" 

"And  it  is  his  portrait  that  you  have  upstairs  in  a 
frame  I"  added  Dumay. 

"Give  me  back  that  letter,  Monsieur  Dumay,"  said 
Modeste,  drawing  herself  up,  like  a  lioness  defending  her 
cubs. 

"Here  it  is,  Mademoiselle,"  he  replied. 

Modeste  slipped  the  letter  into  her  bosom,  and  held  out 
to  Dumay  that  addressed  to  her  father. 

"I  know  you  to  be  capable  of  anything,  Dumay,"  said 
she;  "but  if  you  move  a  single  step  toward  Monsieur  de 
Canalis,  I  will  take  one  out  of  this  house,  and  never  come 
back!" 

"You  will  kill  your  mother!"  replied  Dumay,  who  went 
to  call  his  wife. 

The  poor  mother  had  fainted  away,  stricken  to  the  heart 
by  Modeste's  threatening  speech. 

"Good-by,  wife,"  said  the  Breton,  embracing  the  little 
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American.     "Save  the  mother;    I  am  going  to  save  the 

daughter." 

He  left  Modeste  and  Madame  Dumay  with  Madame 
Mignon,  made  his  preparations  in  a  few  minutes,  and  went 
down  to  le  Havre.  An  hour  later  he  set  off  by  post  with 
the  swiftness  which  passion  or  interest  alone  can  give 
to  the  wheels. 

Madame  Mignon  soon  revived  under  her  daughter's  care, 
and  went  up  to  her  room,  leaning  on  Modeste's  arm;  the 
only  reproach  she  uttered  when  they  were  alone  was  to  say, 
"Unhappy  child!  what  have  you  done?  Why  hide  any- 
thing from  me?  Am  I  so  stern?" 

"Why,  of  course,  I  was  going  to  tell  you  everything," 
replied  tne  girl  in  tears. 

She  told  her  mother  the  whole  story;  she  read  her  all  the 
letters  and  replies;  she  plucked  the  rose  of  her  poem  to 
pieces,  petal  by  petal,  to  lay  in  the  heart  of  the  kind  Ger- 
man lady;  this  took  up  half  the  day.  When  her  confession 
was  ended,  and  she  saw  something  like  a  smile  on  the  lips  of 
the  too  indulgent  blind  woman,  she  threw  herself  into  her 
arms  with  tears. 

"Oh,  mother!"  cried  she,  in  the  midst  of  her  sobs,  "you 
whose  heart  is  of  gold,  and  all  poetry,  and  like  some  choice 
vessel  molded  by  God  to  contain  the  one  pure  and  heavenly 
love  that  can  fill  a  whole  life!— you  whom  I  long  to  imitate 
by  loving  nothing  on  earth  but  my  husband — you  must 
know  how  bitter  are  these  tears  which  I  shed  at  this  mo- 
ment, which  fall  wet  on  your  hands. — The  butterfly  with 
iridescent  wings,  that  beautiful  second  soul  which  your 
daughter  has  cherished  with  maternal  care — my  love,  my 
sacred  love,  that  inspired  and  living  mystery,  has  fallen 
into  vulgar  hands  that  will  tear  its  wings  and  its  veil  under 
the  cruel  pretext  of  enlightening  me,  of  inquiring  whether 
genius  is  as  correct  as  a  banker,  if  my  Melchior  is  capable 
of  amassing  dividends,  if  he  has  some  love  affair  to  be  un- 
earthed, if  he  is  not  guilty  in  vulgar  eyes  of  some  youthful 
episode,  which  to  our  love  is  what  a  cloud  is  to  the  sun. 
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What  are  they  going  to  do? — Here,  feel  my  hand;  I  am  in 
a  feverl    They  will  kill  me  I" 

Modeste,  seized  by  a  deadly  shivering  fit,  was  obliged  to 
go  to  bed,  alarming  her  mother,  Madame  Latournelle,  and 
Madame  Dumay,  who  nursed  her  while  the  Lieutenant  was 
travelling  to  Paris,  whither  the  logic  of  events  transfers  our 
tale  for  the  moment. 

Men  who  are  truly  modest,  like  Ernest  de  la  Briere,  and 
especially  those  who,  though  knowing  their  own  value,  are 
neither  loved  nor  appreciated,  will  understand  the  infinite 
rapture  in  which  the  young  secretary  revelled  as  he  read 
Modeste's  letter.  After  discovering  the  wit  and  greatness 
of  his  mind,  his  young  and  guileless  but  wily  mistress 
thought  him  handsome.  This  is  the  supremest  flattery. 
Why?  Because  beauty  is  no  doubt  the  Master's  signa- 
ture on  the  work  into  which  He  has  infused  His  soul;  it 
is  the  divinity  made  manifest;  and  to  see  it  where  it  does 
not  exist,  to  create  it  by  the  power  of  an  enchanted  eye,  ia 
— is  it  not  ? — the  crowning  magic  of  love. 

And  the  poor  young  fellow  could  exclaim  to  himself  with 
the  ecstasy  of  an  applauded  author:  *'  At  last  I  am  loved!" 

When  once  a  woman,  a  courtesan,  or  an  innocent  girl  has 
let  the  words  escape  her,  "How  handsome  you  are!"  even  if 
it  be  untrue,  if  the  man  allows  the  subtle  poison  of  the  words 
to  enter  his  brain,  he  is  thenceforth  tied  by  eternal  bonds  to 
the  bewitching  liar,  to  the  truthful  or  deluded  woman;  she 
is  his  world;  he  thirsts  for  this  testimony;  he  would  never 
weary  of  it,  not  even  if  he  were  a  prince. 

Ernest  proudly  paced  his  room;  he  stood  in  front  of  the 
mirror — three-quarters  face,  in  profile;  he  tried  to  criticise 
his  own  features,  but  a  diabolical,  insinuating  voice  said  to 
him,  "Modeste  is  rightl"  and  he  came  back  to  the  letter  and 
read  it  again.  He  saw  the  heavenly  fair  one,  he  talked  to 
her!  Then,  in  the  midst  of  his  rapture,  came  the  over- 
whelming thought,  "She  believes  me  to  be  Canalis,  and 
she  is  a  millionnaire  I" 
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All  his  happiness  fell  with  a  crash,  as  a  man  falls  when, 
walking  in  his  sleep,  he  has  reached  the  ridge  of  a  roof,  and 
hearing  a  voice,  steps  forward,  and  is  dashed  to  pieces  on 
the  stones. 

"But  for  the  halo  of  glory,  I  should  be  ugly!"  cried  he. 
"What  a  horrible  predicament  I  have  got  myself  into!" 

La  Briere  was  too  thoroughly  the  man  of  his  letters,  too 
entirely  the  pure  and  noble  soul  he  had  shown  in  them,  to 
hesitate  at  the  voice  of  honor.  He  at  once  resolved  to  go 
and  confess  everything  to  Modeste's  father  if  he  were  in 
Paris,  and  to  inform  Canalis  fully  of  the  outcome  of  their 
very  Parisian  practical  joke.  To  this  sensitive  young  fellow 
the  vastness  of  Modeste's  fortune  was  a  casting  reason. 
Above  all,  he  would  not  be  suspected  of  having  used  the 
stimulation  of  this  correspondence,  though  on  his  side  so 
perfectly  sincere,  for  filching  a  fortune.  Tears  stood  in  his 
eyes  as  he  walked  from  his  rooms  in  the  Eue  Chantereine  to 
Mongenod  the  banker's,  whose  prosperity,  connections,  and 
prospects  were  partly  the  work  of  the  Minister  to  whom  he 
himself  was  indebted. 

At  the  time  when  La  Bri&re  was  closeted  with  the  head 
of  the  house  of  Mongenod,  and  acquiring  all  the  information 
he  needed  in  his  strange  position,  such  a  scene  was  taking 
place  in  Canalis'  house  as  Dumay's  hasty  departure  might 
have  led  us  to  expect. 

Dumay,  like  a  true  soldier  of  the  Imperial  School,  whose 
blood  had  been  boiling  all  through  his  journey,  conceived  of 
a  poet  as  an  irresponsible  fellow,  a  man  who  fooled  in  rhyme, 
living  in  a  garret,  dressed  in  black  cloth  white  at  all  the 
seams,  whose  boots  sometimes  had  soles,  whose  linen  was 
anonymous,  who  always  looked  as  if  he  had  just  dropped 
from  the  clouds,  when  he  was  not  scribbling  as  intently  as 
Butscha.  But  the  ferment  that  muttered  in  his  brain  and 
heart  received  a  sort  of  cold  shower-bath  when  he  reached 
the  poet's  handsome  residence,  saw  a  man  cleaning  a  carriage 
in  the  courtyard,  found  himself  in  a  splendid  dining-room 
with  another  servant  dressed  like  a  banker,  to  whom  the 
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groom  had  referred  him,  and  who  looked  him  from  head  to 
foot  as  he  said  that  Monsieur  le  Baron  could  not  see  any  one. 

"Monsieur  le  Baron  has  a  meeting  to-day/'  he  added, 
"at  the  Council  of  State." 

"I  am  right?"  asked  Durnay;  "this  is  the  house  of  Mon- 
sieur de  Canalis,  who  writes  poetry?" 

"Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Canalis,"  said  the  footman,  "is  no 
doubt  the  great  poet  you  mean;  but  is  also  Master  of  Appeals 
to  the  Siate  Council,  and  attached  to  the  Foreign  Office." 

Dumay,  who  had  come  to  box  a  rhymester's  ears,  to  use 
his  own  contemptuous  expression,  had  found  a  State  func- 
tionary. The  drawing-room  where  he  was  kept  waiting,  re- 
markable for  its  magnificence,  presented  to  his  contemplation 
the  row  of  crosses  that  glittered  on  Canalis'  evening  coat, 
left  by  the  servant  over  the  back  of  a  chair.  Presently  he 
was  attracted  by  the  sheen  and  workmanship  of  a  silver  gilt 
cup,  and  the  words,  "The  gift  of  MADAME,"  struck  his  eye. 
Opposite  this,  on  a  bracket,  was  a  Sevres  vase,  over  which 
was  engraved,  "Given  by  Madame  la  Dauphine."  These 
silent  warnings  restored  Dumay  to  his  common-sense,  while 
the  manservant  was  asking  his  master  whether  he  could  re- 
ceive a  stranger,  who  had  come  from  le  Havre  on  purpose 
to  see  him — his  name  Dumay. 

"What  is  he  like?"  asked  Canalis. 

"Has  a  good  hat,  and  the  red  ribbon." 

At  a  nod  of  assent,  the  man  went  out,  and  returned 
announoing:  "Monsieur  Dumay." 

When  he  heard  his  own  name,  when  he  stood  before 
Canalis  in  a  study  as  costly  as  it  was  elegant,  his  feet  on  a 
carpet  quite  as  good  as  the  best  in  the  Mignons'  old  house, 
when  he  met  the  glance  prepared  by  the  poet,  who  was  play- 
ing with  the  tassels  of  a  sumptuous  dressing-gown,  Dumay 
was  so  absolutely  dumfounded  that  he  left  the  great  man 
to  speak  first. 

"To  what,  Monsieur,  do  I  owe  the  honor  of  this  visit?" 

"Monsieur,"  Dumay  began,  still  standing. 

•'If  you  have  much  to  say,  pray  be  seated,"  said  Canalis, 
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interrupting  him ;  and  the  poet  sank  back  into  his  large  easy- 
chair,  and  crossed  his  legs,  raising  the  upper  one  to  rock  his 
foot  on  a  level  with  his  eye,  while  staring  hard  at  Dumay, 
who,  to  use  his  own  soldier's  phrase,  felt  like  a  dummy. 

"I  am  listening,  Monsieur,"  said  the  poet.  "My  time  is 
precious;  I  am  due  at  the  office — " 

"Monsieur,"  said  Dumay,  "I  will  be  brief.  You  have 
bewitched — how  I  know  not — a  young  lady  at  le  Havre — 
handsome,  rich,  the  last  and  only  hope  of  two  noble  families, 
and  I  have  come  to  ask  you  your  intentions." 

Canalis,  who  for  the  last  three  months  had  been  absorbed 
by  serious  matters,  who  aimed  at  promotion  to  the  grade  of 
Commander  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  to  be  Minister  to  a 
German  Court,  had  totally  forgotten  the  letter  from  le  Havre. 

"I?"  cried  he. 

"You,"  replied  Dumay. 

"Monsieur,"  said  Canalis,  smiling,  "I  know  no  more  what 
you  mean  than  if  you  were  talking  Hebrew.  I  bewitch  a 
young  girl  ? — I,  who — ? ' '  A  lordly  smile  curled  the  poet's  lip. 
"Come,  Monsieur.  I  am  not  a  boy  that  I  should  amuse  my- 
tielf  by  stealing  poor  wild  fruit  when  I  have  ample  orchards 
open  to  me,  where  the  finest  peaches  in  the  world  ripen. 
All  Paris  knows  where  my  affections  are  placed.  That 
there  should  be  at  le  Havre  a  young  lady  suffering  from 
some  admiration,  of  which  I  am  wholly  unworthy,  for  the 
verses  I  have  written,  my  dear  sir,  would  not  astonish  me ! 
Nothing  is  commoner.  Look  there  !  You  see  that  hand- 
some ebony-box  inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl,  and  fitted  with 
iron  wrought  as  fine  as  lace.  That  coffer  belonged  to  Pope 
Leo  X. ;  it  was  given  to  me  by  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu, 
who  had  it  from  the  King  of  Spain. — I  have  devoted  it  to 
the  preservation  of  all  the  letters  I  receive  from  every  part 
of  Europe,  written  by  unknown  women  and  girls.  Oh!  I 
have  the  greatest  respect  for  those  posies  of  flowers  culled 
from  the  very  soul,  and  sent  to  me  in  a  moment  of  enthu- 
siasm that  is  indeed  worthy  of  all  respect.  Yes,  to  me  the 
impulse  of  a  heart  is  a  noble  and  beautiful  thing! — Others, 
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mocking  spirits,  screw  up  such  notes  to  Hghi  their  cigars, 
or  give  them  to  their  wives  for  curl-papers;  I — who  am  a 
bachelor,  Monsieur — have  too  much  delicate  feeling  not  to 
treasure  these  artless  and  disinterested  offerings  in  a  kind 
of  tabernacle;  indeed,  I  hoard  them  with  no  little  reverence, 
and  when  I  am  dying  I  will  see  them  burned  under  my  eyes. 
So  much  the  worse  for  those  who  think  me  ridiculous  I 
What  is  to  be  said?  I  am  grateful  by  nature,  and  these 
testimonials  help  me  to  endure  the  criticisms  and  annoy- 
ances of  a  literary  life.  When  I  receive  in  my  spine  the 
broadside  of  an  enemy  in  ambush  behind  a  newspaper,  I 
look  at  that  chest  and  say  to  myself,  'There  are,  here  and 
there,  a  few  souls  whose  wounds  have  been  healed,  or  be- 
guiled or  stanched  by  me — ' ' 

This  rodomontade,  pronounced  with  the  cleverness  of  a 
great  actor,  petrified  the  little  cashier,  whose  eyes  dilated 
while  his  astonishment  amused  the  great  poet. 

"To  you,"  the  peacock  went  on,  still  spreading  his  tail, 
"out  of  respect  for  a  position  I  can  sympathize  with,  I  can 
but  propose  that  you  should  open  that  treasury,  and  look 
there  for  your  young  lady;  but  I  never  forget  names.  I 
know  what  I  am  saying,  and  you  are  mistaken  ..." 

"And  this  is  what  happens  to  a  poor  girl  in  this  gulf 
called  Paris!"  cried  Dumay.  "The  idol  of  her  parents,  the 
delight  of  her  friends,  the  hope,  the  darling  of  them  all; 
the  pride  of  her  family,  for  whom  six  persons  have  made  a 
rampart  against  disaster  of  their  hearts  and  their  fortunes!" 

Dumay  paused,  and  then  went  on:  "Well,  Monsieur,  you 
are  a  great  poet,  and  I  am  but  a  poor  soldier.  For  fifteen 
years,  while  I  served  my  country  in  the  ranks,  I  felt  the 
wind  of  many  a  bullet  in  my  face,  I  crossed  Siberia,  where 
I  was  kept  a  prisoner,  the  Russians  flung  me  on  a  truck  like 
a  bale  of  goods,  I  have  endured  everything;  I  have  seen  no 
end  of  my  comrades  die —  And  you,  Monsieur,  have  sent 
such  a  chill  through  my  bones  as  I  never  felt  before!" 

Dumay  believed  that  he  had  touched  the  poet;  he  had 
flattered  him — an  almost  impossible  achievement,  for  the 
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ambitious  man  had  by  this  time  forgotten  the  first  phial  of 
precious  balm  that  Praise  had  broken  on  his  head. 

"You  see,  my  brave  friend,"  said  the  poet,  solemnly, 
as  he  laid  his  hand  on  Dumay's  shoulder,  feeling  it  a  strange 
thing  that  he  should  be  able  to  make  a  soldier  of  the  Empire 
shiver,  "this  girl  is  everything  to  you —  But  to  society, 
what  is  she  ?  Nothing.  If  at  this  moment  the  most  impor- 
tant mandarin  in  China  is  closing  his  eyes  and  putting  the 
Empire  into  mourning,  does  that  grieve  you  deeply  ?  In 
India  the  English  are  killing  thousands  of  men  as  good  as 
we  are ;  and  at  this  moment,  as  I  speak,  the  most  charming 
woman  is  there  being  burned — but  you  have  had  coffee  for 
breakfast  all  the  same?  Indeed,  at  this  minute,  here  in 
Paris,  you  may  find  several  mothers  of  families  lying  on 
straw  and  bringing  a  child  into  the  world  without  a  rag 
to  wrap  it  in ! — And  here  is  some  delicious  tea  in  a  cup  that 
cost  five  louis,  and  I  am  writing  verses  to  make  the  ladies 
of  Paris  exclaim,  'Charming,  charming/  divine,  exquisite! 
it  goes  to  the  heart/1 

"Social  nature,  like  Mother  Nature  herself,  is  great  at 
forgetting.  Ten  years  hence  you  will  be  amazed  at  the  step 
you  have  taken.  You  are  in  a  city  where  we  die,  and  marry, 
and  worship  each  other  at  an  assignation;  where  a  girl  suffo- 
cates herself,  while  a  man  of  genius  and  his  cargo  of  ideas 
full  of  humanitarian  benefits  go  to  the  bottom,  side  by  side, 
often  under  the  same  roof,  and  knowing  nothing  of  each 
other. — And  you  come  and  expect  us  to  swoon  with  anguish 
at  this  commonplace  question,  'Is  a  certain  young  person  at 
le  Havre  this  or  that,  or  is  she  not?' — Oh,  you  really  are — " 

"And  you  call  yourself  a  poet!"  cried  Dumay.  "But  do 
you  really  feel  nothing  of  what  you  depict?" 

"If  we  felt  all  the  misery  or  joy  that  we  describe,  we 
should  be  worn  out  in  a  few  months,  like  old  shoes,"  said 
the  poet,  smiling.  "Listen,  you  shall  not  have  come  from 
le  Havre  to  Paris,  and  to  me,  Canalis,  without  having  any- 
thing to  take  back  with  you.  Soldier!" — and  Canalis  had 
the  figure  and  gesture  of  a  Homeric  hero— "learn  this  from 
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the  poet,  'Every  noble  feeling  in  each  of  us  is  a  poem  so 
essentially  individual  that  our  best  friend,  ourself,  takes  no 
interest  in  it.  It  is  a  treasure  belonging  to  each  alone — '  ' 

"Forgive  me  for  interrupting  you,"  said  Dumay,  who 
gazed  at  Canalis  with  horror,  "but  have  you  been  to  le 
Havre?" 

"I  spent  a  night  and  day  there  in  the  spring  of  1824  on 
my  way  to  London.' 

"You  are  a  man  of  honor,"  Dumay  went  on.  "Can  you 
give  me  your  word  of  honor  that  you  do  not  know  Mademoi- 
selle Modeste  Mignon?" 

"This  is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  her  name,"  replied 
Canalis. 

"Oh,  Monsieur,"  cried  Dumay,  "into  what  dark  intrigue 
am  I  about  to  plunge  ?  May  I  count  on  you  to  help  me  in 
my  inquiries?  For  some  one,  I  am  certain,  has  been  making 
use  of  your  name.  You  ought  to  have  received  a  letter 
yesterday  from  le  Havre." 

"I  have  received  nothing!  You  may  be  sure,  Monsieur, 
that  I  will  do  all  that  lies  in  my  power  to  be  of  service  to 
you." 

Dumay  took  leave,  his  heart  full  of  anxiety,  believing 
that  hideous  little  Butscha  had  hidden  himself  in  the  sem- 
blance of  the  great  poet  to  captivate  Modeste;  while  Butscha, 
on  the  contrary,  as  keen  and  clever  as  a  prince  who  avenges 
himself,  sharper  than  a  spy,  was  making  inquisition  into  the 
poet's  life  and  actions,  escaping  detection  by  his  insignifi- 
cance like  an  insect  working  its  way  into  the  young  wood 
of  a  tree. 

The  Breton  had  but  just  left  when  La  Briere  came  into 
his  friend's  room.  Canalis  naturally  mentioned  the  visit  ot 
this  man  from  le  Havre. 

"Hah!"  said  Ernest,  "Modeste  Mignon!  I  have  come 
on  purpose  to  speak  about  that  affair." 

"Bless  me!"  cried  Canaiis,  "do  you  mean  to  say  I  have 
made  a  conquest  by  proxy  ? ' ' 

"Why,  yes,  that  is  the  turning-point  of  the  drama.     My 
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friend,  I  am  loved  by  the  sweetest  girl  in  the  world,  beautiful 
enough  to  shine  among  the  beauties  of  Paris,  with  a  heart 
and  education  worthy  of  Clarissa  Harlowe;  she  has  seen  me, 
she  likes  my  looks — and  she  believes  me  to  be  the  great  poet 
Canalis. 

"Nor  is  this  all:  Modeste  Mignon  is  of  good  birth,  and 
Mongenod  has  just  told  me  that  her  father,  the  Comte  de  la 
Bastie,  must  have  a  fortune  of  something  like  six  millions 
of  francs.  This  father  has  come  home  within  three  days, 
and  I  have  just  begged  him  to  arrange  an  interview  with  me, 
at  two  o'clock — through  Mongenod,  who  in  his  note  men- 
tioned that  it  concerned  his  daughter's  happiness. — You  will 
understand  that  before  meeting  the  father  I  was  bound  to  tell 
you  everything." 

"Among  all  the  blossoms  that  open  to  the  sunshine  of 
fame,"  said  Canalis  with  emphasis,  "there  is  one  glorious 
plant  which,  like  the  orange,  bears  its  golden  fruit  amid  the 
thousand  united  perfumes  of  wit  and  beauty  1  one  elegant 
shrub,  one  true  passion,  one  perfect  happiness — and  it  has 
evaded  me  I"  Canalis  kept  his  eyes  on  the  carpet  that  Ernest 
might  not  read  them.  "How,"  he  went  on  after  a  pause,  to 
recover  his  presence  of  mind,  "how  is  it  possible,  among  the 
intoxicating  scents  of  these  fancy-paper  notes,  and  these 
phrases  that  mount  to  the  brain,  to  detect  the  genuine  heart 
— the  girl,  the  woman,  in  whom  true  love  is  hidden  under 
the  livery  of  flattery,  who  loves  us  for  ourselves,  and  who 
offers  us  happiness  ?  No  one  could  do  it  but  an  angel  or  a 
demon,  and  I  am  only  an  ambitious  Master  of  Appeals! 

"Ah,  my  dear  fellow,  fame  transforms  us  into  a  butt,  a 
target  for  a  thousand  arrows.  One  of  us  owed  his  marriage 
to  a  copy  of  hydraulic  verses;  and  I,  even  more  ingratiating, 
more  the  ladies'  man  than  he,  shall  have  missed  my  chance 
— for  you  love  this  poor  girl  ?"  said  he,  looking  at  La  Briere. 

"Oh!"  cried  La  Briere. 

"Well,  then,  be  happy,  Ernest,"  said  the  poet,  taking 
his  friend's  arm  and  leaning  on  it.  "As  it  turns  out,  I  shall 
not  have  been  ungrateful  to  you!  You  are  handsomely 
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rewarded  for  your  devotion,  for  I  will  be  generously  helpful 
to  your  happiness." 

Canalis  was  furious,  but  he  could  not  behave  otherwise, 
so  he  took  the  benefit  of  his  ill-luck  by  using  it  as  a  pedestal. 
A  tear  rose  to  the  young  secretary's  eye;  he  threw  his  arms 
round  Canalis  and  embraced  him. 

"Oh,  Canalis,  I  did  not  half  know  you!" 

"What  did  you  expect?  It  takes  time  to  travel  round 
the  world,"  replied  the  poet  with  emphatic  irony. 

"Consider,"  said  La  Briere,  "that  immense  fortune — ?" 

"Well,  my  friend,  will  it  not  be  in  good  hands?"  cried 
Canalis,  pointing  his  effusiveness  by  a  charming  gesture. 

"Melchior,"  said  La  Briere,  "I  am  yours  in  life  and 
death." 

He  wrung  the  poet's  hands,  and  wont  away  hastily;  he 
was  eager  to  see  Monsieur  Mignon. 

At  this  hour  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie  was  suffering  all  the 
sorrows  that  had  been  lurking  for  him  as  their  prey.  He  had 
learned  from  his  daughter's  letter  the  facts  of  Bettina-Caro- 
•line's  death  and  her  mother's  blindness;  and  Dumay  had 
•just  told  him  the  story  of  the  terrible  imbroglio  of  Modeste's 
love  affair. 

"Leave  me  to  myself,"  he  said  to  his  faithful  friend. 

When  the  Lieutenant  had  closed  the  door,  the  unhappy 
father  threw  himself  on  a  couch  and  lay  there,  his  head  in  his 
hands,  shedding  the  few  thin  tears  that  lie  under  the  eyelids 
of  a  man  of  fifty-six  without  falling,  wetting  them,  but  drying 
quickly  and  rising  again,  the  last  dews  of  the  autumn  of 
human  life. 

"To  have  children  you  love  and  a  wife  you  adore  is  to 
have  many  hearts  and  offer  them  all  to  the  dagger!"  cried 
he,  starting  to  his  feet  with  a  furious  bound  and  pacing  the 
room.  "To  be  a  father  is  to  give  one's  self  over  to  misfor- 
tune, bound  hand  and  foot.  If  I  meet  that  fellow  d'Estourny 
I  will  kill  him.  Daughters!  Who  would  have  daughters? 
One  gets  hold  of  a  scoundrel;  and  the  other,  my  Modeste, 
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of  what?  A  coward,  who  deludes  her  under  the  gilt-paper 
armor  of  a  poet.  If  only  it  were  Canalis!  There  would  be 
no  great  harm  done.  But  this  Scapin  of  a  lover! — I  will 
throttle  him  with  my  own  hands!"  said  he  to  himself,  with 
an  involuntary  gesture  of  energetic  atrocity.  "And  what 
then,"  he  thought,  "if  my  child  should  die  of  grief." 

Mechanically  he  looked  out  of  the  window  of  the  Hotel 
des  Princes,  and  came  back  to  sit  down  on  the  divan,  where 
he  remained  motionless.  The  fatigue  of  six  voyages  to  the 
Indies,  the  anxieties  of  investments,  the  dangers  he  had  met 
and  escaped,  care  and  sorrow  had  silvered  Charles  Mignon's 
hair.  His  fine  military  face,  clean  in  outline,  was  bronzed 
by  the  sun  of  Malaysia,  China,  and  Asia  Minor,  and  had 
assumed  an  imposing  expression,  which  grief  at  this  moment 
made  sublime. 

"And  Mongenod  tells  me  I  can  perfectly  trust  the  young 
man  who  is  to  come  to  speak  to  me  about  my  daughter! — " 

Ernest  de  la  Briere  was  just  then  announced  by  one  of 
the  servants  whom  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie  had  attached 
to  him  in  the  course  of  these  four  years,  and  had  picked  out 
from  the  crowd  of  men  under  him.  . 

"You  come,  Monsieur,  with  an  introduction  from  my 
friend  Mongenod?"  said  he. 

"Yes,"  replied  Ernest,  gazing  timidly  at  a  face  as  gloomy 
as  Othello's.  "My  name  is  Ernest  de  la  Bri&re,  connected, 
Monsieur,  with  the  family  of  the  late  Prime  Minister;  I  was 
his  private  secretary  when  he  was  in  office.  At  his  fall,  his 
Excellency  was  good  enough  to  place  me  in  the  Court  of 
Exchequer,  where  I  am  now  first-class  Referendary,  and 
where  I  may  rise,  to  be  a  Master — " 

"And  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  Mademoiselle  de  la 
Bastie?"  asked  Charles  Mignon. 

"Monsieur,  I  love  her,  and  it  is  my  unhoped-for  happi- 
ness to  be  loved  by  her.  .  .  .  Listen,  Monsieur,"  said  Er- 
nest, interrupting  a  terrible  movement  on  the  part  of  the 
angry  father,  "I  have  the  strangest  confession  to  make  to 
you,  the  most  ignominious  for  a  man  of  honor.  And  the 
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worst  punishment  of  my  conduct,  which  perhaps  was  natural, 
is  not  this  revelation  to  you— I  dread  the  daughter  even  more 
than  the  father. ' ' 

Ernest  then  told  the  prologue  of  this  domestic  drama, 
quite  simply,  and  with  the  dignity  of  sincerity;  he  did  not 
omit  the  twenty  and  odd  letters  they  had  exchanged— he  had 
brought  them  with  him — nor  the  interview  he  had  just  had 
with  Canalis.  When  the  father  had  read  all  these  letters, 
the  poor  lover,  pale  and  suppliant,  quaked  before  the  fiery 
looks  of  the  Provenyal. 

"Well,  Monsieur,"  said  Mignon,  "in  all  this  there  is  only 
one  mistake,  but  it  is  all-important.  My  daughter  has  not  six 
millions  of  francs;  her  fortune  at  most  is  two  hundred  thousand 
francs  in  settlement,  and  very  doubtful  expectations." 

U0h,  Monsieur!"  cried  Ernest,  throwing  his  arms  round 
Charles  Mignon,  and  hugging  him,  "you  relieve  me  of  a  load 
that  oppressed  me.  Now,  perhaps,  nothing  will  come  in  the 
way  of  my  happiness! — I  have  interest;  I  shall  soon  be  Mas- 
ter of  the  Exchequer.  If  she  had  but  ten  thousand  francs, 
if  I  had  to  accept  nominal  settlements,  Mademoiselle  Mignon 
would  still  be  the  wife  of  my  choice ;  and  to  make  her  happy, 
as  happy  as  you  have  made  yours,  to  be  a  true  son  to  you — 
yes,  Monsieur,  for  my  father  is  dead — this  is  the  deepest  wish 
of  my  heart." 

Charles  Mignon  drew  back  three  steps,  and  fixed  on  La 
Briere  a  look  that  sank  into  the  young  man's  eyes,  as  a  pon- 
iard goes  into  its  sheath;  then  he  stood  silent,  reading  in 
those  fascinated  eyes  and  on  that  eager  countenance  the  most 
perfect  candor  and  the  purest  truthfulness. 

"Is  fate  at  last  wearied  out?"  said  he  to  himself  in  an 
undertone.  "Can  I  have  found  a  paragon  son-in-law  in  this 
youth  ?"  He  walked  up  and  down  the  room  in  great  excite- 
ment. 

"Well,  Monsieur,"  he  said  at  length,  "you  owe  implicik 
obedience  to  the  sentence  you  have  come  to  ask,  for  other- 
wise you  would  at  this  moment  be  acting  a  mere  farce." 

"Indeed,  Monsieur — " 
Vol.  0.  BALZAC— X 
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"Listen  to  me,"  said  the  father,  nailing  La  Briere  to  the 
spot  by  a  look.  "I  will  be  neither  severe,  nor  hard,  nor  un- 
just. You  must  take  the  disadvantages  with  the  advantages 
of  the  false  position  in  which  you  have  placed  yourself.  My 
daughter  imagines  that  she  is  in  love  with  one  of  the  great 
poets  of  our  day,  whose  fame  chiefly  has  fascinated  her. 
"Well,  then,  ought  not  I,  as  her  father,  to  enable  her  to 
choose  between  the  celebrity  which  has  seemed  a  light- 
house to  her,  and  the  humble  reality  thrown  to  her  by 
chance  in  the  irony  it  so  often  allows  itself  ?  Must  she 
not  be  free  to  choose  between  you  and  Canalis  ?  I  trust 
to  your  honor  to  be  silent  as  to  what  I  have  just  told  you 
concerning  the  state  of  my  affairs.  You  and  your  friend, 
the  Baron  de  Canalis,  must  come  to  spend  the  last  fortnight 
of  this  month  of  October  at  le  Havre.  My  house  will  be 
open  to  you  both;  my  daughter  will  have  the  opportunity 
of  knowing  you.  Remember,  you  yourself  are  to  bring 
your  rival,  and  to  allow  him  to  believe  all  the  fables  that 
may  be  current  as  to  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie's  millions.  I 
shall  be  at  le  Havre  by  to-morrow,  and  shall  expect  you 
three  days  later.  Good-morning,  Monsieur." 

Poor  La  Briere  very  slowly  made  his  way  back  to 
Canalis.  At  that  moment  the  poet,  face  to  face  with  him- 
self, could  give  himself  up  to  the  torrent  of  reflections  that 
flow  from  that  "second  thought"  which  Talleyrand  so  highly 
praised.  The  first  thought  is  the  impulse  of  nature,  the  sec- 
ond that  of  society. 

"A  girl  with  six  millions  of  francs!  And  my  eyes  failed 
to  discern  the  glitter  of  that  gold  through  the  darkness !  With 
such  a  fortune  as  that  I  can  be  a  peer  of  France,  count,  am- 
bassador!— I  have  answered  the  most  ordinary  women,  sim- 
pletons, intriguing  girls  who  only  wanted  an  autograph ! 
And  I  rebelled  against  these  bal  masque  wiles  on  the  very 
day  when  heaven  sent  me  a  chosen  soul,  an  angel  with 
wings  of  gold! — Pooh!  I  will  write  a  sublime  poem,  and 
the  chance  will  come  again!  What  luck  for  that  little  La 
Briere,  who  spread  his  tail  in  my  sunbeams! — And  what 
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plagiary.  I  am  the  model,  and  he  is  to  be  the  statue! 
This  is  playing  the  fable  of  'Bertrand  and  Raton.1 — Six 
millions,  and  an  angel,  a  Mignon  de  la  Bastie!  An  aris- 
tocratic angel,  who  loves  poetry  and  the  poet! — And  I 
meanwhile  display  my  muscles  as  a  strong  man,  perform 
athletics,  like  Alcides,  to  astonish  this  champion  of  physi- 
cal strength  by  moral  force — this  brave  soldier  full  of  fine 
feeling,  this  young  girl's  friend,  who  will  tell  her  I  have 
a  soul  of  iron.  I  am  playing  Napoleon,  when  I  ought  to 
show  myself  as  a  seraph! — I  shall  have  won  a  friend  per- 
haps, and  have  paid  dear  for  him;  but  friendship  is  a  fine 
thing.  Six  millions — that  is  the  price  of  a  friend;  a  man 
cannot  have  many  at  that  figure!" 

At  this  last  point  of  exclamation  La  Briere  came  into  his 
friend's  room;  he  was  depressed. 

"Well,  what  is  the  matter?"  said  Canalis. 

"The  father  insists  that  his  daughter  shall  be  enabled  to 
choose  between  the  two  Canalis — " 

"Poor  boy!"  said  the  poet,  laughing.  "A  clever  man  is 
that  father!" 

"I  have  pledged  my  honor  to  take  you  to  le  Havre,"  said 
La  Bri&re  dolefully. 

"My  dear  boy,"  said  Canalis,  "if  your  honor  is  at  stake, 
you  may  depend  upon  me.  I  will  ask  for  a  month's  leave  of 
absence." 

"Oh,  Modeste  is  lovely!"  cried  La  Briere  in  despair,  "and 
you  will  easily  extinguish  me!  Still,  I  was  amazed  to  find 
good  fortune  coming  my  way;  I  said  to  myself,  it  is  all  a 
mistake!" 

"Pooh!  We  shall  see,"  said  Canalis  with  ruthless  cheer- 
fulness. 

That  evening,  after  dinner,  Charles  Mignon  and  his 
cashier  were  flying,  at  the  cost  of  three  francs  a  stage  to 
the  postilion,  from  Paris  to  le  Havre.  The  father  had 
completely  allayed  his  watch-dog's  alarms  as  to  Modeste's 
love  affairs,  had  released  him  from  his  responsibilities,  and 
reassured  him  as  to  Butscha's  proceedings. 
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"Everything  is  for  the  best,  my  good  old  friend,"  said 
Charles,  who  had  made  inquiries  of  Mongenod  as  to  Canalis 
and  La  Briere.  "We  have  two  players  for  one  part,"  he 
added,  laughing. 

At  the  same  time,  he  enjoined  absolute  silence  on  his 
old  comrade  as  to  the  comedy  about  to  be  played  at  the 
Chalet,  and  his  gentle  revenge,  or,  if  you  will,  the  lesson 
to  be  given  by  a  father  to  his  child.  From  Paris  to  le 
Havre  was  one  long  dialogue  between  the  friends,  by 
which  the  Colonel  learned  the  smallest  events  that  had 
happened  in  his  family  during  the  past  four  years;  and 
Charles  told  Dumay  that  Desplein,  the  great  surgeon,  was 
to  come  before  the  end  of  the  month  to  examine  the  Coun- 
tess's eyes,  and  decide  whether  it  would  be  possible  to  re- 
move the  cataract  and  restore  her  sight. 

A  few  minutes  before  the  breakfast  hour  at  the  Chalet, 
the  cracking  of  a  whip,  by  a  postilion  counting  on  a  large 
gratuity,  announced  the  return  of  the  two  soldiers.  Only 
the  joy  of  a  father  coming  home  to  his  family  after  a  long 
absence  would  give  rise  to  such  a  detonation,  and  all  the 
women  were  standing  at  the  little  gate. 

There  are  so  many  fathers,  and  so  many  children — more 
fathers  perhaps  than  children — who  can  enter  into  the  ex- 
citement of  such  a  meeting,  that  literature  is  never  required 
to  depict  it;  happily!  for  the  finest  words,  and  poetry  it- 
self, are  inadequate  to  such  emotions.  Perhaps,  indeed, 
the  sweeter  emotions  have  no  literary  side. 

Not  a  word  was  spoken  that  day  that  could  disturb  the 
happiness  of  the  Mignon  family.  There  was  a  truce  be- 
tween the  father,  the  mother,  and  the  daughter  as  to  the 
mysterious  love  affair  which  had  paled  Modeste's  cheek. 
She  was  up  to-day  for  the  first  time.  The  Colonel,  with 
the  delicate  tenderness  that  characterizes  a  true  soldier,  sat 
all  the  time  by  his  wife's  side,  her  hand  constantly  held  in 
his,  and  he  watched  Modeste,  never  tired  of  admiring  her 
refined,  elegant,  and  poetic  beauty.  Is  it  not  by  such  small 
things  that  we  know  a  man  of  true  feeling  ? 
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Modeste,  fearful  of  troubling  the  melancholy  happiness 
of  her  father  and  mother,  came  from  time  to  time  to  kiss 
the  traveller's  brow,  and  by  kissing  him  so  often,  seemed 
to  wish  to  kiss  him  for  two. 

"Ah,  darling  child  I  I  understand  you,"  said  her  father, 
pressing  Modeste's  hand  at  a  moment  when  she  was  smother- 
ing  him  with  affection. 

"Hushl"  said  Modeste  in  his  ear,  pointing  to  her  mother. 

Dumay's  rather  perfidious  silence  left  Modeste  very  un- 
easy as  to  the  results  of  his  journey  to  Paris;  she  now  and 
then  stole  a  look  at  the  Lieutenant,  but  could  not  penetrate 
that  tough  skin.  The  Colonel,  as  a  prudent  father,  wished 
to  study  his  only  daughter's  nature,  and,  above  all,  to  con- 
sult his  wife,  before  proceeding  to  a  discussion  on  which  the 
happiness  of  the  whole  family  would  depend. 

"To-morrow,  my  dearest  child,  rise  early,"  said  he  at 
night,  "and  if  it  is  fine,  we  will  go  for  a  walk  together  on 
the  seashore.  We  have  to  talk  over  your  poems,  Madem- 
oiselle de  la  Bastie." 

These  words,  spoken  with  a  smile  that  was  reflected  on 
Dumay's  lips,  were  all  Modeste  could  know;  still,  this  was 
enough  to  allay  her  anxiety  and  to  make  her  too  curious  to 
get  to  sleep  till  late,  so  busy  was  her  fancy. 

Next  morning  Modeste  was  dressed  and  ready  before  the 
Colonel. 

"You  know  everything,  my  dear  father,"  said  she,  aa 
soon  as  they  had  started  on  their  way  to  the  sea. 

"I  know  everything — and  a  good  many  things  that  you 
do  not  know,"  replied  he. 

Thereupon  the  father  and  daughter  walked  some  few 
steps  in  silence. 

"Now,  tell  me,  my  child,  how  a  daughter  so  worshipped 
by  her  mother  could  take  so  decisive  a  step  as  to  write  to  a 
man  unknown  to  her  without  asking  that  mother's  advice?" 

"Well,  papa,  because  mamma  would  not  have  allowed  it." 

"And  do  you  think,  my  child,  that  it  was  right  ?    Though 
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you  have  inevitably  been  left  to  bring  yourself  up,  how  is  it 
that  your  reason  or  your  insight — if  modesty  failed  you — did 
not  tell  you  that  to  act  in  such  a  way  was  to  throw  yourself 
at  a  man's  head  ?  Can  it  be  that  my  daughter,  my  only 
child,  lacks  pride  and  delicacy?  Oh!  Modeste,  you  gave 
your  father  two  hours  of  hell's  torments  in  Paris;  for,  in 
point  of  fact,  your  conduct,  morally,  has  been  the  same  as 
Bettina's,  without  having  the  excuse  of  seduction;  you 
have  been  a  coquette  in  cold  blood,  and  that  is  love 
without  heart,  the  worst  vice  of  the  French  woman." 

"'I — without  pride?"  said  Modeste  in  tears.  "But  he 
has  never  seen  me!" 

"He  knows  your  name." 

"I  never  let  him  know  it  till  the  moment  when  our  eyes 
had  set  the  seal  to  three  months  of  correspondence,  during 
which  our  souls  had  spoken  to  each  other!" 

"Yes,  my  dear  mistaken  angel,  you  have  brought  a  kind 
of  reason  to  bear  on  this  madness  which  has  compromised 
your  happiness  and  your  family." 

"Well,  after  all,  papa,  happiness  is  the  justification  of 
such  boldness,"  said  she,  with  a  touch  of  temper. 

"Ah!     Then  it  is  merely  boldness?"  cried  her  father. 

"Such  boldness  as  my  mother  allowed  herself,"  she  an- 
swered hastily. 

"Eefractory  child!  Your  mother,  after  meeting  me  at 
a  ball,  told  her  father,  who  adored  her,  that  same  evening 
that  she  believed  she  could  be  happy  with  me. — Now,  be 
candid,  Modeste;  is  there  any  resemblance  between  love, 
at  first  sight  it  is  true,  but  under  a  father's  eye,  and  the 
mad  act  of  writing  to  an  unknown  man?" 

"An  unknown  man?  Nay,  papa,  one  of  our  greatest 
poets,  whose  character  and  life  are  under  the  light  of  day, 
exposed  to  gossip  and  calumny;  a  man  clothed  in  glory,  to 
whom,  my  dear  father,  I  was  but  a  dramatic,  literary  per- 
sonage— a  girl  of  Shakespeare's — till  the  moment  when  I 
felt  I  must  know  whether  the  man  were  as  attractive  as 
his  soul  is  beautiful." 
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"Bless  me,  my  poor  child,  you  are  dreaming  of  poetry 
in  connection  with  marriage.  But  if,  in  all  ages,  girls  have 
been  cloistered  in  the  family;  if  God  and  social  law  have 
placed  them  under  the  stern  yoke  of  paternal  sanction,  it 
is  precisely  and  on  purpose  to  spare  them  the  misfortunes 
to  which  the  poetry  that  fascinates  you  must  lead  while  it 
dazzles  you,  and  which  you  therefore  cannot  estimate  at  its 
true  worth.  Poetry  is  one  of  the  graces  of  life;  it  is  not  the 
whole  of  life." 

"Papa,  it  is  an  action  forever  undecided  before  the  tri- 
bunal of  facts,  for  there  is  a  constant  struggle  between  our 
hearts  and  the  family  authority." 

"Woe  to  the  girl  who  should  find  happiness  by  means  of 
such  resistance  1"  said  the  Colonel  gravely.  "In  1813  one 
of  my  fellow-officers,  the  Marquis  d'Aiglemont,  married  his 
cousin  against  her  father's  warnings,  and  the  household  paid 
dearly  for  the  obstinacy  that  a  girl  could  mistake  for  love. — 
In  these  matters  the  family  is  supreme." 

"MyyEanc£  has  told  me  all  that,"  said  she.  "He  assumed 
the  part  of  ;Orgon'  for  some  time,  and  had  the  courage  to  run 
down  the  personal  character  of  poets." 

"I  have  read  the  correspondence,"  said  her  father,  with  a 
meaning  smile  that  made  Modeste  uneasy.  "And  I  may,  on 
that  point,  remark  that  your  last  letter  would  hardly  be  allow- 
able in  a  girl  who  had  been  seduced — in  a  Julie  d'Etanges. 
Good  God!  what  mischief  comes  of  romances  1" 

"If  they  were  never  written,  my  dear  father,  we  should 
still  enact  them.  It  is  better  to  read  them.  There  are 
fewer  romantic  adventures  now  than  in  the  time  of  Louis 
XIV.  and  Louis  XV.,  when  fewer  novels  were  published. 
— Besides,  if  you  have  read  our  letters,  you  must  have 
perceived  that  I  have  found  you  for  a  son-in-law  the  most 
respectful  son,  the  most  angelic  nature,  the  strictest  hon- 
esty, and  that  we  love  each  other  at  least  as  much  as  you 
and  mamma  did.  .  .  .  Well,  I  will  admit  that  the  affair 
has  not  been  conducted  exactly  as  etiquette  requires.  I 
made  a  mistake,  if  you  like — " 
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*'I  have  read  your  letters,"  repeated  her  father,  inter- 
rupting her,  "so  I  know  how  he  justified  you  in  your  own 
eyes  for  a  step  which  might  perhaps  be  excusable  in  a 
woman  who  knows  life,  who  is  carried  away  by  passion, 
but  which  in  a  girl  of  twenty  is  a  monstrous  fault — " 

"A  fault  in  common  people's  eyes,  in  those  of  narrow- 
minded  Gobenheims,  who  measure  out  life  with  a  T  square! 
But  do  not  let  as  go  beyond  the  artistic  and  poetic  world, 
papa. — "We  young  girls  live  between  two  alternatives:  we 
may  show  a  man  that  we  love  him  by  mincing  graces,. or 
we  may  go  to  meet  him  frankly.  And  is  not  this  last 
method  really  great  and  noble  ?  We  French  girls  are  dis- 
posed of  by  our  family  like  merchandise,  at  three  months' 
date,  sometimes  much  sooner,  like  Mademoiselle  Vilquin; 
but  in  England,  Switzerland,  and  Germany  they  are  mar- 
ried more  nearly  on  the  system  I  have  adopted.  What  can 
you  say  to  that  ?  Am  I  not  half  German  ?" 

"Child,"  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  looking  at  his  daughter, 
"the  superiority  of  France  lies  precisely  in  the  common-sense, 
the  strict  logic  to  which  our  splendid  language  compels  the 
mind.  France  is  the  Eeason  of  the  world!  England  and 
Germany  are  romantic  in  this  point;  but  even  there  the  great 
families  follow  our  customs. — You  girls  would  rather  not 
believe,  then,  that  your  parents,  who  know  life,  have  the 
charge  of  your  souls  and  your  happiness,  and  that  it  is  their 
duty  to  steer  you  clear  of  the  rocks!  .  .  .  Good  God!"  he 
went  on,  "is  this  their  fault  or  ours?  Ought  we  to  bend  our 
children  under  a  yoke  of  iron?  Must  we  always  be  pun- 
ished for  the  tenderness  which  prompts  us  to  make  them 
happy,  which,  unfortunately,  makes  them  heart  of  our 
heart!" 

As  she  heard  this  ejaculation,  spoken  almost  with  tears, 
Modeste  cast  a  side  glance  at  her  father. 

"Is  it  wrong  in  a  girl  whose  heart  is  free,"  said  she,  "to 
choose  for  her  husband  a  man  who  is  not  only  charming  in 
himself,  but  who  is  also  a  man  of  genius,  of  good  birth,  and. 
in  a  fine  position — a  gentleman  as  gentle  as  myself?" 
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"Then  you  love  him?"  said  the  Colonel. 

"I  tell  you,  father,"  said  she,  laying  her  head  on  his 
breast,  "if  you  do  not  want  to  see  me  die — " 

"That  is  enough,"  said  the  Colonel;  "your  passion  is, 
I  see,  unchangeable." 

"Unchangeable." 

"Nothing  could  move  you?" 

"Nothing  in  the  world." 

"You  can  conceive  of  no  alteration,  no  betrayal,"  her 
father  went  on.  "You  love  him  for  better,  for  worse,  for 
the  sake  of  his  personal  charm;  and  if  he  should  be  a 
d'Estourny,  you  still  would  love  him?" 

"Oh,  papa,  you  do  not  know  your  child!  Could  I  love 
a  coward,  a  man  devoid  of  truth  and  honor — a  gallows- 
bird!" 

"Then  supposing  you  have  been  deceived?" 

"By  that  charming  young  fellow,  so  candid — almost  mel- 
ancholy?— You  are  laughing  at  me,  or  you  have  not  seen 
him." 

"I  see;  happily  your  love  is  not  so  imperative  as  you 
say.  I  have  suggested  conditions  which  might  modify  your 
poem. — Well,  then,  you  will  admit  that  fathers  are  of  some 
use?" 

"You  wanted  to  give  me  a  lesson,  papa — a  sort  of  object- 
lesson,  it  would  seem." 

"Poor  misled  girl!"  said  her  father  severely;  "the  lesson 
is  not  of  my  giving;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it  beyond 
trying  to  soften  the  blow." 

"Say  no  more,  papa;  do  not  trifle  with  my  very  life," 
said  Modeste,  turning  pale. 

"Nay,  my  child,  summon  up  your  courage.  It  is  you 
who  have  trifled  with  life,  and  life  now  laughs  you  to 
scorn." 

Modeste  looked  at  her  father  in  bewilderment. 

"Listen;  if  the  young  man  you  love,  whom  you  saw  in 
church  at  le  Havre  four  days  ago,  were  a  contemptible 
wretch — " 
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"It  is  not  true!"  said  she.  "That  pale,  dark  face,  so 
noble  and  full  of  poetry — " 

41  Is  a  lie!"  said  the  Colonel,  interrupting  her.  "He  is  no 
more  Monsieur  de  Canalis  than  I  am  that  fisherman  hauling 
up  his  sail  to  go  out — " 

"Do  you  know  what  you  are  killing  in  me?"  said 
Modeste. 

"Be  comforted,  my  child;  though  fate  has  made  your 
fault  its  own  punishment,  the  mischief  is  not  irreparable. 
The  youth  you  saw,  with  whom  you  have  exchanged  hearts 
by  correspondence,  is  an  honest  fellow;  he  came  to  me  to 
confess  his  dilemma.  He  loves  you,  and  I  should  not  object 
to  him  as  a  son-in-law." 

"And  if  he  is  not  Canalis,  who  is  he?"  asked  Modeste, 
in  a  broken  voice. 

"His  secretary.  His  name  is  Ernest  de  la  Bri&re.  He  is 
not  of  superior  birth,  but  he  is  one  of  those  average  men, 
with  solid  virtues  and  sound  morals,  whom  parents  like. 
And  what  does  it  matter  to  us,  after  all  ?  You  have  seen 
him;  nothing  can  change  your  feelings;  you  have  chosen 
him,  you  know  his  soul — it  is  as  noble  as  he  is  good- 
looking." 

The  Comte  de  la  Bastie  was  checked  by  a  sigh  from 
Modeste.  The  poor  child,  perfectly  white,  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  sea,  and  as  rigid  as  the  dead,  had  been  struck  as  by 
a  pistol-shot  by  the  words,  ' '  One  of  those  average  men,  with, 
solid  virtues  and  sound  morals,  whom  parents  like." 

"Deceived!"  she  said  at  last. 

"As  your  poor  sister  was,  but  less  seriously." 

"Let  us  go  home,  papa,"  she  said,  rising  from  tne  knoll 
on  which  they  had  been  sitting.  "Listen,  father;  I  swear 
before  God  to  obey  your  wishes,  whatever  they  may  be,  in 
the  business  of  marriage." 

"Then  you  have  already  ceased  to  love?"  asked  her 
father  sarcastically. 

"I  loved  a  true  man  without  a  falsehood  on  his  face, 
as  honest  as  you  yourself,  incapable  of  disguising  himself 


XODESTB   jfflQNON  663 


like  an  actor,  of  dressing  himself  up  in  another  man'i 
glory." 

"You  said  that  nothing  could  move  you!"  said  th« 
Colonel  ironically. 

"Oh,  do  not  make  game  of  me!"  cried  she,  clasping  her 
hands,  and  looking  at  her  father  in  an  agony  of  entreaty. 
"  Yoti  do  not  know  how  you  are  torturing  my  heart  and  my 
dearest  beliefs  by  your  satire  —  " 

"God  forbid!  I  have  said  the  exact  truth." 

"You  are  very  good,  father,"  she  replied,  after  a  pause, 
with  a  certain  solemnity. 

"And  he  has  your  letters!  Heh?"  said  Charles  Mignon. 
"If  those  crazy  effusions  of  your  soul  had  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  one  of  those  poets  who,  according  to  Dumay,  use 
them  for  pipe-lights  —  " 

"Oh,  that  is  going  too  far." 

"So  Canalis  told  him." 

"He  saw  Canalis?" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  Colonel. 

They  walked  on  a  little  way  in  silence. 

"That,  then,"  said  Modeste,  when  they  had  gone  a  few 
steps,  "was  why  that  gentleman  spoke  so  ill  of  poets  and 
poetry!  Why  did  that  little  secretary  talk  of  —  But,  how- 
ever," she  added,  interrupting  herself,  "were  not  his  vir- 
tues, his  qualities,  his  fine  sentiments,  a  mere  epistolary 
make-up?  The  man  who  steals  another's  fame  and  name 
may  very  well  —  " 

"Pick  locks,  rob  the  Treasury,  murder  on  the  highway," 
said  Charles  Mignon,  smiling.  "That  is  just  like  you  —  you 
girls,  with  your  uncompromising  feelings  and  your  ignorance 
of  life.  A  man  who  can  deceive  a  woman  has  either  escaped 
the  scaffold  or  must  end  there." 

This  raillery  checked  Modeste's  effervescence,  and  again 
they  were  both  silent. 

"My  child,"  the  Colonel  added,  "men  in  the  world  —  as 
m  nature,  for  that  matter  —  are  bound  to  try  to  win  your 
hearts,  and  you  to  defend  them.  You  have  reversed  the 
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position.  Is  that  well?  In  a  false  position  everything  is 
false.  Yours,  then,  was  the  first  wrong  step. — No,  a  man 
is  not  a  monster  because  he  tries  to  attract  a  woman;  our 
rights  allow  us  to  be  the  aggressors,  with  all  the  conse- 
quences, short  of  crime  and  baseness.  A  man  may  still 
have  virtues  even  after  throwing  over  a  woman,  for  this 
simply  means  that  he  has  failed  to  find  the  treasure  he 
sought  in  her;  while  no  woman  but  a  queen,  an  actress, 
or  a  woman  so  far  above  the  man  in  rank  that  to  him  she 
is  like  a  queen,  can  take  the  initiative  without  incurring 
much  blame. — But  a  girl  I  She  is  false  to  everything  that 
God  has  given  her,  every  flower  of  saintliness,  dignity,  and 
sweetness,  whatever  grace,  poetry,  or  precaution  she  may 
infuse  into  the  act." 

"To  seek  the  master  and  find  the  servant!  To  play  the 
old  farce  of  Love  and  Chance  on  one  side  only  I"  she  ex- 
claimed, with  bitter  feeling.  "Oh,  I  shall  never  hold  up 
my  head  again!" 

"Foolish  child!  Monsieur  Ernest  de  la  Briere  is,  in  my 
eyes,  at  least  the  equal  of  Monsieur  de  Canalis;  he  has  been 
private  secretary  to  a  Prime  Minister,  he  is  Eeferendary  to 
the  Court  of  Exchequer,  he  is  a  man  of  heart,  he  adores 
you — but  he  does  not  write  verses. — No,  I  confess  it,  he  is 
not  a  poet;  but  he  may  have  a  heart  full  of  poetry.  How- 
ever, my  poor  child,"  he  added,  in  reply  to  Modeste's  face 
of  disgust,  "you  will  see  them  both — the  false  and  the  real 
Canalis—" 

"Oh,  papa!" 

"Did  you  not  swear  to  obey  me  in  everything  that  con- 
cerns the  business  of  your  marriage  ?  Well,  you  may  choose 
between  them  the  man  you  prefer  for  your  husband.  You 
began  with  a  poem,  you  may  end  with  a  page  of  bucolics  by 
trying  to  detect  the  true  nature  of  these  gentlemen  in  some 
rustic  excursions,  a  shooting  or  a  fishing  party." 

Modeste  bent  her  head  and  returned  to  the  Chalet  with 
her  father,  listening  to  what  he  said,  and  answering  in  mon- 
osyllables. She  had  fallen  humiliated  into  the  depths  of  a 
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bog,  from  the  Alp  where  she  fancied  she  had  flown  up  to 
an  eagle's  nest.  To  adopt  the  poetical  phraseology  of  an 
author  of  that  period,  "After  feeling  the  soles  of  her  feet  too 
tender  to  tread  on  the  glass  shards  of  reality,  Fancy,  which 
had  united  every  characteristic  of  woman  in  that  fragile 
form,  from  the  day-dreams  of  a  modest  girl,  all  strewn  with 
violets,  to  the  unbridled  desires  of  a  courtesan,  had  now  led 
her  to  the  midst  of  her  enchanted  gardens,  where,  hideous 
surprise !  instead  of  an  exquisite  blossom,  she  found  growing 
from  the  soil  the  hairy  and  twisted  lirnbs  of  the  Mandragora." 
From  the  mystic  heights  of  her  love,  Modeste  had  dropped 
on  to  the  dull,  flat  road,  lying  between  ditches  and  plowed 
lands — the  road,  in  short,  that  is  paved  with  vulgarity. 
What  girl  with  an  ardent  spirit  but  would  be  broken  by 
such  a  fall?  At  whose  feet  had  she  cast  her  promises? 

The  Modeste  who  returned  to  the  Chalet  bore  no  more  re- 
semblance to  the  girl  who  had  gone  out  two  hours  before  than 
the  actress  in  the  street  resembles  the  heroine  on  the  stage. 
She  sank  into  a  state  of  apathy  that  was  painful  to  behold. 
The  sun  was  darkened,  nature  was  under  a  shroud,  the  flow- 
ers had  no  message  for  her.  Like  every  girl  of  a  vehement 
disposition,  she  drank  a  little  too  deep  of  the  cup  of  disen- 
chantment. She  rebelled  against  reality,  without  choosing 
as  yet  to  bend  her  neck  to  the  yoke  of  the  family  and  of 
society;  she  thought  it  too  heavy,  too  hard,  too  oppressive. 
She  would  not  even  listen  to  the  comfort  offered  by  her 
father  and  mother,  and  felt  an  indescribable  savage  delight 
in  abandoning  herself  to  her  mental  sufferings. 

"Then  poor  Butscha  was  right!"  she  exclaimed  one 
evening. 

This  speech  shows  how  far  she  had  travelled  in  so  short 
a  time  on  the  barren  plains  of  Reality,  guided  by  her  deep 
dejection.  Grief,  when  it  comes  of  the  upheaval  of  all  our 
hopes,  is  an  illness;  it  often  ends  in  death.  It  would  be 
no  mean  occupation  for  modern  physiology  to  investigate 
the  process  and  means  by  which  a  thought  can  produce  the 
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same  deadly  effects  as  a  poison;  how  despair  can  destroy 
the  appetite,  injure  the  pylorus,  and  change  all  the  func- 
tions of  the  strongest  vitality.  This  was  the  case  with  Mo- 
deste.  In  three  days  she  presented  an  image  of  morbid 
melancholy;  she  sang  no  more,  it -was  impossible  to  make 
her  smile;  her  parents  and  friends  were  alarmed.  Charles 
Mignon,  uneasy  at  seeing  nothing  of  the  two  young  men, 
was  thinking  of  going  to  fetch  them;  but  on  the  fourth  day 
Monsieur  Latournelle  had  news  of  them,  and  this  was  how. 

Canalis,  immensely  tempted  by  such  a  rich  marriage, 
would  neglect  no  means  of  outdoing  La  Briere,  while  Ernest 
could  not  complain  of  his  having  violated  the  laws  of  friend- 
ship. The  poet  thought  that  nothing  put  a  lover  at  a  greater 
disadvantage  in  a  young  lady's  eyes  than  figuring  in  an  in- 
ferior position ;  so  he  proposed,  in  the  most  innocent  manner 
possible,  that  he  and  La  Briere  should  keep  house  together, 
taking  a  little  country  place  at  Ingouville,  where  they  might 
live  for  a  month  under  pretext  of  recruiting  their  health. 

As  soon  as  La  Briere  had  consented  to  this  proposal,  at 
first  regarding  it  as  very  natural,  Canalis  insisted  on  his 
being  his  guest,  and  made  all  the  arrangements  himself.  He 
sent  his  manservant  to  le  Havre,  desiring  him  to  apply  to 
Monsieur  Latournelle  for  the  choice  of  a  country  cottage 
at  Ingouville,  thinking  that  the  notary  would  certainly  talk 
over  the  matter  with  the  Mignon  family.  Ernest  and  Ca- 
nalis, it  may  be  supposed,  had  discussed  every  detail  of 
their  adventure;  and  La  Briere,  always  prolix,  had  given 
his  rival  a  thousand  valuable  hints. 

The  servant,  understanding  his  master's  intentions,  car- 
ried them  out  to  admiration;  he  trumpeted  the  advent  of  the 
great  poet,  to  whom  his  doctors  had  ordered  some  sea-baths 
to  recruit  him  after  the  double  fatigues  of  politics  and  lit- 
erature. This  grand  personage  required  a  house  of  at  least 
so  many  rooms;  for  he  was  bringing  his  secretary,  his  cook, 
two  menservants,  and  a  coachman,  not  to  mention  Monsieur 
Germain  Bonnet,  his  body-servant.  The  travelling  carriage 
the  poet  selected  and  hired  for  a  month  was  very  neat,  and 
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could  serve  for  making  some  excursions;  and  Germain  was 
in  search  of  two  saddle-horses  for  hire  in  the  neighborhood, 
as  Monsieur  le  Baron  and  his  secretary  were  fond  of  horse- 
exercise.  In  the  presence  of  little  Latournelle,  Germain,  as 
he  went  over  various  houses,  spoke  much  of  the  secretary, 
and  rejected  two  villas  on  the  ground  that  Monsieur  de  la 
Briere  would  not  be  well  accommodated. 

"Monsieur  le  Baron,"  said  he,  "regards  his  secretary  as 
his  best  friend.  Oh,  I  should  catch  it  handsomely  if  Monsieur 
de  la  Briere  were  not  as  well  served  as  Monsieur  le  Baron 
himself.  And,  after  all,  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  is  Referen- 
dary to  the  Court  of  Exchequer." 

Germain  was  never  seen  dressed  otherwise  than  in  a  suit 
of  black,  with  good  gloves  and  boots,  turned  out  like  a  gen- 
tleman. Imagine  the  effect  he  produced,  and  the  notion  that 
was  formed  of  the  great  poet  from  this  specimen.  A  clever 
man's  servant  becomes  clever  too;  the  master's  cleverness 
presently  "runs"  and  colors  the  man.  Germain  did  not 
overact  his  part;  he  was  straightforward  and  genial,  as  Ca- 
nalis  had  instructed  him  to  be.  Poor  La  Bri&re  had  no  sus- 
picion of  the  injury  Germain  was  doing  him,  or  of  the  de- 
preciation to  which  he  had  exposed  himself ;  for  some  echoes 
of  public  report  rose  from  the  lower  depths  to  Modeste's  ears. 
Thus  Canalis  was  bringing  his  friend  in  his  retinue,  in  his 
carriage;  and  Ernest's  simple  nature  did  not  allow  him  to 
perceive  his  false  position  soon  enough  to  remedy  it. 

The  delay  which  so  provoked  Charles  Mignon  was  caused 
by  the  poet's  desire  to  have  his  arms  painted  on  the  doors  of 
the  chaise,  and  by  his  orders  to  the  tailor;  for  Canalis  took 
in  the  wide  world  of  such  trivialities,  of  which  the  least  may 
influence  a  girl. 

"Make  yourself  easy,"  said  Latournelle  to  the  Colonel 
on  the  fifth  day.  "Monsieur  de  Canalis'  man  came  to  a 
determination  this  morning.  He  has  taken  Madame  Amau- 
ry's  cottage  at  Sanvic,  furnished,  for  seven  hundred  francs, 
and  has  written  to  his  master  that  he  can  start,  and  will  find 
everything  ready  on  his  arrival.  So  the  gentlemen  will  be 
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here  by  Sunday.  I  have  also  had  this  note  from  Butscha. 
Here — it  is  not  long:  'My  dear  Master,  I  cannot  get  back 
before  Sunday.  Between  this  and  then  I  must  get  some 
important  information  which  nearly  concerns  some  one  in 
whom  you  are  interested.'  ' 

The  announcement  of  this  arrival  did  not  make  Modeste 
at  all  less  sad;  the  sense  of  a  fall,  of  humiliation,  still  held 
sway  over  her,  and  she  was  not  such  a  born  coquette  as  her 
father  thought  her.  There  is  a  charming  and  permissible 
kind  of  flirtation,  the  coquetry  of  the  soul,  which  might  be 
called  the  good  breeding  of  love;  and  Charles  Mignon,  when 
reproving  his  daughter,  had  failed  to  distinguish  between  the 
desire  to  please  and  the  factitious  love  of  the  mind,  between 
the  craving  to  love  and  self-interest.  Just  like  a  soldier  of 
the  Empire,  he  saw  in  the  letters  he  had  so  hastily  read  a 
girl  throwing  herself  at  a  poet's  head;  but  in  many  letters — 
omitted  here  for  the  sake  of  brevity — a  connoisseur  would 
have  admired  the  maidenly  and  graceful  reserve  which  Mo- 
deste had  immediately  substituted  for  the  aggressive  and 
frivolous  pertness  of  her  first  effusions — a  transition  very 
natural  in  a  woman. 

On  one  point  her  father  had  been  cruelly  right.  It  was 
her  last  letter — in  which  Modeste,  carried  away  by  threefold 
love,  had  spoken  as  though  their  marriage  were  a  decided 
thing — which  really  brought  her  to  shame.  Still,  she  thought 
her  father  very  hard,  very  cruel,  to  compel  her  to  receive  a 
man  so  unworthy  of  her,  toward  whom  her  soul  had  flown 
almost  unveiled.  She  had  questioned  Dumay  as  to  his  inter- 
view with  the  poet;  she  had  ingeniously  extracted  from  him 
every  detail,  and  she  could  not  think  Canalis  such  a  bar- 
barian as  the  lieutenant  thought  him.  She  could  smile  at 
the  fine  papal  chest  containing  the  letters  of  the  mitte  et  trois 
ladies  of  this  literary  Don  Giovanni.  Again  and  again  she 
was  on  the  point  of  saying  to  her  father,  "I  am  not  the  only 
girl  who  writes  to  him ;  the  cream  of  womankind  send  leaves 
for  the  poet's  crown  of  bay." 

In  the  course  of  this  week  Modeste's  character  underwent 
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a  transformation.  This  catastrophe — and  it  was  a  great  one 
to  so  poetical  a  nature — aroused  her  latent  acumen  and  spirit 
of  mischief,  and  her  suitors  were  to  find  her  a  formidable 
adversary.  For,  in  fact,  in  any  girl,  if  her  heart  is  chilled, 
her  head  grows  clear;  she  then  observes  everything  with  a 
certain  swiftness  of  judgment  and  a  spirit  of  mockery,  such 
as  Shakespeare  has  admirably  painted  in  the  person  of  Bea- 
trice in  "Much  Ado  about  Nothing."  Modeste  was  seized 
by  intense  disgust  of  mankind,  since  the  most  distinguished 
of  them  had  deceived  her  hopes.  In  love,  what  a  woman 
mistakes  for  disgust  is  simply  seeing  clearly ;  but  in  matters 
of  feeling  no  woman,  especially  no  young  girl,  ever  sees 
truly.  When  she  ceases  to  admire,  she  contemns.  So  Mo- 
deste, after  going  through  fearful  tortures  of  mind,  inevitably 
put  on  the  armor  on  which,  as  she  declared,  she  had  stamped 
the  word  Contempt;  thenceforward  she  could  look  on  as  a 
disinterested  spectator  at  what  she  called  the  Farce  of  Suitors, 
although  she  filled  the  part  of  leading  lady.  More  especially 
was  she  bent  on  pertinaciously  humiliating  Monsieur  de  la 
Briere. 

"Modeste  is  saved,"  said  Madame  Mignon  to  her  husband 
with  a  smile.  "She  means  to  be  revenged  on  the  false  Ca- 
nalis  by  trying  to  fall  in  love  with  the  true  one." 

This  was,  indeed,  Modeste's  plan.  It  was  so  obvious 
that  her  mother,  to  whom  she  confided  her  vexation,  advised 
her  to  treat  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  with  oppressive  civility. 

"These  two  young  fellows,"  said  Madame  Latournelle  on 
the  Saturday,  "have  no  suspicion  of  the  troop  of  spies  at 
their  heels,  for  here  are  eight  of  us  to  keep  an  eye  on  them. ' ' 

"What,  my  dear — two?"  cried  little  Latournelle;  "there 
are  three  of  them  I — Gobenheira  is  not  here  yet,  so  I  may 
speak." 

Modeste  had  looked  up,  and  all  the  others,  following  her 
example,  gazed  at  the  notary. 

"A  third  lover,  and  he  is  a  lover,  has  put  himself  on  the 
list—" 

"Bless  me!"  said  Charles  Mignon. 
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"But  he  is  no  less  a  person,"  the  notary  went  on  pom- 
pously, "than  his  Lordship  Monsieur  le  Due  d'Herouville, 
Marquis  de  Saint-Sever,  Due  de  Nivron,  Comte  de  Bayeux, 
Yicomte  d'Essigny,  High  Equerry  of  France,  and  Peer  of 
the  Realm,  Knight  of  the  Orders  of  the  Spur  and  of  the 
Golden  Fleece,  Grandee  of  Spain,  and  son  of  the  last  Gov- 
ernor of  Normandy. — He  saw  Mademoiselle  Modeste  when 
he  was  staying  with  the  Vilquins,  and  he  then  only  regretted 
— as  his  notary  told  me,  who  arrived  yesterday  from  Bayeux 
— that  she  was  not  rich  enough  for  him,  since  his  father,  on 
his  return  from  exile,  had  found  nothing  left  but  his  Chateau 
of  Herouville,  graced  by  his  sister's  presence. — The  young 
Duke  is  three-and-thirty.  I  am  definitively  charged  to  make 
overtures,  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  added  Latournelle,  turning 
respectfully  to  the  Colonel. 

"Ask  Modeste,"  said  her  father,    "whether  she  wishes 
to  have  another  bird  in  her  aviary;  for,  so  far  as  I  am  con-, 
cerned,  I  am  quite  willing  that  this  fine  gentleman  equerry 
should  pay  his  addresses  to  her." 

Notwithstanding  the  care  with  which  Charles  Mignon 
avoided  seeing  anybody,  stayed  in  the  Chalet,  and  never 
went  out  but  with  Modeste,  Gobenheim,  whom  they  could 
hardly  cease  to  receive  at  the  Chalet,  had  gossiped  about 
Dumay's  wealth;  for  Dumay,  a  second  father  to  Modeste, 
had  said  to  Gobenheim  when  he  left  his  service,  "I  shall  be 
my  Colonel's  steward,  and  all  my  money,  excepting  what  my 
wife  may  keep,  will  go  to  my  little  Modeste's  children." 

So  every  one  at  le  Havre  had  echoed  the  plain  question 
that  Latournelle  had  asked  himself:  "Must  not  Monsieur 
Charles  Mignon  have  made  an  enormous  fortune  if  Dumay's 
share  amounts  to  six  hundred  thousand  francs,  and  if  Dumay 
is  to  be  his  steward  ?" 

"Monsieur  Mignon  came  home  in  a  ship  of  his  own,"  said 
the  gossips  on  'Change,  "loaded  with  indigo.  The  freight 
alone,  not  to  mention  the  vessel,  is  worth  more  than  he  gives 
out  to  be  his  fortune." 
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The  Colonel  would  not  discharge  the  servants  he  had  so 
carefully  chosen  during  his  travels,  so  he  was  obliged  to  hire 
a  house  for  six  months  in  the  lower  part  of  Ingouville;  he 
had  a  body-servant,  a  cook,  and  a  coachman — both  negroes 
• — and  a  mulatto  woman  and  two  mulatto  men  on  whose  faith- 
fulness he  could  rely.  The  coachman  was  inquiring  for  rid- 
ing horses  for  Mademoiselle  and  his  master,  and  for  carriage 
horses  for  the  chaise  in  which  the  Colonel  and  the  Lieutenant 
had  come  home.  This  travelling  carriage,  purchased  in 
Paris,  was  in  the  latest  fashion,  and  bore  the  arms  of  La 
Bastie  with  a  Count's  coronet.  All  these  things,  mere  trifles 
in  the  eyes  of  a  man  who  had  been  living,  for  four  years,  in 
the  midst  of  the  unbounded  luxury  of  the  Indies,  of  the  Hong 
merchants,  and  the  English  at  Canton,  were  the  subject  of 
comment  to  the  traders  of  le  Havre  and  the  good  folk  of  Gra- 
ville  and  Ingouville.  Within  five  days  there  was  a  hubbub 
of  talk  which  flashed  across  Normandy  like  a  fired  train  of 
gunpowder. 

"Monsieur  Mignon  has  come  home  from  China  with  mil- 
lions," was  said  at  Rouen,  "and  it  would  seern  that  he  has 
become  a  Count  in  the  course  of  his  travels." 

"But  he  was  Comte  de  la  Bastie  before  the  Revolution," 
somebody  remarked. 

"So  a  Liberal,  who  for  five-and-twenty  years  was  known 
as  Charles  Mignon,  is  now  called  Monsieur  le  Comte!  What 
are  we  coming  to?" 

Thus,  in  spite  of  the  reserve  of  her  parents  and  intimates, 
Modeste  was  regarded  as  the  richest  heiress  in  Normandy, 
and  all  eyes  could  now  see  her  merits.  The  Due  d'HeVou- 
ville's  aunt  and  sister,  in  full  drawing-room  assembly  at 
Bayeux,  confirmed  Monsieur  Charles  Mignon's  right  to  the 
arms  and  title  of  Count  conferred  on  Cardinal  Mignon,  whose 
Cardinal's  hat  and  cords  were,  out  of  gratitude,  assumed  in 
place  of  a  crest  and  supporters.  These  ladies  had  caught 
sight  of  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  from  the  Vilquins',  and 
their  solicitude  for  the  impoverished  head  of  the  house  at  once 
scented  an  opportunity. 
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"If  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  is  as  rich  as  slie  is  hand- 
some," said  the  young  Duke's  aunt,  "she  will  be  the  best 
match  in  the  province.  And  she,  at  any  rate,  is  of  noble 
birth!" 

The  last  words  were  a  shot  at  the  Vilquins,  with  whom 
they  could  not  come  to  terms  after  enduring  the  humiliation 
of  paying  them  a  visit. 

Such  were  the  little  events  which  led  to  the  introduction 
of  another  actor  in  this  domestic  drama,  contrary  to  all  the 
laws  of  Aristotle  and  Horace.  But  the  portrait  and  biography 
of  this  personage,  so  tardy  in  his  appearance,  will  not  detain 
us  long,  since  he  is  of  the  smallest  importance.  Monsieur  le 
Due  will  not  fill  more  space  here  than  he  will  in  history. 

His  Lordship  Monsieur  le  Due  d'Herouville,  the  fruit 
of  the  matrimonial  autumn  of  the  last  Governor  of  Nor- 
mandy, was  born  at  Vienna  in  1796,  during  the  emigration. 
The  old  Marshal,  who  returned  with  the  King  in  1814,  died 
in  1819  without  seeing  his  son  married,  though  he  was  Due 
de  Nivron;  he  had  nothing  to  leave  him  but  the  immense 
Chateau  of  He'rouville,  with  the  park,  some  outlying  ground 
and  a  farm,  all  painfully  repurchased,  and  worth  about  fif- 
teen thousand  francs  a  year.  Louis  XVIII.  gave  the  young 
Duke  the  post  of  Master  of  the  Horse;  and  under  Charles  X. 
he  received  the  allowance  of  twelve  thousand  francs  a  year 
granted  to  impecunious  peers. 

But  what  were  twenty-seven  thousand  francs  a  year  for 
such  a  family?  In  Paris,  indeed,  the  young  Duke  had  the 
use  of  the  Royal  carriages,  and  his  official  residence  at  the 
King's  stables  in  the  Rue  Saint-Thomas  du  Louvre;  his  sal- 
ary paid  the  expenses  of  the  winter,  and  the  twenty-seven 
thousand  francs  paid  those  of  the  summer  in  Normandy. 

Though  this  great  man  was  still  a  bachelor,  the  fault  was 
less  his  own  than  that  of  his  aunt,  who  was  not  familiar  with 
La  Fontaine's  fables.  Mademoiselle  d'He'rouville's  preten- 
sions were  stupendous,  quite  out  of  harmony  with  the  spirit 
of  the  age;  for  great  names  without  money  can  hardly  meet 
with  any  wealthy  heiresses  among  the  high  French  nobility, 
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which  finds  it  difficult  enough  to  enrich  its  sons,  ruined  by 
the  equal  division  of  property.  To  find  an  advantageous 
match  for  the  young  Due  d'Hdrouville  she  should  have  culti- 
vated the  great  financial  houses,  and  this  haughty  daughter 
of  the  noble  house  offended  them  all  by  her  cutting  speeches. 
During  the  early  years  of  the  Restoration,  from  1817  to  1825, 
while  looking  out  for  millions,  Mademoiselle  d'HeVouville 
refused  Mademoiselle  Mongenod,  the  banker's  daughter, 
with  whom  Monsieur  de  Fontaine  was  content.  And  now, 
after  various  good  matches  had  been  marred  by  her  pride, 
she  had  just  decided  that  the  fortune  of  the  Nucingens  had 
been  amassed  by  too  vile  means  to  allow  of  her  lending  her- 
self to  Madame  de  Nucingen's  ambitious  desire  to  see  her 
daughter  a  duchess.  The  King,  anxious  to  restore  the 
splendor  of  the  Herouvilles,  had  almost  made  the  match 
himself,  and  he  publicly  taxed  Mademoiselle  d'He*rouville 
with  folly.  Thus  the  aunt  made  her  nephew  ridiculous,  and 
the  Duke  laid  himself  open  to  ridicule. 

It  is  a  fact  that  when  the  great  things  of  humanity  van- 
ish they  leave  some  fragments  (frusteaux,  Rabelais  would 
call  them);  and  the  French  nobility  in  our  day  shows  too 
many  fag-ends.  In  this  long  study  of  manners  neither  the 
clergy  nor  the  nobility  have  anything  to  complain  of.  Those 
two  great  and  magnificent  social  necessaries  are  well  repre- 
sented; but  would  it  not  be  false  to  the  proud  title  of  His- 
torian to  be  other  than  impartial,  to  fail  to  show  here  the 
degeneracy  of  the  race — just  as  you  will  elsewhere  find 
the  study  of  an  Emigre*,  the  Comte  de  Mortsauf  (le  Lys 
dans  la  valtee),  and  every  noblest  feature  of  the  noble,  in 
the  Marquis  d'Espard  (£' Interdiction). 

How  was  it  that  a  race  of  brave  and  strong  men,  that  the 
house  of  d'HeYouville,  which  gave  the  famous  Marshal  to 
the  Royal  cause,  cardinals  to  the  Church,  captains  to  the 
Valois,  and  brave  men  to  Louis  XIV.,  ended  in  a  frail 
creature  smaller  than  Butscha?  It  is  a  question  we  may 
ask  ourselves  in  many  a  Paris  drawing-room,  as  we  hear 
one  of  the  great  names  of  France  announced,  and  see  a 
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little  slender  slip  of  a  man  come  in  who  seems  only  to 
breathe,  or  a  prematurely  old  fellow,  or  some  eccentric 
being,  in  whom  the  observer  seeks,  but  scarcely  finds,  a 
feature  in  which  imagination  can  see  a  trace  of  original 
greatness.  The  dissipations  of  the  reign  of  Louis  XV., 
the  orgies  of  that  selfish  time,  have  produced  the  etiolated 
generation  in  which  fine  manners  are  the  sole  survivors  of 
extinct  great  qualities.  Style  is  the  only  inheritance  pre- 
served by  the  nobility.  Thus,  apart  from  certain  excep- 
tions, the  defection  which  left  Louis  XVI.  to  perish  may 
be  to  some  extent  explained  by  the  miserable  heritage  of 
the  reign  of  Madame  de  Pompadour. 

The  Master  of  the  Horse,  a  young  man  with  blue  eyes, 
fair,  pale,  and  slight,  had  a  certain  dignity  of  mind;  but 
his  small  size,  and  his  aunt's  mistake  in  having  led  him 
to  be  uselessly  civil  to  the  Vilquins,  made  him  excessively 
shy.  The  d'He*rouvilles  had  had  a  narrow  escape  of  dying 
out  in  the  person  of  a  cripple  (V Enfant  maudiC).  But  the 
Grand  Marshal — as  the  family  always  called  the  d'He'rou- 
ville  whom  Louis  XIII.  had  created  Duke — had  married  at 
the  age  of  eighty-two,  and,  of  course,  the  family  had  been 
continued.  The  young  Duke  liked  women;  but  he  placed 
them  too  high,  he  respected  them  too  much,  he  adored 
them,  and  was  not  at  his  ease  but  with  those  whom  no 
one  respects.  This  character  had  led  to  his  living  a  two- 
fold life.  He  avenged  himself  on  women  of  easy  life  for 
the  worship  he  paid  in  the  drawing-rooms,  or,  if  you  like, 
the  boudoirs,  of  Saint-Germain.  His  ways  and  his  tiny 
figure,  his  weary  face,  his  blue  eyes,  with  their  somewhat 
ecstatic  expression,  had  added  to  the  ridicule  poured  on 
him,  most  unjustly,  for  he  was  full  of  apprehensiveness 
and  wit;  but  his  wit  had  no  sparkle,  and  was  never  seen 
excepting  when  he  was  quite  at  his  ease.  Fanny  Beaupre*, 
the  actress,  who  was  supposed  to  be  his  highly  paid  and 
most  intimate  friend,  used  to  say  of  him,  "It  is  good  wine, 
but  so  tightly  corked  up  that  you  break  your  corkscrews." 

The   handsome   Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  whom  the 
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Master  of  the  Horse  could  only  adore,  crushed  him  by  a 
speech  which,  unluckily,  was  repeated,  as  all  clever  but 
ill-natured  speeches  are. 

"He  reminds  me,"  said  she,  "of  a  trinket,  beautifully 
wrought,  but  which  we  show  more  than  we  use,  and  always 
keep  in  cotton  wool." 

Even  his  title  of  Master  of  the  Horse  would,  by  force 
of  contrast,  make  good  King  Charles  X.  laugh,  though 
the  Due  d'HeVouville  was  a  capital  horseman.  Men,  like 
books,  are  sometimes  valued  too  late.  Modeste  had  had 
a  glimpse  of  the  Duke  during  his  fruitless  visit  to  the  Vil- 
quins,  and  as  he  went  by,  all  these  remarks  involuntarily 
recurred  to  her  mind;  but  in  the  position  in  which  she 
now  stood,  she  perceived  how  valuable  the  Due  d'He*rou- 
ville's  suit  would  be  to  save  her  from  being  at  the  mercy 
of  a  Canalis. 

"I  do  not  see,"  said  she  to  Latournelle,  "why  the  Due 
d'He'rouville  should  not  be  allowed  to  call.  In  spite  of 
our  indigence,"  she  added,  with  a  mischievous  glance  at 
her  father,  "I  am  supposed  to  be  an  heiress.  I  shall  have 
at  last  to  publish  a  card  of  the  field. — Have  you  not  noticed 
how  Gobenheim's  looks  have  changed  in  the  course  of  this 
week?  He  is  in  despair  because  he  cannot  set  down  his 
faithful  attendance  for  whist  to  the  score  of  mute  admira- 
tion of  me!" 

"Hush,  my  darling!  here  he  is,"  said  Madame  Latournelle. 

"Old  Althor  is  in  despair,"  said  Gobenheim  to  Monsieur 
Mignon  as  he  came  in. 

"What  about?"  asked  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie. 

"Vilquin  is  going  to  fail,  they  say,  and  on  'Change  here 
you  are  said  to  have  several  millions — " 

"No  one  knows,"  said  Charles  Mignon  very  dryly,  "what 
my  obligations  in  India  may  amount  to,  and  I  do  not  care 
to  admit  the  public  to  my  confidence  in  business  matters. 
— Dumay,"  he  added  in  his  friend's  ear,  "if  Vilquin  is  in 
difficulties,  we  may  be  able  to  get  the  place  back  for  what 
he  gave  for  it  in  ready  money." 
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Such  was  the  state  of  affairs  brought  about  by  chance 
when,  on  Sunday  morning,  Canalis  and  La  Bri&re,  pre- 
ceded by  a  courier,  arrived  at  Madame  Amaury's  villa. 
They  were  told  that  the  Due  d'Herouville  and  his  sister 
had  arrived  on  the  previous  Tuesday  at  a  hired  house  in 
Graville,  for  the  benefit  of  their  health.  This  competition 
led  to  a  jest  in  the  town  that  rents  would  rise  at  Ingou- 
ville. 

"She  will  make  the  place  a  perfect  hospital  if  this  goes 
on!"  remarked  Mademoiselle  Vilquin,  disgusted  at  not 
becoming  a  duchess. 

The  perennial  comedy  of  "The  Heiress,"  now  to  be 
performed  at  the  Chalet,  might  certainly,  from  the  frame 
of  mind  in  which  it  found  Modeste,  have  been,  as  she  had 
said  in  jest,  a  competition,  for  she  was  firmly  resolved,  after 
the  overthrow  of  her  illusions,  to  give  her  hand  only  to  the 
man  whose  character  should  prove  perfectly  satisfactory. 

On  the  morrow  of  their  arrival,  the  rivals — still  bosom 
friends — prepared  to  make  their  first  visit  to  the  Chalet  that 
evening.  They  devoted  the  whole  of  Sunday  and  all  Mon- 
day morning  to  unpacking,  to  taking  possession  of  Madame 
Amaury's  house,  and  to  settling  themselves  in  it  for  a  month. 
Besides,  the  poet,  justified  by  his  position  as  Minister's  ap- 
prentice in  allowing  himself  some  craft,  had  thought  of 
everything;  he  wished  to  get  the  benefit  of  the  excitement 
that  might  be  caused  by  his  arrival,  of  which  some  echoes 
might  reach  the  Chalet.  Canalis,  supposed  to  be  much 
fatigued,  did  not  go  out;  La  Briere  went  twice  to  walk 
past  the  Chalet,  for  he  loved  with  a  sort  of  desperation, 
he  had  the  greatest  dread  of  having  repelled  Modeste,  his 
future  seemed  wrapped  in  thick  clouds. 

The  two  friends  came  down  to  dinner  on  that  Monday 
in  array  for  their  first  visit,  the  most  important  of  all.  La 
Bri&re  was  dressed  as  he  had  been  in  church  on  that  famous 
Sunday;  but  he  regarded  himself  as  the  satellite  to  a  planet, 
and  trusted  wholly  to  the  chance  of  circumstances.  Canalis, 
on  his  part,  had  not  forgotten  his  black  coat,  nor  his  orders, 
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nor  the  drawing-room  grace  perfected  by  his  intimacy  with 
the  Duchesse  de  Ghaulieu,  his  patroness,  and  with  the  finest 
company  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain.  Canalis  had  at- 
tended to  every  detail  of  dandyism,  while  poor  Ernest  was 
prepared  to  appear  in  the  comparative  carelessness  of  a 
hopeless  man. 

As  he  waited  on  the  two  gentlemen  at  table,  Germain 
could  not  help  smiling  at  the  contrast.  At  the  second 
course  he  came  in  with  a  diplomatic,  or,  to  be  exact,  a 
disturbed  air. 

"Monsieur  le  Baron,"  said  he  to  Canalis  in  a  low  voice, 
*'did  you  know  that  Monsieur  the  Master  of  the  Horse  is 
coming  to  Graville  to  be  cured  of  the  same  complaint  as 
you  and  Monsieur  de  la  Bri^re?" 

"The  little  Due  d'He*rouville?"  cried  Canalis. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Can  he  have  come  for  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie?" 
asked  La  Brifcre,  coloring. 

"For  Mademoiselle  Mignon,"  replied  Germain. 

"We  are  done  I"  cried  Canalis,  looking  at  La  Bri&re. 

"Ah!"  Ernest  eagerly  replied,  "that  is  the  first  time  you 
have  said  we  since  we  left  Paris.  Till  this  moment  you  have 
said/." 

"You  know  mel"  cried  Melchior  with  a  burst  of  laugh- 
ter.  "Well,  we  are  not  in  a  position  to  hold  our  own  against 
an  officer  of  the  Household,  against  the  titles  of  Duke  and 
Peer,  nor  against  the  marsh-lands  which  the  privy  Council 
has  just  conferred,  on  the  strength  of  my  report,  on  the 
House  of  Hdrouville." 

"His  Highness,"  said  La  Briere  with  mischievous  grav- 
ity, "offers  you  a  plum  of  consolation  in  the  person  of  his 
sister." 

Just  at  this  moment  the  Comte  de  la  Bastie  was  an- 
nounced. The  two  young  men  rose  to  receive  him,  and 
La  Briere  hastened  to  meet  him  and  introduce  Canalis. 

"I  had  to  return  the  visit  you  paid  me  in  Paris,"  said 
Charles  Mignon  to  the  young  Referendary,  "and  I  knew 
Vol.  0.  BALZAC— Y 
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that  by  coming  here  I  should  have  the  added  pleasure  of 
seeing  one  of  our  great  living  poets." 

"Great? — Monsieur,"  the  poet  replied  with  a  smile; 
"there  can  be  nothing  great  henceforth,  in  an  age  to  which 
the  reign  of  Napoleon  was  the  preface.  To  begin  with,  we 
are  a  perfect  tribe  of  so-called  great  poets.  And  besides, 
second-rate  talent  apes  genius  so  well  that  it  has  made  any 
great  distinction  impossible." 

"And  is  that  what  has  driven  you  into  politics?"  asked 
the  Comte  de  la  Bastie. 

"It  is  the  same  in  that  field  too,"  said  Canalis.  "There 
will  be  no  more  great  statesmen;  there  will  be  only  men 
who  are  more  or  less  in  touch  with  events.  Under  the  sys- 
tem produced  by  the  Charter,  Monsieur,  which  regards  the 
schedule  of  the  rates  you  pay  as  a  patent  of  nobility,  there 
is  nothing  substantial  but  what  you  went  to  find  in  China 
— a  fortune." 

Melchior,  well  pleased  with  himself,  and  satisfied  with  the 
impression  he  was  making  on  his  future  father-in-law,  now 
turned  to  Germain. 

"Give  us  coffee  in  the  drawing-room,"  said  he,  bowing 
to  the  merchant  to  leave  the  dining-room. 

"I  must  thank  you,  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  La  Briere, 
"for  having  spared  me  the  embarrassment  of  not  knowing 
how  I  might  introduce  my  friend  at  your  house.  To  your 
kind  heart  you  add  a  happy  wit — " 

"Oh,  such  wit  as  is  common  to  the  natives  of  Provence," 
said  Mignon. 

"Ah,  you  come  from  Provence?"  cried  Canalis. 

"Forgive  my  friend,"  said  La  Briere;  "he  has  not  studied 
the  history  of  the  La  Basties,  as  I  have." 

At  the  word  friend,  Canalis  shot  a  deep  look  at  Ernest 

"If  your  health  permits,"  said  the  Provengal  to  th& 
great  poet,  "I  claim  the  honor  of  receiving  you  this  even- 
ing under  my  roof.  It  will  be  a  day  to  mark,  as  the  an- 
cients have  it,  albo  notanda  lapillo.  Though  we  are  some- 
what shy  of  receiving  so  great  a  glory  in  so  small  a  house, 


HODESTE   MIGNON  679 

you  will  gratify  my  daughter's  impatience,  for  her  admira- 
tion has  led  her  even  to  set  your  verses  to  music." 

"You  possess  what  is  better  than  glory,"  said  Canalis. 
"You  have  beauty  in  your  home,  if  I  may  believe  Er- 
nest." 

"Oh,  she  is  a  good  girl,  whom  you  will  find  quite  pro- 
vincial/' said  the  father. 

"Provincial  as  she  is,  she  has  a  suitor  in  the  Duo 
d'He'rouville,"  cried  Canalis  in  a  hard  tone. 

"Oh,"  said  Monsieur  Mignon,  with  the  deceptive  frank- 
ness of  a  Southerner,  "I  leave  my  daughter  free  to  choose. 
Dukes,  princes,  private  gentlemen,  they  are  all  the  same  to 
me,  even  men  of  genius.  I  will  pledge  myself  to  nothing; 
the  man  my  Modeste  may  prefer  will  be  my  son-in-law,  or 
rather  my  son,"  and  he  looked  at  La  Briere.  "Madame  de 
la  Bastie  is  a  German;  she  cannot  tolerate  French  etiquette, 
and  I  allow  myself  to  be  guided  by  my  two  women.  I 
would  always  rather  ride  inside  a  carriage  than  on  the 
box.  We  can  discuss  such  serious  matters  in  jest,  for  we 
have  not  yet  seen  the  Due  d'He'rouville,  and  I  do  not  be- 
lieve in  marriages  arranged  by  proxy  any  more  than  in 
suitors  forced  on  girls  by  their  parents." 

"That  is  a  declaration  equally  disheartening  and  encour- 
aging to  two  young  men  who  seek  in  marriage  the  philoso- 
pher's stone  of  happiness,"  said  Canalis. 

"Do  not  you  think  it  desirable,  necessary,  and  indeed 
good  policy,  to  stipulate  for  perfect  liberty  for  the  parents, 
the  daughter,  and  the  suitors?"  said  Charles  Mignon. 

Canalis,  at  a  glance  from  La  Briere,  made  no  reply,  and 
the  conversation  continued  on  indifferent  subjects.  After 
walking  two  or  three  times  round  the  garden,  the  father 
withdrew,  begging  the  two  friends  to  pay  their  visit. 

"That  is  our  dismissal,"  cried  Canalis.  "You  under- 
stood it  as  I  did.  After  all,  in  his  place  I  should  not 
hesitate  between  the  Master  of  the  Horse  and  either  of 
ns,  charming  fellows  as  we  may  be." 

"I  do  not  think  so,"  said  La  Briere.    "I  believe  that  the 
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worthy  officer  came  simply  to  gratify  his  own  impatience  to 
see  you,  and  to  declare  his  neutrality  while  opening  his 
house  to  us.  Modeste,  bewitched  by  your  fame,  and  misled 
as  to  my  identity,  finds  herself  between  Poetry  and  hard 
Fact.  It  is  my  misfortune  to  be  the  hard  !Fact." 

"Germain,"  said  Canalis  to  the  servant  who  came  in  to 
clear  away  the  coffee,  "order  the  carriage  round.  We  will 
go  out  in  half  an  hour,  and  take  a  drive  before  going  to  the 
Chalet." 

The  two  young  men  were  equally  impatient  to  see  Mo- 
deste, but  La  Briere  dreaded  the  meeting,  while  Canalis 
looked  forward  to  it  with  a  confidence  inspired  by  conceit. 
Ernest's  impulsive  advances  to  her  father,  and  the  flattery 
by  which  he  had  soothed  the  merchant's  aristocratic  pride 
while  showing  up  the  poet's  awkwardness,  made  Canalis 
determine  that  he  would  play  a  part.  He  resolved  that  he 
would  display  all  his  powers  of  attraction,  but  at  the  same 
time  affect  indifference,  seem  to  disdain  Modeste,  and  so 
goad  the  girl's  vanity.  A  disciple  of  the  beautiful  Duchesse 
de  Chaulieu,  he  here  showed  himself  worthy  of  his  reputa- 
tion as  a  man  who  knew  women  well;  though  he  did  not 
really  know  them,  since  no  man  does  who  is  the  happy  vic- 
tim of  an  exclusive  passion.  While  the  luckless  Ernest, 
sunk  in  a  corner  of  the  carriage,  was  crushed  by  the  terrors 
of  true  love  and  the  anticipated  wrath,  scorn,  contempt — all 
the  lightnings  of  an  offended  and  disappointed  girl — and 
kept  gloomy  silence,  Canalis,  not  less  silent,  was  preparing 
himself,  like  an  actor  studying  an  important  part  in  a  new 
play. 

Neither  of  them  certainly  looked  like  a  happy  man. 

For  Canalis,  indeed,  the  matter  was  serious.  To  him  the 
mere  fancy  for  marrying  involved  the  breach  of  the  serious 
friendship  which  had  bound  him  for  nearly  ten  years  to  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu.  Though  he  had  screened  his  jour- 
ney under  the  common  excuse  of  overwork — in  which  no 
woman  ever  believes,  eve'n  if  it  is  true — his  conscience 
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troubled  him  somewhat;  but  to  La  Briere  the  word  Con- 
soience  seemed  so  Jesuitical  that  he  only  shrugged  his 
shoulders  when  the  poet  spoke  of  his  scruples. 

"Your  conscience,  my  boy,  seems  to  me  to  mean  simply 
your  fear  of  losing  the  gratifications  of  vanity,  some  solid 
advantages,  and  a  pleasant  habit  in  sacrificing  Madame  de 
Chaulieu's  affection;  for,  if  you  are  successful  with  Mo- 
deste,  you  will  certainly  have  nothing  to  regret  in  the  after- 
math of  a  passion  so  constantly  reaped  during  these  eight 
years  past,  if  you  tell  me  that  you  are  afraid  of  offending 
your  protectress,  should  she  learn  the  real  reason  of  your 
visit  here,  I  can  easily  believe  you.  To  throw  over  the 
Duchess  and  fail  at  the  Chalet  is  staking  too  much  I  And 
you  mistake  the  distress  of  this  alternative  for  remorse!" 

"You  know  nothing  about  sentiment!"  cried  Canalis, 
nettled,  as  a  man  always  is  when  he  asks  for  a  compliment 
and  hears  the  truth. 

"That  is  just  what  a  bigamist  would  say  to  a  dozen  jury- 
men," said  La  Briere,  laughing. 

This  epigram  made  a  yet  more  disagreeable  impression 
on  Canalis;  he  thought  La  Briere  much  too  clever  and  too 
free  for  a  secretary. 

The  arrival  of  a  handsome  carriage,  with  a  coachman  in 
Canalis'  livery,  made  all  the  greater  sensation  at  the  Chalet, 
because  the  two  gentlemen  were  expected,  and  all  the  per- 
sons of  this  tale,  excepting  only  the  Duke  and  Butscha, 
were  assembled  there. 

"Which  is  the  poet?"  asked  Madame  Latournelle  of 
Dumay,  as  they  stood  in  the  window-bay,  where  she  had 
posted  herself  on  hearing  the  carriage-wheels. 

"The  one  who  marches  like  a  drum-major,"  replied  the 
cashier. 

"Ah,  ha!"  said  the  lady,  studying  Melchior,  who 
strutted  like  a  man  on  whom  the  world  has  its  eye. 

Though  rather  severe,  Dnmay's  judgment — a  simple  soul, 
if  ever  man  was — had  hit  the  mark.  Canalis  was,  morally 
speaking,  a  sort  of  .Narcissus;  this  was  the  fault  of  the  great 
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lady  who  flattered  him  immensely,  and  spoiled  him  as  women 
older  than  their  adorers  always  will  flatter  and  spoil  men. 
A  woman  past  her  first  youth,  who  means  to  attach  a  man 
permanently,  begins  by  glorifying  his  faults,  so  as  to  make 
all  rivalry  impossible;  for  her  rival  cannot  at  once  be  in  the 
secret  of  that  subtle  flattery  to  which  a  man  so  easily  be- 
comes accustomed.  Coxcombs  are  the  product  of  this  femi- 
nine industry,  when  they  are  not  coxcombs  by  nature. 

Hence  Canalis,  caught  young  by  the  beautiful  Duchess, 
justified  himself  for  his  airs  and  graces  by  telling  himself 
that  they  pleased  a  woman  whose  taste  was  law.  Subtle  as 
these  shades  of  feeling  are,  it  is  not  impossible  to  render 
them.  Thus  Melchior  had  a  real  talent  for  reading  aloud, 
which  had  been  much  admired,  and  too  flattering  praise  had 
led  him  into  an  exaggerated  manner,  which  neither  poet  nor 
actor  can  set  bounds  to,  and  which  made  de  Marsay  say — 
always  de  Marsay — that  he  did  not  declaim,  but  brayed  out 
his  verses,  so  fully  would  he  mouth  the  vowels  as  he  listened 
to  himself.  To  use  the  slang  of  the  stage,  he  pumped  him- 
self out,  and  made  too  long  pauses.  He  would  examine  his 
audience  with  a  knowing  look,  and  give  himself  self-satisfied 
airs,  with  the  aids  to  emphasis  of  "sawing  the  air"  and 
"windmill  action" — picturesque  phrases,  as  the  catchwords 
of  Art  always  are.  Canalis  indeed  had  imitators,  and  was 
the  head  of  a  school  in  this  style.  This  melodramatic  em- 
phasis had  slightly  infected  his  conversation  and  given  it  a 
declamatory  tone,  as  will  have  been  seen  in  his  interview 
with  Dumay.  When  once  the  mind  has  become  foppish, 
manners  show  the  influence.  Canalis  had  come  at  last  to 
a  sort  of  rhythmic  gait,  he  invented  attitudes,  stole  looks  at 
himself  in  the  glass,  and  made  his  language  harmonize  with 
the  position  he  assumed.  He  thought  so  much  of  the  effect 
to  be  produced,  that  more  than  once  Blondet,  a  mocking 
spirit,  had  bet  he  would  pull  him  up  short — and  had  done 
it — merely  by  fixing  a  set  gaze  on  the  poet's  hair,  or  boots, 
or  the  tail  of  his  coat. 

At  the  end  of  ten  years  these  antics,  which  at  first  had 
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passed  under  favor  of  youthful  exuberance,  had  grown  stale, 
and  all  the  more  so  as  Melchior  himself  seemed  somewhat 
worn.  Fashionable  life  is  as  fatiguing  for  men  as  for 
women,  and  perhaps  the  Duchess's  twenty  years'  seniority 
weighed  on  Canalis  more  than  on  her;  for  the  world  saw 
her  still  handsome,  without  a  wrinkle,  without  rouge,  and 
without  heart.  Alas !  neither  men  nor  women  have  a  friend 
to  warn  them  at  the  moment  when  the  fragrance  of  modesty 
turns  rancid,  when  a  caressing  look  is  like  a  theatrical  trick, 
when  the  expressiveness  of  a  face  becomes  a  grimace,  when 
the  mechanism  of  their  liveliness  shows  its  rusty  skeleton. 
Genius  alone  can  renew  its  youth  like  the  serpent,  and  in 
grace,  as  in  all  else,  only  the  heart  never  grows  stale.  Per- 
sons of  genuine  feeling  are  single-hearted.  Now  in  Canalis, 
as  we  know,  the  heart  was  dry.  He  wasted  the  beauty  of 
his  gaze  by  assuming  at  inappropriate  moments  the  inten- 
sity that  deep  thought  gives  to  the  eyes. 

And,  then,  praise  to  him  was  an  article  of  exchange,  in 
which  he  wanted  to  have  all  the  advantage.  His  way  of 
paying  compliments,  which  charmed  superficial  persons,  to 
those  of  more  refined  taste  might  seem  insultingly  com- 
monplace, and  the  readiness  of  his  flattery  betrayed  a  set 
purpose.  In  fact,  Melchior  lied  like  a  courtier.  To  the  Due 
de  Chaulieu,  who  had  proved  an  ineffective  speaker  when, 
as  Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs,  he  had  been  obliged  to 
mount  the  Tribune,  Canalis  had  unblushingly  said,  "Your 
Excellency  was  sublime!" 

Many  men  like  Canalis  might  have  had  their  affectations 
eradicated  by  failure  administered  in  small  doses.  Trifling, 
indeed,  as  such  faults  are  in  the  gilded  drawing-rooms  of  the 
Faubourg  Saint-Germain — where  every  one  contributes  a 
quota  of  absurdities,  and  this  kind  of  audacity,  artificiality, 
inflation  if  you  will,  has  a  background  of  excessive  luxury 
and  magnificent  dress  which  is  perhaps  an  excuse  for  it — 
they  are  monstrously  conspicuous  in  the  depths  of  the  coun- 
try, where  what  is  thought  ridiculous  is  the  very  opposite  of 
all  this.  Canalis,  indeed,  at  once  pompous  and  mannered, 


584  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

could  not  now  metamorphose  himself;  he  had  had  time  to 
set  in  the  mold  into  which  the  Duchess  had  cast  him,  and 
he  was,  moreover,  very  Parisian,  or,  if  you  prefer  it,  very 
French.  The  Parisian  is  amazed  that  everything,  every- 
where, is  not  what  it  is  in  Paris,  and  the  Frenchman  that 
it  is  not  what  it  is  in  France.  Good  taste  consists  in  ac- 
commodating one's  self  to  the  manners  of  other  places  with- 
out losing  too  much  of  one's  native  character,  as  Alcibiades 
did — the  model  of  a  gentleman.  True  grace  is  elastic.  It 
yields  to  every  circumstance,  it  is  in  harmony  with  every 
social  atmosphere,  it  knows  how  to  walk  in  the  street  in  a 
cheap  dress,  remarkable  only  for  its  fitness,  instead  of  parad- 
ing the  feathers  and  gaudy  hues  which  some  vulgar  people 
flaunt. 

Now,  Canalis,  influenced  by  a  woman  who  loved  him  for 
her  own  sake  rather  than  for  his,  wanted  to  be  himself  a  law, 
and  to  remain  what  he  was  wherever  he  might  go.  He  be- 
lieved that  he  carried  his  private  public  with  him — a  mistake 
shared  by  some  other  great  men  in  Paris. 

While  the  poet  made  a  studied  entrance  into  the  little 
drawing-room,  La  Bri&re  sneaked  in  like  a  dog  that  is  afraid 
of  being  beaten. 

"Ah,  here  IB  my  soldier!"  said  Canalis,  on  seeing  Dumay, 
after  paying  Madame  Mignon  his  respects,  and  bowing  to  the 
other  women.  "Your  anxieties  are  relieved,  I  hope?"  he 
went  on,  offering  him  his  hand  with  a  flourish.  "But  the 
sight  of  Mademoiselle  sufficiently  explains  their  gravity.  I 
spoke  only  of  earthly  beings,  not  of  angels." 

The  hearers  by  their  expression  asked  for  a  clew  to  this 
riddle. 

"Yes,  I  shall  regard  it  as  a  triumph,"  the  poet  went  on, 
understanding  that  everybody  wanted  an  explanation,  "that 
I  succeeded  in  alarming  one  of  those  men  of  iron  whom  Na- 
poleon succeeded  in  finding  to  form  the  piles  on  which  he 
tried  to  found  an  empire  too  vast  to  be  permanent.  Only 
time  can  serve  to  cement  such  a  structure! — But  have  I  any 
right  to  boast  of  my  triumph?  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  it; 
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it  was  the  triumph  of  fancy  over  fact.  Your  battles,  dear 
Monsieur  Dumay;  your  heroic  cavalry  charges,  Monsieur 
le  Comte;  in  short,  War,  was  the  form  assumed  by  Napo- 
leon's thoughts.  And  of  all  these  things  what  remains? 
The  grass  that  grows  over  them  knows  nothing  of  them, 
nor  will  harvests  mark  the  spot;  but  for  history,  but  for 
writing,  the  future  might  know  pothing  of  this  heroic  aget 
Thus  your  fifteen  years  of  struggle  are  no  more  than  ideas, 
and  that  is  what  will  save,  the  Empire;  poets  will  make  a 
poem  of  it.  A  land  that  can  win  such  battles  ought  to  be 
able  to  sing  them!" 

Canalis  paused  to  collect,  by  a  sweeping  glance  at  their 
faces,  the  tribute  of  admiration  due  to  him  from  these  coun- 
try folk. 

"You  cannot  doubt,  Monsieur,"  said  Madame  Mignon, 
"how  much  I  regret  being  unable  to  see  you,  from  the  way 
you  indemnify  me  by  the  pleasure  I  feel  in  listening  to  you." 

Modeste,  dressed  as  she  had  been  on  the  day  when  this 
story  opens,  having  made  up  her  mind  to  think  Canalis  sub- 
lime, sat  speechless,  and  dropped  her  embroidery,  which 
hung  from  her  fingers  at  the  end  of  the  needleful  of  cotton. 

"Modeste,  this  is  Monsieur  de  la  Briere. —  Monsieur 
Ernest — my  daughter,"  said  Charles  Mignon,  thinking  that 
the  secretary  was  thrown  rather  too  much  into  the  back- 
ground. 

The  young  lady  bowed  coldly  to  Ernest,  giving  him  a 
look  intended  to  convey  to  the  whole  party  that  she  had 
never  seen  him  before. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  she,  without  a  blush,  "the 
fervent  admiration  I  profess  for  our  greatest  poet  is,  in  my 
friends'  eyes,  a  sufficient  excuse  for  my  having  seen  no  one 
else." 

The  clear  young  voice,  with  a  ring  in  it  like  the  famous 
tones  of  Mademoiselle  Mars,  enchanted  the  poor  Referendary, 
already  dazzled  by  Modeste's  beauty,  and  in  his  amazement 
he  spoke  a  few  words  which,  had  they  been  true,  wonld 
have  been  sublime:  "But  he  is  my  friend,"  said  he. 
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"Then  you  will  have  forgiven  me,"  she  replied. 

"He  is  more  than  a  friend,"  cried  Canalis,  taking  Ernest 
by  the  shoulder,  and  leaning  on  him  as  Alexander  leaned  on 
Hephsestion.  "We  love  each  other  like  two  brothers — " 

Madame  Latournelle  cut  the  poet  short  in  the  middle  of 
his  speech  by  saying  to  her  husband: 

"Surely  Monsieur  is  the  gentleman  we  saw  in  church?" 

"Why  not?"  said  Charles  Mignon,  seeing  Ernest  color. 

Modeste  gave  no  sign,  but  took  up  her  work  again. 

"You  may  be  right;  I  have  been  twice  to  le  Havre,"  said 
La  Bri&re,  sitting  down  by  the  side  of  Dumay. 

Canalis,  bewildered  by  Modeste's  beauty,  misunderstood 
the  admiration  she  expressed,  and  flattered  himself  that  his 
efforts  had  been  perfectly  successful. 

"I  should  think  a  man  of  genius  devoid  of  heart  if  he 
had  not  about  him  some  attached  friend,"  said  Modeste,  to 
revive  the  subject  interrupted  by  Madame  Latournelle 's 
awkwardness. 

"Mademoiselle,  Ernest's  devotion  is  enough  to  make  me 
believe  that  I  am  good  for  something,"  said  Canalis.  "For 
my  dear  Pylades  is  full  of  talent;  he  was  quite  half  of  the 
greatest  Minister  we  have  had  since  the  Peace.  Though  he 
fills  a  distinguished  position,  he  consents  to  be  my  tutor 
in  politics.  He  teaches  me  business,  he  feeds  me  with  his 
experience,  while  he  might  aspire  to  the  highest  office.  Oh! 
he  is  much  superior  to  me — ' ' 

At  a  gesture  from  Modeste,  Melchior  added  gracefully: 
"The  poetry  I  write  he  bears  in  his  heart;  and  if  I  dare 
speak  so  to  his  face,  it  is  because  he  is  as  diffident  as  a  nun." 

"Come,  come,  that  will  do,"  said  La  Briere,  who  did  not 
know  how  to  look.  "My  dear  fellow,  you  might  be  a  mother 
wanting  to  get  her  daughter  married. ' ' 

"How  can  you  think,  Monsieur,  of  becoming  a  politi- 
cian?" said  Charles  Mignon  to  Canalis. 

"For  a  poet  it  is  abdication!"  said  Modeste.  "Politics 
are  the  stand-by  of  men  without  imagination. 

"Nay,  Mademoiselle,  in  these  days  the  Tribune  is  the 
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grandest  stage  in  the  world;  it  has  taken  the  place  of  the 
lists  of  chivalry;  it  will  be  the  meeting-place  of  every  kind 
of  intellect,  as  of  old  the  army  was  of  every  form  of  courage." 

Canalis  had  mounted  his  war-horse;  for  ten  minutes  he 
declaimed  on  the  subject  of  political  life: — Poetry  was  the 
preface  to  a  statesman.  In  these  days  the  orator's  province 
was  lofty  generalization;  he  was  the  pastor  of  ideas.  If  a 
poet  could  show  his  countrymen  the  road  of  the  future,,  did 
he  cease  to  be  himself  ?  He  quoted  Chateaubriand,  asserting 
that  he  would  some  day  be  more  important  on  his  political 
than  on  his  literary  side.  The  French  Chambers  would  be 
the  guiding  light  of  humanity.  Contests  by  words  hence- 
forth had  taken  the  place  of  fighting  on  the  battlefield.  Such 
or  such  a  sitting  had  been  a  second  Austerlitz,  and  the  speak- 
ers had  risen  to  the  dignity  of  generals;  they  spent  as  much 
of  their  life,  courage,  and  strength,  they  wore  themselves 
out  as  much  as  generals  in  war.  Was  not  speech  almost  the 
most  exhausting  expenditure  of  vital  power  that  man  could 
indulge  in,  etc.,  etc. 

This  long  harangue,  made  up  of  modern  commonplace, 
but  clothed  in  high-sounding  phrases,  newly-coined  words, 
and  intended  to  prove  that  the  Baron  de  Canalis  must  some 
day  be  one  of  the  glories  of  the  Tribune,  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  the  notary,  on  Gobenheim,  on  Madame  Latournelle, 
and  Madame  Mignon.  Modeste  felt  as  if  she  were  at  the  play 
and  fired  with  enthusiasm  for  the  actor,  exactly  as  Ernest 
was  in  her  presence ;  for  though  the  secretary  knew  all  these 
fine  phrases  by  heart,  he  was  listening  to  them  by  the  light 
of  the  girl's  eyes,  and  falling  in  love  to  the  verge  of  mad- 
ness. To  this  genuine  lover  Modeste  had  eclipsed  all  the 
different  Modestes  he  had  pictured  to  himself  when  reading 
or  answering  her  letters. 

This  visit,  of  winch  Canalis  had  fixed  the  limits  before- 
hand, for  he  would  not  give  his  admirers  time  to  get  tired 
of  him,  ended  by  an  invitation  to  dinner  on  the  following 
Monday. 

"We  shall  no  longer  be  at  the  Chalet,"  said  the  Comte 
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de  la  Bastie;  "it  is  Dumay's  home  once  more.  I  am  going 
back  to  my  old  house  by  an  agreement  for  six  months,  with 
the  right  of  redemption,  which  I  have  just  signed  with  Mon- 
sieur Vilquin  in  my  friend  Latournelle's  office." 

"I  only  hope,"  said  Dumay,  "that  Vilquin  may  not  be 
in  a  position  to  repay  the  sum  you  have  loaned  him  on  it." 

"You  will  be  in  a  home  suitable  to  your  fortune,"  said 
Canalis. 

"To  the  fortune  I  am  supposed  to  have,"  Charles  Mignon 
put  in. 

"It  would  be  a  pity,"  said  the  poet,  with  a  charming  bow 
to  Modeste,  "that  this  Madonna  should  lack  a  frame  worthy 
of  her  divine  perfections. ' ' 

This  was  all  that  Canalis  said  about  Modeste,  for  he  had 
affected  not  to  look  at  her,  and  to  behave  like  a  man  who  is 
not  at  liberty  to  think  of  marriage. 

"Oh,  my  dear  Madame  Mignon,  he  is  immensely  clever!" 
exclaimed  the  notary's  wife,  when  the  gravel  was  heard 
crunching  under  the  Parisians'  feet. 

"Is  he  rich?  that  is  the  question,"  said  Gobenheim. 

Modeste  stood  at  the  window,  not  missing  a  single  gesture 
of  the  great  poet's,  and  never  casting  a  glance  on  Ernest  de 
la  Bri&re.  When  Monsieur  Mignon  came  into  the  room 
again,  and  Modeste,  after  receiving  a  parting  bow  from  the 
two  young  men  as  the  carriage  turned,  had  resumed  her  seat, 
a  deep  discussion  ensued,  such  as  country  people  indulge 
in  on  Paris  visitors  after  a  first  meeting.  Gobenheim  reiter- 
ated his  remark,  "Is  he  rich  ?"  in  reply  to  the  trio  of  praise 
sung  by  Madame  Latournelle,  Modeste,  and  her  mother. 

"Eich  ?"  retorted  Modeste.  "What  can  it  matter  ?  Can- 
not you  see  that  Monsieur  de  Canalis  is  a  man  destined  to  fill 
the  highest  posts  in  the  Government?  He  has  more  than 
wealth;  he  has  the  means  of  acquiring  wealth!" 

"He  will  be  an  Ambassador  or  a  Minister,"  said  Mon- 
sieur Mignon. 

"The  taxpayers  may  have  to  pay  for  his  funeral  never- 
theless, ' '  said  little  Latournelle. 
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44 Why  T"  asked  Charles  Mignon. 

4 '  He  strikes  me  as  being  a  man  to  squander  all  the  for- 
tunes which  Mademoiselle  Modeste  so  liberally  credits  him 
with  the  power  of  earning." 

"How  can  Modeste  help  being  liberal  to  a  man  who  re- 
gards her  as  a  Madonna?"  said  Dumay,  faithful  to  the  aver- 
sion Oanalis  had  roused  in  him. 

Gobenheim  was  preparing  the  whist-table,  with  all  the 
more  eagerness  because  since  Monsieur  Mignon 's  return  La- 
tournelle  and  Dumay  had  allowed  themselves  to  play  for  ten 
sous  a  point. 

"Now,  my  little  darling,"  said  the  father  to  his  daughter 
in  the  window  recess,  "you  must  own  that  papa  thinks  of 
everything.  In  a  week,  if  you  send  orders  this  evening 
to  the  dressmaker  you  used  to  employ  in  Paris  and  to  your 
other  tradesmen,  you  may  display  yourself  in  all  the  mag- 
nificence of  an  heiress,  while  I  take  time  to  settle  into  our 
old  house.  You  shall  have  a  nice  pony,  so  take  care  to  have 
a  habit  made — the  Master  of  the  Horse  deserves  that  little 
attention." 

"All  the  more  so  as  we  must  show  our  friends  the  coun- 
try," said  Modeste,  whose  cheeks  were  recovering  the  hues 
of  health. 

"The  secretary,"  observed  Madame  Mignon,  "is  not 
much  to  speak  of." 

"He  is  a  little  simpleton,"  said  Madame  Latournelle. 
"The  poet  was  attentive  to  everybody.  He  remembered 
to  thank  Latournelle  for  finding  him  a  house,  by  saying  to 
me  that  he  seemed  to  have  consulted  a  lady's  taste.  And 
the  other  stood  there  as  gloomy  as  a  Spaniard,  staring  hard, 
looking  as  if  he  could  swallow  Modeste.  If  he  had  looked 
at  me  so,  I  should  have  been  frightened. ' ' 

4  4  He  has  a  very  pleasant  voice, ' '  Madame  Mignon  observed. 

44 He  must  have  come  to  le  Havre  to  make  inquiries  about 
the  house  of  Mignon  for  the  poet's  benefit,"  said  Modeste, 
with  a  sly  look  at  her  father.  "He  is  certainly  the  man  we 
saw  in  church." 
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Madame  Dumay  and  the  Latournelles  accepted  this  ex- 
planation of  Ernest's  former  journey. 

"I  tell  you  what,  Ernest,"  said  Canalis,  when  they  had 
gone  twenty  yards,  "I  see  no  one  in  the  Paris  world,  not  a 
single  girl  to  marry,  that  can  compare  with  this  adorable 
creature!" 

"Oh!  it  is  all  settled,"  replied  La  Bri&re,  with  concen- 
trated bitterness;  "she  loves  you — or,  if  you  choose,  she 
will  love  you.  Your  fame  half  won  the  battle.  In  short, 
you  have  only  to  command.  You  can  go  there  alone  next 
time;  Modeste  has  the  deepest  contempt  for  me,  and  she  is 
right;  but  I  do  not  see  why  I  should  condemn  myself  to  the 
torture  of  going  to  admire,  desire,  and  adore  what  I  never 
can  possess." 

After  a  few  condoling  speeches,  in  which  Canalis  be- 
trayed his  satisfaction  at  having  produced  a  new  edition 
of  Caesar's  famous  motto,  he  hinted  at  his  wish  to  be 
"off"  with  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu.  La  Bri&re,  who 
could  not  endure  the  conversation,  made  an  excuse  of  the 
loveliness  of  a  rather  doubtful  night  to  get  out  and  walk; 
he  flew  like  a  madman  to  the  cliffs,  where  he  stayed  till 
half-past  ten,  given  up  to  a  sort  of  frenzy,  sometimes 
walking  at  a  great  pace  and  spouting  soliloquies,  some- 
times standing  still  or  sitting  down,  without  observing  the 
uneasiness  he  was  giving  to  two  coastguards  on  the  look- 
out. After  falling  in  love  with  Modeste's  mental  culture 
and  aggressive  candor,  he  now  added  his  adoration  of  her 
beauty,  that  is  to  say,  an  unreasoning  and  inexplicable 
passion,  to  all  the  other  causes  that  had  brought  him  ten 
days  ago  to  church  at  le  Havre. 

Then  he  wandered  back  to  the  Chalet,  where  the  Pyre- 
nean  dogs  barked  at  him -so  furiously  that  he  could  not 
allow  himself  the  happiness  of  gazing  at  Modeste's  win- 
dows. In  love,  all  these  things  are  of  no  more  account 
than  the  under-painting  covered  by  the  final  touches  is  to 
the  painter;  but  they  are  nevertheless  the  whole  of  love, 
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as  concealed  painstaking  is  the  whole  of  art:  the  outcome 
is  a  great  painter  and  a  perfect  lover,  which  the  public  and 
the  woman  worship  at  last— often  too  late. 

"Well!"  cried  he  aloud,  "I  will  stay,  I  will  endure.  I 
shall  see  her  and  love  her  selfishly,  for  my  own  joy  I  Mo- 
deste  will  be  my  sun,  my  life,  I  shall  breathe  by  her  breath, 
I  shall  rejoice  in  her  joys,  I  shall  pine  over  her  sorrows,  even 
if  she  should  be  the  wife  of  that  egoist  Canalis — " 

4  *  That  is  something  like  love,  Monsieur  1"  said  a  voice 
proceeding  from  a  bush  by  the  wayside.  "Bless  me  I  is 
everybody  in  love  with  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie?" 

Butscha  started  forth  and  gazed  at  La  Briere.  Ernest 
sheathed  his  wrath  as  he  looked  at  the  dwarf  in  the  moon- 
light, and  walked  on  a  few  steps  without  replying. 

"Two  soldiers  serving  in  the  same  company  should  be 
on  better  terms  than  that,"  said  Butscha.  "If  you  are  not 
in  love  with  Canalis,  I  am  not  very  sweet  on  him  myself." 

"He  is  my  friend,"  said  Ernest. 

"Oh!  then  you  are  the  little  secretary?"  replied  the 
hunchback. 

"I  would  have  you  to  know,  Monsieur,"  said  La  Briere, 
•'that  I  am  no  man's  secretary.  I  have  the  honor  to  call 
myself  councillor  to  one  of  the  High  Courts  of  Justice  of 
this  realm." 

"I  have  the  honor,  then,  of  making  my  bow  to  Mon- 
sieur de  la  Briere,-"  said  Butscha.  "I  have  the  honor  to 
call  myself  head  clerk  to  Maitre  Latournelle,  the  first  no- 
tary in  le  Havre,  and  I  certainly  am  better  off  than  you 
are. — Yes — for  I  have  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  Mad- 
emoiselle Modeste  de  la  Bastie  almost  every  afternoon  for 
the  last  four  years,  and  I  propose  to  live  within  her  ken  as 
one  of  the  King's  household  lives  at  the  Tuileries.  If  I 
were  offered  the  throne  of  Eussia,  I  should  reply,  *I  like 
the  sun  too  well!' — Is  not  that  as  much  as  to  say,  Mon- 
sieur, that  I  care  more  for  her  than  for  myself — with  all 
respect  and  honor?  And  do  you  suppose  that  the  high 
and  mighty  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  will  look  with  a  friendly 
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eye  on  the  happiness  of  Madame  de  Canalis,  when  her 
maid,  who  is  in  love  with  Monsieur  Germain,  and  is  al- 
ready uneasy  at  that  fascinating  valet's  long  absence  at  le 
Havre,  as  she  dresses  her  mistress's  hair  complains  ..." 

"How  do  you  know  all  this?"  said  La  Briere,  inter- 
rupting him. 

"In  the  first  place,  I  am  a  notary's  clerk,"  replied  But- 
scha.  "And  have  you  not  observed  that  I  have  a  hump? 
It  is  full  of  ingenuity,  Monsieur.  I  made  myself  cousin  to 
Mademoiselle  Philoxdne  Jacmin,  of  Honfleur,  where  my 
mother  was  born,  also  a  Jacmin — there  are  eleven  branches 
of  Jacmins  at  Honfleur. — And  so  my  fair  cousin,  tempted 
by  the  hope  of  a  highly  improbable  legacy,  told  me  a  good 
many  things." 

"And  the  Duchess  is  vindictive?"  said  La  Briere. 

"As  vengeful  as  a  queen,  said  Philox&ne.  She  has  not 
yet  forgiven  the  Duke  for  being  only  her  husband,"  re- 
plied Butscha.  "She  hates  as  she  loves.  I  am  thoroughly 
informed  as  to  her  temper,  her  dress,  her  tastes,  her  relig- 
ion, and  her  meannesses,  for  Philoxene  stripped  her  soul 
and  body.  I  went  to  the  Opera  to  see  Madame  de  Chau- 
lieu,  and  I  do  not  regret  my  ten  francs — I  am  not  think- 
ing of  the  piece.  If  my  hypothetical  cousin  had  not  told 
me  that  her  mistress  had  seen  fifty  springs,  I  should  have 
thought  it  lavish  to  give  her  thirty;  she  has  known  no 
winter,  my  lady  the  Duchess!" 

"True,"  said  La  Briere,  "she  is  a  cameo  preserved  by 
the  onyx. — Canalis  would  be  in  great  difficulties  if  the 
Duchess  knew  of  his  plans;  and  I  hope,  Monsieur,  that 
you  will  go  no  further  in  an  espionage  so  unworthy  of  an 
honest  man." 

"Monsieur,"  said  Butscha  proudly,  "to  me  Modeste  is 
the  State.  I  do  not  spy,  I  forestall!  The  Duchesse  de 
Chaulieu  will  come  here  if  necessary,  or  will  remain 
quietly  where  she  is  if  I  think  it  advisable." 

"You?" 

UT    M 
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"And  by  what  means?"  asked  La  Briere. 

"Ah,  that  is  the  question,"  said  the  little  hunchback. 
He  plucked  a  blade  of  grass.  "This  little  plant  imagines 
that  man  builds  palaces  for  its  accommodation,  and  one 
day  it  dislodges  the  most  firmly  cemented  marble,  just  as 
the  populace,  having  found  a  foothold  in  the  structure  of 
the  feudal  system,  overthrew  it.  The  power  of  the  weak- 
est that  can  creep  in  everywhere  is  greater  than  that  of  the 
strong  man  who  relies  on  his  cannon.  There  are  three  of 
us,  a  Swiss  league,  who  have  sworn  that  Modeste  shall  be 
happy,  and  who  would  sell  our  honor  for  her  sake. — Good- 
night, Monsieur.  If  you  love  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie, 
forget  this  conversation,  and  give  me  your  hand  to  shake, 
for  you  seem  to  me  to  have  a  heart! — I  was  pining  to  see 
the  Chalet;  I  got  here  just  as  she  put  out  her  candle.  I 
saw  you  when  the  dogs  gave  tongue,  I  heard  you  raging; 
and  so  I  took  the  liberty  of  telling  you  that  we  serve  under 
the  same  colors,  in  the  regiment  of  loyal  devotion  1" 

"Good,"  replied  La  Briere,  pressing  the  hunchback's 
hand.  "Then  be  kind  enough  to  tell  me  whether  Mad- 
emoiselle Modeste  ever  fell  in  love  with  a  man  before  her 
secret  correspondence  with  Canalis?" 

"Oh I"  cried  Butscha,  "the  mere  question  is  an  insult! 
— And  even  now  who  knows  whether  she  is  in  love?  Does 
she  herself  know?  She  has  rushed  into  enthusiasm  for  the 
mind,  the  genius,  the  spirit  of  this  verse-monger,  this  ven- 
der of  literary  pinchbeck;  but  she  will  study  him — we  shall 
all  study  him;  I  will  find  some  means  of  making  his  true 
character  peep  out  from  beneath  the  carapace  of  the  well- 
mannered  man,  and  we  shall  see  the  insignificant  head  of 
his  ambition  and  his  vanity,"  said  Butscha,  rubbing  his 
hands.  "Now  unless  Mademoiselle  is  mad  enough  to  die 
of  it—" 

"Oh,  she  sat  entranced  before  him  as  if  he  were  a  mir- 
acle!" cried  La  Briere,  revealing  the  secret  of  his  jealousy. 

"If  he  is  really  a  good  fellow,  and  loyal,  and  loves  her, 
if  he  is  worthy  of  her,"  Butscha  went  on,  "if  he  gives  up 
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his  Duchess,  it  Is  the  Duchess  I  will  spread  a  net  for! — 
There,  my  dear  sir,  follow  that  path,  and  you  will  be  at 
home  in  ten  minutes." 

But  Butscha  presently  turned  back  and  called  to  the 
hapless  Ernest,  who,  as  an  ardent  lover,  would  have 
stayed  all  night  to  talk  of  Modeste. 

"Monsieur,"  said  Butscha,  "I  have  not  yet  had  the 
honor  of  seeing  our  great  poet;  I  am  anxious  to  study 
that  splendid  phenomenon  in  the  exercise  of  his  func- 
tions; do  me  the  kindness  to  come  and  spend  the  even- 
ing at  the  Chalet  the  day  after  to-morrow;  and  stay  some 
time,  for  a  man  does  not  completely  betray  himself  in  an 
hour.  I  shall  know,  before  any  one,  if  he  loves,  or  ever 
will  love,  or  ever  could  love  Mademoiselle  Modeste." 

"You  are  very  young  to — " 

"To  be  a  professor!"  said  Butscha,  interrupting  La 
Bri6re.  "Ah,  Monsieur,  the  deformed  come  into  the 
world  a  hundred  years  old.  Besides,  a  sick  man,  you 
see,  when  he  has  been  ill  a  long  time,  becomes  more 
knowing  than  his  doctor;  he  understands  the  ways  of 
the  disease,  which  is  more  than  a  conscientious  doctor  al- 
ways does.  Well,  in  the  same  way,  a  man  who  loves  a 
woman  while  the  woman  cannot  help  scorning  him  for  his 
ugliness  or  his  misshapen  person,  is  at  last  so  qualified  in 
love  that  he  could  pass  as  a  seducer,  as  the  sick  man  at 
last  recovers  his  health.  Folly  alone  is  incurable. — Since 
the  age  of  six,  and  I  am  now  five-and-twenty,  I  have  had 
neither  father  nor  mother;  public  charity  has  been  my 
mother,  and  the  King's  commissioner  my  father. — Nay,  do 
not  be  distressed,"  he  said,  in  reply  to  Ernest's  expres- 
sion, "I  am  less  miserable  than  my  position —  Well,  since 
I  was  six  years  old,  when  the  insolent  eyes  of  a  servant  of 
Madame  Latournelle's  told  me  that  I  had  no  right  to  wish 
to  love,  I  have  loved  and  have  studied  women.  I  began 
with  ugly  ones — it  is  well  to  take  the  bull  by  the  horns. 
So  I  took  for  the  first  subject  of  my  studies  Madame  La- 
tournelle  herself,  who  has  been  really  angelic  to  me.  I 


MODESTE  MIONON  595 

was  perhaps  wrong;  however,  so  it  was.  I  distilled  her  in 
my  alembic,  and  I  at  last  discovered  hidden  in  a  corner  of 
her  soul  this  idea,  'I  am  not  as  ugly  as  people  think!' — 
And,  in  spite  of  her  deep  piety,  by  working  on  that  idea 
I  could  have  led  her  to  the  brink  of  the  abyss — to  leave 
her  there.'1 

"And  have  you  studied  Modeste?" 

"I  thought  I  had  told  you,"  replied  the  hunchback, 
"that  my  life  is  hers,  as  France  is  the  King's!  Now  do 
you  understand  my  playing  the  spy  in  raris?  I  alone 
know  all  the  nobleness  and  pride,  the  unselfishness  and 
unexpected  sweetness  that  lie  in  the  heart  and  soul  of 
that  adorable  creature — the  indefatigable  kindness,  the 
true  piety,  the  lightheartedness,  information,  refinement, 
affability—" 

Butscha  drew  out  his  handkerchief  to  stop  two  tears 
from  falling,  and  La  Briere  held  his  hand  for  some  time. 

"I  shall  live  in  her  radiance  I  It  comes  from  her,  and 
it  ends  in  me,  that  is  how  we  are  united,  somewhat  as 
nature  is  to  God  by  light  and  the  word. — Good-night, 
Monsieur,  I  never  chattered  so  much  in  my  life;  but  see- 
ing you  below  her  windows,  I  guessed  that  you  loved  her 
in  my  way." 

Butscha,  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  left  the  un- 
happy lover,  on  whose  heart  this  conversation  had  shed 
a  mysterious  balm.  Ernest  determined  to  make  Butscha 
his  friend,  never  suspecting  that  the  clerk's  loquacity  was 
chiefly  intended  to  open  communications  with  Canalis* 
house.  In  what  a  flow  and  ebb  of  thoughts,  resolutions, 
and  schemes  was  Ernest  lapped  before  falling  asleep;  and 
his  friend  Canalis  was  sleeping  the  sleep  of  the  triumphant, 
the  sweetest  slumber  there  is  next  to  that  of  the  just. 

At  breakfast  the  friends  agreed  to  go  together  to  spend 
the  evening  of  the  following  day  at  the  Chalet,  and  be  in- 
itiated into  the  mild  joys  of  provincial  whist.  To  get  rid 
of  this  day  they  ordered  out  the  horses,  both  warranted  to 
ride  and  drive,  and  ventured  forth  into  a  country  certainly 
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as  unknown  to  them  as  China;  for  the  least  known  thing 
in  France  to  a  Frenchman,  is  France. 

As  he  reflected  on  his  position  as  a  lover  rejected  and 
scorned,  the  secretary  made  somewhat  such  a  study  of  him- 
self as  he  had  been  led  to  make  by  the  question  Modesto 
had  put  to  him  at  the  beginning  of  their  correspondence. 
Though  misfortune  is  supposed  to  develop  virtues,  it  only 
does  so  in  virtuous  people;  for  this  sort  of  cleaning  up  of 
the  conscience  takes  place  only  in  naturally  cleanly  per- 
sons. La  Briere  determined  to  swallow  his  griefs  with 
Spartan  philosophy,  to  preserve  his  dignity,  and  never 
allow  himself  to  be  betrayed  into  a  mean  action;  while 
Canalis,  fascinated  by  such  an  enormous  fortune,  vowed 
to  himself  that  he  would  neglect  nothing  that  might  cap- 
tivate Modeste.  Egoism  and  unselfishness,  the  watch- 
words of  these  two  natures,  brought  them  by  a  moral 
law,  which  sometimes  has  whimsical  results,  to  behave 
in  opposition  to  their  characters.  The  selfish  man  meant 
to  act  self-sacrifice,  the  man  who  was  all  kindliness  would 
take  refuge  on  the  Aventine  Hill  of  pride.  This  phenom- 
enon may  also  be  seen  in  politics.  Men  often  turn  their 
natures  inside  out,  and  not  infrequently  the  public  do  not 
know  the  right  side  from  the  wrong. 

After  dinner  they  heard  from  Germain  that  the  Master 
of  the  Horse  had  arrived;  he  was  introduced  at  the  Chalet 
that  evening  by  Monsieur  Latournelle.  Mademoiselle  d'He- 
rouville  managed  to  offend  the  worthy  lawyer  at  once,  by 
sending  a  message  through  a  footman,  desiring  him  to  call 
at  her  house,  instead  of  simply  sending  her  nephew  to  take 
up  the  lawyer,  who  would  certainly  have  talked  till  his  dying 
day  of  the  visit  paid  by  the  Master  of  the  Horse.  So  when 
his  lordship  offered  to  take  him  to  Ingouville  in  his  carriage, 
the  little  notary  merely  said  that  he  must  return  home  to 
accompany  his  wife.  Seeing  by  his  sullen  manner  that  there 
was  something  wrong,  the  Duke  graciously  replied,  '*If  you 
will  allow  me,  I  shall  have  the  honor  of  going  round  to  fetch 
Madame  Latournelle." 
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In  spite  of  an  emphatic  shrug  of  his  despotic  aunt's  shoul- 
ders, the  Duke  set  out  with  the  little  notary.  Intoxicated 
with  the  delight  of  seeing  a  magnificent  carriage  at  her  door, 
and  men  in  the  royal  livery  to  let  down  the  steps,  the  law- 
yer's wife  did  not  know  which  way  to  turn  for  her  gloves, 
her  parasol,  her  bag,  and  her  dignity,  when  it  was  announced 
to  her  that  the  Master  of  the  Horse  had  come  to  fetch  her. 
As  soon  as  she  was  in  the  carriage,  while  pouring  out  civili- 
ties to  the  little  Duke,  she  suddenly  exclaimed  with  kindly 
impulse:  "Oh,  and  Butscha?" 

"Bring  Butscha  too,"  said  the  Duke,  smiling. 

As  the  harbormen,  who  had  collected  round  the  dazzling 
vehicle,  saw  these  three  little  men  with  that  tall  meagre 
woman,  they  looked  at  each  other  and  laughed. 

ulf  you  stuck  them  together  end  to  end,  perhaps  you 
might  make  a  man  tall  enough  for  that  long  May-pole,"  said 
a  sailor  from  Bordeaux. 

"Have  you  anything  else  to  take  with  you,  Madame?" 
the  Duke  asked  jestingly,  as  the  footman  stood  waiting  for 
his  orders. 

"No,  Monseigneur, "  replied  she,  turning  scarlet,  and 
looking  at  her  husband  as  much  as  to  say,  "What  have  I 
done  wrong?" 

"His  Lordship,"  said  Butscha,  "does  me  too  much  honor 
in  speaking  of  me  as  a  thing ;  a  poor  clerk  like  me  is  a  name- 
less object." 

Though  he  spoke  lightly,  the  Duke  colored  and  made  no 
reply.  Grand  folk  are  always  in  the  wrong  to  bandy  jests 
with  those  below  them.  Banter  is  a  game,  and  a  game  im- 
plies equality.  And,  indeed,  it  is  to  obviate  the  unpleasant 
results  of  such  a  transient  familiarity  that,  when  the  game 
is  over,  the  players  have  a  right  not  to  recognize  each  other. 

The  Duke's  visit  to  le  Havre  was  ostensibly  for  the  settle- 
ment of  an  immense  undertaking,  namely,  the  reclaiming  of 
a  vast  tract  of  land,  left  dry  by  the  sea  between  two  streams, 
of  which  the  ownership  had  just  been  confirmed  to  the  He*rou- 
ville  family  by  the  High  Court  of  Appeal.  The  proposed 
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scheme  was  no  less  a  matter  than  the  adjustment  of  sluice 
gates  to  two  bridges,  to  drain  a  tract  of  mud  flats  extending 
for  about  a  kilometre,  with  a  breadth  of  three  or  four  hun- 
dred acres,  to  embank  roads  and  dig  dikes.  When  the  Due 
d'Herouville  had  explained  the  nature  and  position  of  the 
land,  Charles  Mignon  observed  that  he  would  have  to  wait 
till  nature  had  enabled  the  soil  to  settle  by  the  consolidation 
of  its  still  shifting  natural  constituents. 

"Time,  which  has  providentially  enriched  your  estate, 
Monsieur  le  Due,  must  be  left  to  complete  its  work,"  said 
he,  in  conclusion.  "You  will  do  well  to  wait  another  fifty 
years  before  setting  to  work." 

"Do  not  let  that  be  your  final  opinion,  Monsieur  le 
Comte,"  said  the  Duke.  "Come  to  He*rouville,  see,  and 
judge  for  yourself." 

Charles  Mignon  replied  that  some  capitalist  would  need 
to  look  into  the  matter  with  a  cool  head;  and  this  remark 
had  given  Monsieur  d'Herouville  an  excuse  for  calling  at 
the  Chalet. 

Modeste  made  a  deep  impression  on  him ;  he  begged  the 
favor  of  a  visit  from  her,  saying  that  his  aunt  and  sister  had 
heard  of  her,  and  would  be  happy  to  make  her  acquaintance. 
On  this,  Charles  Mignon  proposed  to  introduce  his  daughter 
to  the  two  ladies,  and  invited  them  to  dine  with  him  on  the 
day  when  he  should  be  re-established  in  his  former  home; 
this  the  Duke  accepted.  The  nobleman's  blue  ribbon,  his 
title,  and,  above  all,  his  rapturous  glances,  had  their  effect 
on  Modeste;  still,  she  was  admirably  calm  in  speech,  man- 
ner, and  dignity.  The  Duke  when  he  left  seemed  loth  to 
depart,  but  he  had  received  an  invitation  to  go  to  the  Chalet 
every  evening,  on  the  pretext  that,  of  course,  no  courtier  of 
Charles  X.  could  possibly  endure  an  evening  without  a  game 
of  whist. 

So,  on  the  following  evening,  Modeste  was  to  see  her  three 
admirers  all  on  the  stage  at  once. 

Say  what  she  will,  it  is  certainly  flattering  to  a  girl  to  see 
several  rivals  fluttering  around  her,  men  of  talent,  fame,  or 
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high  birth,  all  trying  to  shine  and  please  her,  though  the 
logic  of  the  heart  will  lead  her  to  sacrifice  everything  to  per- 
sonal predilection.  Even  if  Modeste  should  lose  credit  by 
the  admission,  she  owned,  at  a  later  day,  that  the  feelings 
expressed  in  her  letters  had  paled  before  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing three  men,  so  different,  vying  with  each  other — three 
men,  each  of  whom  would  have  done  honor  to  the  most 
exacting  family  pride.  At  the  same  time,  this  luxury  of 
vanity  gave  way  before  the  misanthropical  spirit  of  mischief 
engendered  by  the  bitter  affront  which  she  already  thought 
of  merely  as  a  disappointment.  So  when  her  father  said  to 
her  with  a  smile:  "Well,  Modeste,  would  you  like  to  be  a 
duchess?" 

"Ill  fortune  has  made  me  philosophical,"  she  replied, 
with  a  mocking  courtesy. 

"You  are  content  to  be  Baroness?"  said  Butscha. 

"Or  Viscountess?"  replied  her  father. 

"How  could  that  be?"  said  Modeste  quickly. 

"Why,  if  you  were  to  accept  Monsieur  de  la  Bri&re,  he 
would  certainly  have  influence  enough  with  the  King  to  get 
leave  to  take  my  title  and  bear  my  arms." 

"Oh,  if  it  is  a  matter  of  borrowing  a  disguise,  he  will 
make  no  difficulties!"  replied  Modeste  bitterly. 

Butscha  did  not  understand  this  sarcasm,  of  which  only 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Mignon  and  Dumay  knew  the  mean- 
ing. 

"As  soon  as  marriage  is  in  question,  every  man  assumes 
a  disguise,"  said  Madame  Latournelle,  "and  women  set  them 
the  example.  Ever  since  I  can  remember  I  have  heard  it 
said,  'Monsieur  this  or  Mademoiselle  that  is  making  a  very 
good  match' — so  the  other  party  must  be  making  a  bad  one, 
I  suppose?" 

"Marriage,"  said  Butscha,  "is  like  an  action  at  law;  one 
side  is  always  left  dissatisfied;  and  if  one  party  deceives  the 
other,  half  the  married  couples  one  sees  certainly  play  the 
farce  at  the  cost  of  the  other." 

"Whence  you  conclude,  Sire  Butscha?"  asked  Modeste. 
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"That  we  must  always  keep  our  eyes  sternly  open  to  the 
enemy's  movements,"  replied  the  clerk. 

"What  did  I  tell  you,  my  pet?"  said  Charles  Mignon, 
alluding  to  his  conversation  with  his  daughter  on  the  sea- 
shore. 

"Men,  to  get  married,"  said  Latournelle,  "play  as  many 
parts  as  mothers  make  their  daughters  play  in  order  to  get 
them  off  their  hands. ' ' 

"Then  you  think  stratagem  allowable?"  said  Modeste. 

"On  both  sides,"  cried  Gobenheim.  "Then  the  game 
is  even." 

This  conversation  was  carried  on  in  a  fragmentary  man- 
ner, between  the  deals,  and  mixed  up  with  the  opinions  each 
one  allowed  himself  to  express  about  Monsieur  d'Herouvi lie, 
who  was  thought  quite  good-looking  by  the  little  notary,  by 
little  Dumay,  and  by  little  Butscha. 

"I  see,"  said  Madame  Mignon,  with  a  smile,  "that  Ma- 
dame Latournelle  and  my  husband  are  quite  monsters  here!" 

"Happily  for  him  the  Colonel  is  not  excessively  tall," 
replied  Butscha,  while  the  lawyer  was  dealing,  "for  a  tall 
man  who  is  also  intelligent  is  always  a  rare  exception." 

But  for  this  little  discussion  on  the  legitimate  use  of 
matrimonial  wiles,  the  account  of  the  evening  so  anxiously 
expected  by  Butscha  might  seem  lengthy;  but  wealth,  for 
which  so  much  secret  meanness  was  committed,  may  perhaps 
lend  to  the  minutiaa  of  private  life  the  interest  which  is  always 
aroused  by  the  social  feeling  so  frankly  set  forth  by  Ernest 
in  his  reply  to  Modeste. 

In  the  course  of  the  next  morning  Desplein  arrived.  He 
stayed  only  so  long  as  was  needful  for  sending  to  le  Havre 
for  a  relay  of  post-horses,  which  were  at  once  put  in — about 
an  hour.  After  examining  Madame  Mignon,  he  said  she 
would  certainly  recover  her  sight,  and  fixed  the  date  for  the 
operation  a  month  later.  This  important  consultation  was 
held,  of  course,  in  the  presence  of  the  family  party  at  the 
Chalet,  all  anxiously  eager  to  hear  the  decision  of  the  Prince 
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of  Science.  The  illustrious  member  of  the  Academy  of 
Science  asked  the  blind  woman  ten  short  questions,  while 
examining  her  eyes  in  the  bright  light  by  the  window.  Mo- 
deste,  amazed  at  the  value  of  time  to  this  famous  man,  noticed 
that  his  travelling  chaise  was  full  of  books,  which  he  intended 
to  read  on  the  way  back  to  Paris,  for  he  had  come  away  on 
the  previous  evening,  spending  the  night  in  sleeping  and 
travelling. 

The  swiftness  and  clearness  of  Desplein's  decisions  on 
every  answer  of  Madame  Mignon's,  his  curt  speech,  his  man- 
ner, all  gave  Modeste,  for  the  first  time,  any  clear  idea  of  a 
man  of  genius.  She  felt  the  enormous  gulf  between  Canalis, 
a  man  of  second-rate  talents,  and  Desplein,  a  more  than 
superior  mind. 

A  man  of  genius  has,  in  the  consciousness  of  his  talent, 
and  the  assurance  of  his  fame,  a  domain,  as  it  were,  where 
his  legitimate  pride  can  move  and  breathe  freely  without 
incommoding  other  people.  Then  the  incessant  conflict  with 
men  and  things  gives  him  no  time  to  indulge  the  coquettish 
conceits  in  which  the  heroes  of  fashion  indulge,  as  they  hastily 
reap  the  harvest  of  a  passing  season,  while  their  vanity  and 
self-love  are  exacting  and  irritable,  like  a  sort  of  custom- 
house alert  to  seize  a  toll  on  everything  that  passes  within 
its  ken. 

Modeste  was  all  the  more  delighted  with  the  great  surgeon 
because  he  seemed  struck  by  her  extreme  beauty — he,  under 
whose  hands  so  many  women  had  passed,  and  who  for  years 
had  been  scrutinizing  them  with  the  lancet  and  microscope. 

4 'It  would  really  be  too  bad,"  said  he,  with  the  gallantry 
which  he  could  so  well  assume,  in  contrast  to  his  habitual 
abruptness,  "that  a  mother  should  be  deprived  of  seeing 
such  a  lovely  daughter." 

Modeste  herself  waited  on  the  great  surgeon  at  the  simple 
luncheon  he  would  accept.  She,  with  her  father  and  Dumay, 
escorted  the  learned  man,  for  whom  so  many  sick  were  long- 
ing, as  far  as  the  chaise  which  waited  for  him  at  the  side 
gate,  and  there,  her  eyes  beaming  with  hope,  she  said  once 
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more  to  Desplain:  "Then  dear  mamma  will  really  see 
me?" 

"Yes,  my  pretty  Will-o'-the-Wisp,  I  promise  you  she 
shall,"  he  replied,  with  a  smile;  "and  I  am  incapable  of 
deceiving  you,  for  I  too  have  a  daughter." 

The  horses  whirled  him  off  as  he  spoke  the  words,  which 
had  an  unexpected  touch  of  feeling.  Nothing  is  more  be- 
witching than  the  unforeseen  peculiar  to  very  clever  men. 

This  visit  was  the  event  of  the  day,  and  it  left  a  track  of 
light  in  Modeste's  soul.  The  enthusiastic  child  admired  with- 
out guile  this  man  whose  life  was  at  everybody's  command, 
and  in  whom  the  habit  of  contemplating  physical  suffering 
had  overcome  every  appearance  of  egoism. 

In  the  evening,  when  Grobenheim,  the  Latournelles,  Ca- 
nalis,  Ernest,  and  the  Due  d'Herouville  had  assembled,  they 
congratulated  the  Mignon  family  on  the  good  news  given 
them  by  Desplein.  Then,  of  course,  the  conversation,  led 
by  Modeste,  as  we  know  her  from  her  letters,  turned  on  this 
man  whose  genius,  unfortunately  for  his  glory,  could  only 
be  appreciated  by  the  most  learned  men  and  the  Medical 
Faculty.  And  Gobenheim  uttered  this  speech,  which  is  in 
our  days  the  sanctifying  anointing  of  genius  in  the  ears  of 
economists  and  bankers:  "He  makes  enormous  sums." 

"He  is  said  to  be  very  greedy !"  replied  Canalis. 

The  praise  lavished  on  Desplein  by  Modeste  annoyed  the 
poet.  Vanity  behaves  like  Woman.  They  both  believe  that 
they  lose  something  by  praise  or  affection  bestowed  on  an- 
other. Voltaire  was  jealous  of  the  wit  of  a  man  whom  Paris 
admired  for  two  days,  just  as  a  duchess  takes  offence  at  a 
glance  bestowed  on  her  waiting-maid.  So  great  is  the  ava- 
rice of  these  two  feelings  that  they  feel  robbed  of  a  pittance 
bestowed  on  the  poor. 

"And  do  you  think,  Monsieur,"  asked  Modeste,  with  a 
smile,  "that  a  genius  should  be  measured  by  the  ordinary 
standard  ? ' ' 

"It  would  first  be  necessary,  perhaps,"  said  Canalis,  "to 
define  a  man  of  genius.  One  of  his  prime  characteristics 
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is  inventiveness — the  invention  of  a  type,  of  a  system,  of 
a  power.  Napoleon  was  an  inventor,  apart  from  his  other 
characteristics  of  genius.  He  invented  his  method  of  war- 
fare. Walter  Scott  is  an  inventor,  LinnsBus  was  an  inventor, 
BO  are  Geoffroy  Saint-Hilaire  and  Cuvier.  Such  men  are 
geniuses  above  all  else.  They  renew,  or  expand,  or  modify 
science  or  art.  But  Desplein  is  a  man  whose  immense  talent 
consists  in  applying  laws  that  were  previously  discovered; 
in  detecting,  by  natural  intuition,  the  final  tendency  of 
every  temperament,  and  the  hour  marked  out  by  nature 
for  the  performance  of  an  operation.  He  did  not,  like  Hip- 
pocrates, lay  the  foundations  of  Science  itself.  He  has  not 
discovered  a  system,  like  Galen,  Broussais,  or  Rasori.  His 
is  the  genius  of  the  executant,  like  Moscheles  on  the  piano, 
Paganini  on  the  violin,  or  Farinelli  on  his  own  larynx — men 
who  display  immense  powers,  but  who  do  not  create  music. 
Between  Beethoven  and  Madame  Catalani  you  will  allow 
that  to  him  should  be  awarded  the  crown  of  genius  and 
suffering ;  to  her  a  vast  heap  of  five-franc  pieces.  We  can 
pay  our  debt  to  one,  while  the  world  must  forever  remain 
in  debt  to  the  other!  We  owe  more  and  more  to  Moliere 
every  day,  and  we  have  already  overpaid  Baron." 

"It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  giving  too  large  a  share  to 
ideas,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  La  Bri^re,  in  a  sweet  and  gentle 
voice  that  was  in  startling  contrast  to  the  poet's  peremptory 
style,  for  his  flexible  voice  had  lost  its  insinuating  tone  and 
assumed  the  dominant  ring  of  rhetoric.  "Genius  ought  to 
be  estimated  chiefly  for  its  utility.  Parmentier,  Jacquard, 
and  Papin,  to  whom  statues  will  one  day  be  erected,  were 
also  men  of  genius.  They  have  in  a  certain  direction  al- 
tered, or  will  alter,  the  face  of  nations.  From  this  point 
of  view  Desplein  will  always  appear  in  the  eyes  of  thinking 
men  accompanied  by  a  whole  generation  whose  tears  and 
sufferings  have  been  alleviated  by  his  mighty  hand." 

That  Ernest  should  have  expressed  this  opinion  was 
enough  to  prompt  Modeste  to  contest  it. 

"In  that  case,  Monsieur,"  said  she,  "the  man  who  should 
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find  means  to  reap  corn  without  spoiling  the  straw,  by  a  ma- 
chine that  should  do  the  work  of  ten  laborers,  would  be  a 
man  of  genius  ?" 

"Oh,  yes,  my  child,"  said  Madame  Mignon,  "he  would 
be  blessed  by  the  poor,  whose  bread  would  then  be  cheaper; 
and  he  whom  the  poor  bless  is  blessed  by  God." 

"That  is  to  give  utility  the  preference  over  art,"  said 
Modeste,  with  a  toss  of  her  head. 

"But  for  utility,"  said  her  father,  "on  what  would  art  be 
founded  ?  On  what  basis  would  it  rest,  on  what  would  the 
poet  live,  and  who  would  give  him  shelter,  who  would  pay 
him?" 

"Oh,  my  dear  father,  that  is  quite  the  view  of  a  mer- 
chant captain,  a  Philistine,  a  counter-jumper.  That  Goben- 
heim  or  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  should  hold  it  I  can  under- 
stand; they  are  interested  in  the  solution  of  such  social 
problems;  but  you,  whose  life  has  been  so  romantically 
useless  to  your  age,  since  your  blood  spilled  on  the  soil  of 
Europe,  and  the  terrible  sufferings  required  of  you  by  a 
Colossus,  have  not  hindered  France  from  losing  ten  depart- 
ments which  the  Republic  had  conquered — how  can  you 
subscribe  to  a  view  so  excessively  out  of  date,  as  the  Ro- 
mantics have  it  ? — It  is  easy  to  see  that  you  have  dropped 
from  China." 

The  disrespect  of  Modeste's  speech  was  aggravated  by 
the  scornful  and  contemptuous  flippancy  of  the  tone  in 
which  she  intentionally  spoke,  and  which  astonished  Ma- 
dame Latournelle,  Madame  Mignon,  and  Dumay.  Madame 
Latournelle,  though  she  opened  her  eyes  wide  enough,  could 
not  see  what  Modeste  was  driving  at;  Butscha,  who  was  as 
alert  as  a  spy,  looked  significantly  at  Monsieur  Mignon  on 
seeing  his  face  flush  with  deep  and  sudden  indignation. 

"A  little  more,  Mademoiselle,  and  you  would  have  failed 
in  respect  to  your  father,"  said  the  Colonel  with  a  smile, 
enlightened  by  Butscha's  glance.  "That  is  what  comes  of 
spoiling  a  child." 

"I  am  an  only  daughter!"  she  retorted  insolently. 
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"Unique!"  said  the  notary,  with  emphasis. 

"Monsieur,"  said  Modeste  to  Latournelle,  "my  father  is 
very  willing  that  I  should  educate  him.  He  gave  me  life, 
I  give  him  wisdom — he  will  still  be  my  debtor." 

"But  there  is  a  way  of  doing  it — and,  above  all,  a  time 
for  it,"  said  Madame  Mignon. 

"But  Mademoiselle  is  very  right,"  said  Canalis,  rising, 
and  placing  himself  by  the  chimney-piece  in  one  of  the 
finest  postures  of  his  collection  of  attitudes.  "God  in  His 
foresight  has  given  man  food  and  clothing,  and  has  not 
directly  endowed  him  with  Artl  He  has  said  to  man,  'To 
eat,  you  must  stoop  to  the  earth;  to  think,  you  must  uplift 
yourself  to  Me!' — We  need  the  life  of  the  soul  as  much  as 
the  life  of  the  body.  Hence  there  are  two  forms  of  utility — 
obviously  we  do  not  wear  books  on  our  feet.  From  the 
utilitarian  point  of  view,  a  canto  of  an  epic  is  not  to  com- 
pare with  a  bowl  of  cheap  soup  from  a  charity  kitchen. 
The  finest  idea  in  the  world  cannot  take  the  place  of  the 
sail  of  a  ship.  An  automatic  boiler,  no  doubt,  by  lifting 
itself  two  inches,  supplies  us  with  calico  thirty  sous  a  yard 
cheaper;  but  this  machine  and  the  inventions  of  industry 
do  not  breathe  the  life  of  the  people,  and  will  never  tell  the 
future  that  it  has  existed;  whereas  Egyptian  art,  Mexican 
art,  Greek  or  Roman  art,  with  their  masterpieces,  stigma- 
tized as  useless,  have  borne  witness  to  the  existence  of  these 
nations  through  a  vast  space  of  time  in  places  where  great 
intermediate  nations  have  vanished  without  leaving  even  a 
name-card,  for  lack  of  men  of  genius!  Works  of  genius 
form  the  summum  of  a  civilization,  and  presuppose  a  great 
use.  You,  no  doubt,  would  not  think  a  pair  of  boots  better 
in  itself  than  a  drama,  nor  prefer  a  windmill  to  the  Church 
of  Saint-Ouen  ?  Well,  a  nation  is  moved  by  the  same  spirit 
as  an  individual,  and  man's  favorite  dream  is  to  survive  him- 
self morally,  as  he  reproduces  himself  physically.  What 
survives  of  a  nation  is  the  work  of  its  men  of  genius. 

"At  this  moment  France  is  a  vigorous  proof  of  the  truth 
of  this  proposition.  She  is  assuredly  outdone  by  England 
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in  industry,  commerce,  and  navigation;  nevertheless,  she 
leads  the  world,  I  believe,  by  her  artists,  her  gifted  men, 
and  the  taste  of  her  products.  There  is  not  an  artist,  not  a 
man  of  mark  anywhere,  who  does  not  come  to  Paris  to  win 
his  patent  of  mastery.  There  is  at  this  day  no  school  of 
painting  but  in  France;  and  we  shall  rule  by  the  Book 
more  surely  perhaps,  and  for  longer,  than  by  the  Sword. 

"Under  Ernest's  system  the  flowers  of  luxury  would 
be  suppressed — the  beauty  of  woman,  music,  painting,  and 
poetry.  Society  would  not,  indeed,  be  overthrown;  but 
who  would  accept  life  on  such  terms?  All  that  is  useful  is 
horrible  and  ugly.  The  kitchen  is  indispensable  in  a  house, 
but  you  take  good  care  never  to  stay  in  it;  you  live  in  a 
drawing-room,  ornamented,  as  this  is,  with  perfectly  super- 
fluous things.  Of  what  use  are  those  beautiful  pictures  and 
all  this  carved  woodwork  ?  Nothing  is  beautiful  but  what 
we  feel  to  be  useless.  We  have  called  the  sixteenth  century 
the  age  of  the  Eenaissance  with  admirable  accuracy  of  ex- 
pression. That  century  was  the  dawn  of  a  new  world;  men 
will  still  talk  of  it  when  some  preceding  ages  are  forgotten, 
whose  sole  merit  will  be  that  they  have  existed — like  the 
millions  of  beings  that  are  of  no  account  in  a  genera- 
tion." 

"  Q-uenille,  soitf  ma  guenille  truest  ch&re" — "A  poor  thing, 
but  mine  own,"  said  the  Due  d'Hdrouville  playfully,  dur- 
ing the  silence  that  followed  this  pompous  declamation  of 
prose. 

"But,"  said  Butscha,  taking  up  the  cudgels  against  Ca- 
nalis,  "does  the  art  exist  which,  according  to  you,  is  the 
sphere  in  which  genius  should  disport  itself?  Is  it  not 
rather  a  magnificent  fiction  which  social  man  is  madly  bent 
on  believing?  What  need  have  I  for  a  landscape  in  Nor- 
mandy hanging  in  my  room,  when  I  can  go  and  see  it  so  well 
done  by  God  ?  We  have  in  our  dreams  finer  poems  than  the 
'Iliad.'  For  a  very  moderate  sum  I  can  find  at  Valogues,  at 
Carentan,  as  in  Provence,  at  Aries,  Venuses  quite  as  lovely 
as  Titian's.  The  'Police  News'  publishes  romances,  differ- 
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ent  indeed  from  Walter  Scott's,  but  with  terrible  endings, 
in  real  blood,  and  not  in  ink.  Happiness  and  virtue  are  far 
above  art  and  genius!" 

"Bravo,  Butscha!"  cried  Madame  Latournelle. 

"What  did  he  say?"  asked  Canalis  of  La  Briere,  ceasing 
to  watch  Modeste,  in  whose  eyes  and  attitude  he  read  the 
delightful  evidence  of  her  artless  admiration. 

The  scorn  with  which  he  had  been  treated,  and,  above 
all,  the  girl's  disrespectful  speech  to  her  father,  had  so  de- 
pressed the  unhappy  La  Briere  that  he  made  no  reply;  his 
gaze,  sadly  fixed  on  Modeste,  betrayed  absorbed  meditation. 
The  little  clerk's  argument  was,  however,  repeated  with 
some  wit  by  the  Due  d'Herouville,  who  ended  by  saying 
that  the  raptures  of  Saint  Theresa  were  far  superior  to  the 
inventions  of  Lord  Byron. 

"Oh,  Monsieur  le  Due,"  remarked  Modeste,  "that  is 
wholly  personal  poetry,  while  Lord  Byron's  or  Moliere's 
is  for  the  benefit  of  the  world — " 

"Then  you  must  make  your  peace  with  the  Baron,"  in- 
terrupted her  father  quickly.  "Now  you  are  insisting  that 
genius  is  to  be  useful,  as  much  so  as  cotton ;  but  you  will, 
perhaps,  think  logic  as  stale  and  out  of  date  as  your  poor 
old  father." 

Butscha,  La  Briere,  and  Madame  Latournelle  exchanged 
half-laughing  glances,  which  spurred  Modeste  on  in  her 
career  of  provocation,  all  the  more  because  for  a  moment 
she  was  checked. 

"Nay,  Mademoiselle,"  said  Canalis  with  a  smile,  "we 
have  not  fought  nor  even  contradicted  each  other.  Every 
work  of  art,  whether  in  literature,  music,  painting,  sculpture, 
or  architecture,  carries  with  it  a  positive  social  utility,  like 
that  of  any  other  form  of  commercial  produce.  Art  is  the 
truest  form  of  commerce;  it  takes  it  for  granted.  A  book 
in  these  days  helps  its  writer  to  pocket  about  ten  thousand 
francs,  and  its  production  involves  printing,  paper-making, 
type-founding,  and  the  bookseller's  trade;  that  is  to  say,  the 
occupation  of  thousands  of  hands.  The  performance  of  a 
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symphony  by  Beethoven  or  of  an  opera  by  Rossini  demands 
quite  as  many  hands,  machines,  and  forms  of  industry. 

"The  cost  of  a  building  is  a  still  more  tangible  answer  to 
the  objection.  It  may,  indeed,  be  said  that  works  of  genius 
rest  on  a  very  costly  basis,  and  are  necessarily  profitable  to 
the  workingman." 

Fairly  started  on  this  text,  Canalis  talked  on  for  some 
minutes  with  a  lavish  use  of  imagery,  and  revelling  in  his 
own  words;  but  it  befell  him,  as  often  happens  with  great 
talkers,  to  find  himself  at  the  end  of  his  harangue  just  where 
he  started,  and  agreeing  with  La  Briere,  though  he  failed  to 
perceive  it. 

"I  discern  with  pleasure,  my  dear  Baron,"  said  the  lit- 
tle Duke  slyly,  "that  you  will  make  a  great  constitutional 
Minister. ' ' 

"Oh,"  said  Canalis,  with  an  ostentatious  flourish,  "what 
do  we  prove  by  all  our  discussions  ?  The  eternal  truth  of 
this  axiom,  'Everything  is  true  and  everything  is  false.' 
Moral  truths,  like  living  beings,  may  be  placed  in  an  at- 
mosphere where  they  change  their  appearance  to  the  point 
of  being  unrecognizable?" 

"Society  lives  by  condemned  things,"  said  the  Due 
d'He'rouville. 

"What  flippancy!"  said  Madame  Latournelle  in  a  low 
voice  to  her  husband. 

"He  is  a  poet,"  said  Gobenheim,  who  overheard  her. 

Canalis,  who  had  soared  ten  leagues  above  his  audience, 
and  who  was,  perhaps,  right  in  his  final  philosophical  dic- 
tum, took  the  sort  of  chill  he  read  on  every  face  for  a  symp- 
tom of  ignorance;  but  he  saw  that  Modeste  understood  him, 
and  was  content,  never  discerning  how  offensive  such  a 
monologue  is  to  country  folk,  whose  one  idea  is  to  prove 
to  Parisians  the  vitality,  intelligence,  and  good  judgment 
of  the  provinces. 

"Is  it  long  since  you  last  saw  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulleu  ?'" 
asked  the  Duke  of  Canalis,  to  change  the  subject. 

"I  saw  her  six  days  ago,"  replied  Canalis. 
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"And  she  is  well?" 

"Perfectly  well." 

"Remember  me  to  her,  pray,  when  you  write." 

"I  hear  she  is  charming,"  Modeste  remarked  to  the 
Duke. 

"Monsieur  le  Baron,"  said  he,  "knows  more  about  that 
than  I  do." 

"She  is  more  than  charming,"  said  Canalis,  accepting 
the  Duke's  perfidious  challenge.  "But  I  am  partial,  Mad- 
emoiselle ;  she  has  been  my  friend  these  ten  years.  I  owe 
to  her  all  that  may  be  good  in  me;  she  has  sheltered  me  from 
the  perils  of  the  world.  Besides,  the  Due  de  Chaulieu  started 
me  in  the  way  I  am  going.  But  for  their  influence  the  King 
and  Princesses  would  often  have  forgotten  a  poor  poet  as  I 
am;  my  affection,  therefore,  is  always  full  of  gratitude." 

And  he  spoke  with  tears  in  his  voice. 

"How  much  we  all  ought  to  love  the  woman  who  has 
inspired  you  with  such  sublime  song  and  such  a  noble  senti- 
ment," said  Modeste  with  feeling.  "Can  one  conceive  of  a 
poet  without  a  Muse?" 

"He  would  have  no  heart,"  said  Canalis;  "he  would  write 
verse  as  dry  as  Voltaire's  —  who  never  loved  any  one  but 
Voltaire." 

"When  I  was  in  Paris,"  said  Dumay,  "did  you  not  do 
me  the  honor  of  assuring  me  that  you  felt  none  of  the  feel- 
ings you  expressed?" 

UA  straight  hit,  my  worthy  soldier,"  replied  the  poet 
with  a  smile;  "but  you  must  understand  that  at  the  same 
time  it  is  allowable  to  have  a  great  deal  of  heart  in  the  intel- 
lectual life  as  well  as  in  real  life.  A  man  may  express  very 
fine  sentiments  without  feeling  them,  or  feel  them  without 
being  able  to  express  them.  La  Briere,  my  friend  there, 
loves  to  distraction,"  said  he  generously,  as  he  looked  at 
Modeste.  "I,  who  love  at  least  as  much  as  he  does,  believe 
— unless  I  am  under  an  illusion — that  I  can  give  my  passion 
a  literary  form  worthy  of  its  depth. — Still,  I  will  not  answer 
for  it,  Mademoiselle,"  said  he,  turning  to  Modeste  with  a 
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rather  over-elaborate  grace,  "that  I  shall  not  be  bereft  of 
wits  by  to-morrow — " 

And  thus  the  poet  triumphed  over  every  obstacle,  burn- 
ing in  honor  of  his  love  the  sticks  they  tried  to  trip  him  up 
with,  while  Modeste  was  dazzled  by  this  Parisian  brilliancy, 
which  was  unfamiliar  to  her,  and  which  lent  a  glitter  to  the 
orator's  rhetoric. 

"What  a  mountebank!"  said  Butscha  in  a  whisper  to 
Latournelle,  after  listening  to  a  magniloquent  tirade  on  the 
Catholic  religion,  and  the  happiness  of  having  a  pious  wife, 
poured  out  in  response  to  an  observation  from  Madame 
Mignon. 

Modeste  had  a  bandage  over  hor  eyes;  the  effect  of  his 
delivery,  and  the  attention  she  intentionally  devoted  to  Cana- 
lis,  prevented  her  perceiving  what  Butscha  saw  and  noted — 
the  declamatory  tone,  the  lack  of  simplicity,  rant  taking  the 
place  of  feeling,  and  all  the  incoherence  which  prompted 
the  clerk's  rather  too  severe  epithet. 

While  Monsieur  Mignon,  Dumay,  Butscha,  and  Latour- 
nelle wondered  at  the  poet's  want  of  sequence,  overlooking, 
indeed,  the  inevitable  digressions  of  conversation,  which  in 
France  is  always  very  devious,  Modeste  was  admiring  the 
poet's  versatility,  saying  to  herself  as  she  led  him  to  follow 
the  tortuous  windings  of  her  fancy,  "He  loves  me!" 

Butscha,  like  all  the  other  spectators  of  this  performance, 
as  we  must  call  it,  was  struck  by  the  chief  fault  of  all  egoists, 
which  Canalis  shows  a  little  too  much,  like  all  men  who  are 
accustomed  to  speechify  in  drawing-rooms.  Whether  he 
knew  beforehand  what  the  other  speaker  meant  to  say,  or 
merely  did  not  listen,  or  had  the  power  of  listening  while 
thinking  of  something  else,  Melchior  wore  the  look  of  inatten- 
tion which  is  as  disconcerting  to  another  man's  flow  of  words 
as  it  is  wounding  to  his  vanity. 

Not  to  attend  to  what  is  said  is  not  merely  a  lack  of  polite- 
ness; it  is  an  expression  of  contempt.  And  Canalis  carries 
this  habit  rather  too  far,  for  he  often  neglects  to  reply  to  a 
remark  that  requires  an  answer,  and  goes  off  to  the  subject 
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he  is  absorbed  in  without  any  polite  transition.  Though  this 
form  of  impertinence  may  be  accepted  without  protest  from 
a  man  of  position,  it  nevertheless  creates  a  leaven  of  hatred 
and  vengeful  feeling  at  the  bottom  of  men's  hearts;  in  an 
equal,  it  may  even  break  up  a  friendship. 

When  by  any  chance  Melchior  compels  himself  to  listen, 
he  falls  into  another  failing — he  only  lends  himself,  he  does 
not  give  himself  up.  Nothing  in  social  intercourse  pays 
better  than  the  bestowal  of  attention.  "Blessed  are  they 
that  hear!"  is  not  only  a  precept  of  the  Gospel,  it  is  also  an 
excellent  speculation;  act  on  it,  and  you  will  be  forgiven 
everything,  even  vices.  Canalis  took  much  upon  him  in  the 
intention  of  charming  Modeste;  but  while  he  was  sacrificing 
himself  to  her,  he  was  himself  all  the  while  with  the  others. 

Modeste,  pitiless  for  the  ten  persons  she  was  martyrizing, 
begged  Canalis  to  read  them  some  piece  of  his  verse;  she 
wanted  to  hear  a  specimen  of  that  much-praised  elocution. 

Canalis  took  the  volume  offered  him  by  Modeste  and 
cooed — for  that  is  the  correct  word — the  poem  that  is  sup- 
posed to  be  his  finest,  an  imitation  of  Moore's  "Loves  of  the 
Angela,"  entitled  "Vitalis,"  which  was  received  with  some 
yawns  by  Mesdames  Latournelle  and  Dumay,  by  Qobenheim, 
and  the  cashier. 

"If  you  play  whist  well,  Monsieur,"  said  Gobenheim, 
offering  him  five  cards  spread  out  in  a  fan,  "I  have  never 
met  with  so  accomplished  a  gentleman." 

The  question  made  every  one  laugh,  for  it  was  the  expres- 
sion of  the  common  wish. 

"I  play  it  well  enough  to  be  able  to  end  my  days  in  a 
country  town,"  replied  Canalis.  "There  has,  I  dare  say, 
been  more  of  literature  and  conversation  than  whist  players 
care  to  have,"  he  added  in  an  impertinent  tone,  flinging  the 
book  on  to  the  side  table. 

This  incident  shows  what  dangers  are  incurred  by  the 
hero  of  a  salon  when,  like  Canalis,  he  moves  outside  his 
orbit;  he  is  then  in  the  case  of  an  actor  who  is  a  favorite 
with  one  particular  public,  but  whose  talent  is  wasted  when 


612  BALZAC'S    WORKS 

lie  quits  his  own  stage  and  ventures  on  to  that  of  a  superior 
theatre. 

The  Baron  and  the  Duke  were  partners;  Gobenheim 
played  with  Latournelle.  Modeste  sat  down  at  the  great 
poet's  elbow,  to  the  despair  of  Ernest,  who  marked  on  the 
capricious  girl's  countenance  the  progress  of  Canalis'  fascina- 
tion. La  Briere  had  not  known  the  power  of  seduction  pos- 
sessed by  Melchior,  and  often  denied  by  nature  to  genuine 
souls,  who  are  generally  shy.  This  gift  demands  a  boldness 
and  readiness  of  spirit  which  might  be  called  the  acrobatic 
agility  of  the  mind;  it  even  allows  of  a  little  part-playing; 
but  is  there  not,  morally  speaking,  always  something  of  the 
actor  in  a  poet  ?  There  is,  indeed,  a  wide  diflerence  between 
expressing  feelings  we  do  not  experience  though  we  can 
imagine  them  in  all  their  variety,  and  pretending  to  have 
them  when  they  seem  necessary  to  success  on  the  stage  of 
private  life;  and  yet,  if  the  hypocrisy  needful  to  a  man 
of  the  world  has  cankered  the  poet,  he  easily  transfuses  the 
powers  of  his  talent  into  the  expression  of  the  required  senti- 
ment, just  as  a  great,  man  who  has  buried  himself  in  solitude 
at  last  finds  his  heart  overflowing  into  his  brain. 

"He  ia  playing  for  millions,"  thought  La  Briere  in  an- 
guish; "and  he  will  act  passion  so  well  that  Modeste  will 
believe  in  it!" 

And  instead  of  showing  himself  more  delightful  and  wit- 
tier than  his  rival,  La  Briere,  like  the  Due  d'Herouville,  sat 
gloomy,  uneasy,  and  on  the  watch;  but  while  the  courtier 
was  studying  the  heiress's  vagaries,  Ernest  was  a  prey  to  the 
misery  of  black  and  concentrated  jealousy,  and  had  not  yet 
won  a  single  glance  from  his  idol.  He  presently  went  into 
the  garden  for  a  few  minutes  with  Butscha. 

"It  is  all  over,  she  is  crazy  about  him,"  said  he.  "I  am 
worse  than  disagreeable — and,  after  all,  she  is  right!  Cana- 
Jis  is  delightful,  he  is  witty  even  in  his  silence,  he  has  pas- 
sion in  his  eyes,  poetry  in  his  harangues — " 

"Is  he  an  honest  man  ?"  asked  Butscha. 

"Oh,  yes,"  replied  La  Briere.     "He  is  loyal,  chivalrous, 
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and  under  Modeste's  influence  he  is  quite  capable  of  getting 
over  the  little  faults  he  has  acquired  under  Madame  de 
Chaulieu— " 

"You  are  a  good  fellow!"  exclaimed  the  little  hunch- 
back. "But  is  he  capable  of  loving — will  he  love  her?" 

"I  do  not  know — "  replied  Ernest.  "Has  she  mentioned 
me?"  he  asked  after  a  short  silence. 

"Yes,"  said  Butscha,  and  he  repeated  what  Modeste  had 
said  about  borrowing  a  disguise. 

The  young  fellow  threw  himself  on  a  seat  and  hid  his  face 
in  his  hands.  He  could  not  restrain  his  tears,  and  would  not 
let  Butscha  see  them ;  but  the  dwarf  was  the  man  to  guess 
them. 

"What  is  wrong,  Monsieur?"  said  he. 

"She  is  right!'  cried  La  Briere,  suddenly  sitting  up. 
"I  am  a  wretch." 

He  told  the  story  of  the  trick  he  had  been  led  into  by 
Canalis,  explaining  to  Butscha  that  he  had  wished  to  unde- 
ceive Modeste  before  she  had  unmasked ;  and  he  overflowed 
in  rather  childish  lamentations  over  the  perversity  of  his 
fate.  Butscha's  sympathy  recognized  this  as  love  in  its  most 
vigorous  and  youthful  artlessness,  in  its  genuine  and  deep 
anxiety. 

"But  why,"  said  he,  "do  you  not  make  the  best  of  your- 
self to  Mademoiselle  Modeste,  instead  of  leaving  your  rival 
to  prance  alone  ? ' ' 

"Ah!  you  evidently  never  felt  your  throat  tighten  as 
soon  as  you  tried  to  speak  to  her,"  said  La  Bri&re.  "Do 
you  not  feel  a  sensation  at  the  roots  of  your  hair,  and  all 
over  your  skin,  when  she  looks  at  you,  even  without  seeing 
you?" 

"Still  you  had  your  wits  about  you  sufficiently  to  be 
deeply  grieved  when  she  as  good  as  told  her  father  that  he 
was  an  old  woman." 

"Monsieur,  1  love  her  too  truly  not  to  have  felt  it  like 
a  dagger-thrust  when  I  heard  her  thus  belie  the  perfection  I 
ascribed  to  her!" 
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"But  Canalis,  you  see,  justified  her,"  replied  Butscha. 

"If  she  has  more  vanity  than  good  feeling,  she  would  not 
be  worth  regretting!"  said  Ernest. 

At  this  moment  Modeste  came  out  to  breathe  the  fresh- 
ness of  the  starlit  night  with  Canalis,  who  had  been  losing 
at  cards,  her  father,  and  Madame  Dumay.  While  his  daugh- 
ter walked  on  with  Melchior,  Charles  Mignon  left  her  and 
came  up  to  La  Bri6re. 

"Your  friend  ought  to  have  been  an  advocate,  Monsieur," 
said  he  with  a  smile,  and  looking  narrowly  at  the  young 
man. 

"Do  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  judge  a  poet  with  the  severity 
you  might  exercise  on  an  ordinary  man,  like  me,  for  in- 
stance, Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  La  Bri^re.  "The  poet  has 
his  mission.  He  is  destined  by  nature  to  see  the  poetical 
side  of  every  question,  just  as  he  expresses  the  poetry  of 
everything;  thus  when  you  fancy  that  he  is  arguing  against 
himself,  he  is  faithful  to  his  calling.  He  is  a  painter  ready 
to  represent  either  a  Madonna  or  a  courtesan.  Moli^re  is 
alike  right  in  his  pictures  of  old  men  and  young  men,  and 
Moliere  certainly  had  a  sound  judgment.  These  sports  of 
fancy  which  corrupt  second-rate  minds  have  no  influence 
over  the  character  of  really  great  men." 

Charles  Mignon  pressed  the  young  fellow's  hand,  saying, 
"At  the  same  time,  this  versatility  might  be  used  by  a  man 
to  justify  himself  for  actions  diametrically  antagonistic, 
especially  in  politics. ' ' 

At  this  moment  Canalis  was  saying  in  an  insinuating 
voice,  in  reply  to  some  saucy  remark  of  Modeste's:  "Ah, 
Mademoiselle,  never  believe  that  the  multiplicity  of  emo- 
tions can  in  any  degree  diminish  strength  of  feeling.  Poets, 
more  than  other  men,  must  love  with  constancy  and  truth. 
In  the  first  place,  do  not  be  jealous  of  what  is  called  'The 
Muse. '  Happy  is  the  wife  of  a  busy  man !  If  you  could  but 
hear  the  lamentations  of  the  wives  who  are  crushed  under  the 
idleness  of  husbands  without  employment,  or  to  whom  wealth 
gives  much  leisure,  you  would  know  that  the  chief  happiness 
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of  a  Parisian  woman  is  liberty,  sovereignty  in  her  home. 
And  we  poets  allow  the  wife  to  hold  the  sceptre,  for  we  can- 
not possibly  condescend  to  the  tyranny  exerted  by  small 
minds.  We  have  something  better  to  do. — If  ever  I  should 
marry,  which  I  vow  is  a  very  remote  disaster  in  my  life,  I 
should  wish  my  wife  to  enjoy  the  perfect  moral  liberty  which 
a  mistress  always  preserves,  and  which  is  perhaps  the  source 
of  all  her  seductiveness." 

Canalis  put  forth  all  his  spirit  and  grace  in  talking  of 
love,  marriage,  the  worship  of  woman,  and  arguing  with 
Modeste,  till  presently  Monsieur  Mignon,  who  came  to  join 
them,  seized  a  moment's  silence  to  take  his  daughter  by  the 
arm  and  lead  her  back  to  Ernest,  whom  the  worthy  Colonel 
had  advised  to  attempt  some  explanation. 

"Mademoiselle,"  said  Ernest  in  a  broken  voice,  "I  can- 
not possibly  endure  to  remain  here  the  object  of  your  scorn. 
I  do  not  defend  myself,  I  make  no  attempt  at  justification ;  1 
only  beg  to  point  out  to  you  that  before  receiving  your  flat- 
tering letter  addressed  to  the  man  and  not  to  the  poet — your 
last  letter — I  desired,  and  by  a  letter  written  at  le  Havre  I 
intended,  to  dispel  the  mistake  under  which  you  wrote.  All 
the  feelings  I  have  had  the  honor  of  expressing  to  you  are 
sincere.  A  hope  beamed  on  me  when,  in  Paris,  your  father 
told  me  that  he  was  poor; — but  now,  if  all  is  lost,  if  nothing 
is  left  to  me  but  eternal  regrets,  why  should  I  stay  where 
there  is  nothing  for  me  but  torture  ? — Let  me  only  take  away 
with  me  one  smile  from  you.  It  will  remain  graven  on  my 
heart." 

"Monsieur,"  said  Modeste,  who  appeared  cold  and  absent- 
minded,  "I  am  not  the  mistress  here;  but  I  certainly  should 
deeply  regret  keeping  any  one  here  who  should  find  neither 
pleasure  nor  happiness  in  staying!" 

She  turned  away,  and  took  Madame  Dumay's  arm  to  go 
back  into  the  house.  A  few  minutes  later  all  the  personages 
of  this  domestic  drama,  once  more  united  in  the  drawing- 
room,  were  surprised  to  see  Modeste  sitting  by  the  Due 
d'He*rouville,  and  flirting  with  him  in  the  best  style  of  the 
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most  wily  Parisienne.  She  watched  his  play,  gave  him 
advice  when  he  asked  it,  and  took  opportunities  of  saying 
flattering  things  to  him,  placing  the  chance  advantage  of 
noble  birth  on  the  same  level  as  that  of  talent  or  of  beauty. 

Canalis  knew,  or  fancied  he  knew,  the  reason  for  this 
caprice:  he  had  tried  to  pique  Modeste  by  speaking  of 
marriage  as  a  disaster,  and  seeming  to  be  averse  to  it;  but 
like  all  who  play  with  fire,  it  was  he  who  was  burned. 
Modeste's  pride  and  disdain  alarmed  the  poet;  he  came  up 
to  her,  making  a  display  of  jealousy  all  the  more  marked 
because  it  was  assumed.  Modeste,  as  implacable  as  the 
angels,  relished  the  pleasure  she  felt  in  the  exercise  of  her 
power,  and  naturally  carried  it  too  far.  The  Due  d'Herou- 
ville  had  never  been  so  well  treated:  a  woman  smiled  on 
him! 

At  eleven  o'clock,  an  unheard-of  hour  at  the  Chalet,  the 
three  rivals  left,  the  Duke  thinking  Modeste  charming,  Ca- 
nalis regarding  her  as  a  coquette,  and  La  Briere  heartbroken 
by  her  relentlessness. 

For  a  week  the  heiress  still  remained  to  her  three  admir- 
ers just  what  she  had  been  on  that  evening,  so  that  the  poet 
seemed  to  have  triumphed,  in  spite  of  the  whims  and  freaks 
which  from  time  to  time  inspired  some  hopes  in  the  Due 
d'He'rouville.  Modeste's  irreverence  to  her  father,  and  the 
liberties  she  took  with  him ;  her  irritability  toward  her  blind 
mother,  as  she  half-grudgingly  did  her  the  little  services 
which  formerly  had  been  the  delight  of  her  filial  affection, 
seemed  to  be  the  outcome  of  a  wayward  temper  and  live- 
liness tolerated  in  her  childhood.  When  Modeste  went  too 
far  she  would  assert  a  code  of  her  own,  and  ascribe  her 
levity  and  fractiousness  to  her  spirit  of  independence.  She 
owned  to  Canalis  and  the  Duke  that  she  hated  obedience, 
and  regarded  this  as  an  obstacle  in  the  way  of  marriage, 
thus  sounding  her  suitors'  character  after  the  manner  of 
those  who  pierce  the  soil  to  bring  up  gold,  coal,  stone, 
or  water. 
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"I  shall  never  find  a  husband,"  said  she,  the  day  before 
that  on  which  the  family  were  to  reinstate  themselves  in  the 
Villa,  "who  will  endure  my  caprices  with  such  kindness  as 
my  father's,  which  has  never  failed  for  an  instant,  or  the 
indulgence  of  my  adorable  mother." 

"They  know  that  you  love  them,  Mademoiselle,"  said 
La  Briere. 

"Be  assured,  Mademoiselle,  that  your  husband  will  know 
the  full  value  of  his  treasure,"  added  the  Duke. 

"You  have  more  wit  and  spirit  than  are  needed  to  break 
in  a  husband,"  said  Caualis,  laughing. 

Modeste  smiled,  as  Henri  IV.  may  have  smiled  when, 
by  extracting  three  answers  to  an  insidious  question,  he  had 
revealed  to  some  foreign  Ambassador  the  character  of  his 
three  leading  Ministers. 

On  the  day  of  the  dinner,  Modeste,  led  away  by  her 
preference  for  Canalis,  walked  alone  with  him  for  some 
time  up  and  down  the  gravelled  walk  leading  from  the 
house  to  the  lawn  with  its  flower-beds.  Jt  was  easy  to 
perceive,  from  the  poet's  gestures  and  the  young  heiress's 
demeanor,  that  she  was  lending  a  favorable  ear  to  Canalis, 
and  the  two  Demoiselles  d'He"rouville  came  out  to  interrupt 
a  tete-d-t$te  that  scandalized  them.  With  the  tact  natural  to 
women  in  such  cases,  they  turned  the  conversation  to  the 
subject  of  the  Court,  of  the  high  position  conferred  by  an 
office  under  the  Crown,  explaining  the  difference  subsisting 
between  an  appointment  to  the  Household  and  one  held 
under  the  Crown;  they  tried,  in  fact,  to  intoxicate  Modeste 
by  appealing  to  her  pride,  and  displaying  to  her  one  of  the 
highest  positions  which  a  woman  at  that  time  could  hope 
to  attain. 

"To  have  a  Duke  in  your  son,"  cried  the  old  lady,  "is  a 
positive  distinction.  The  mere  title  is  a  fortune  out  of  reach 
of  reverses,  to  bequeath  to  your  children." 

"To  what  ill-fortune,"  said  Canalis,  very  ill  pleased  at 
this  interruption  to  his  conversation,  "must  we  attribute  the 
small  success  that  the  Master  of  the  Horse  has  hitherto 
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achieved  in  the  matter  in  which  that  title  is  supposed  to 
be  of  most  service  as  supporting  a  man's  pretensions?" 

The  two  unmarried  ladies  shot  a  look  at  Canalis  as  full 
of  venom  as  a  viper's  fangs,  but  were  so  put  out  of  coun- 
tenance by  Modeste's  sarcastic  smile  that  they  had  not  a 
word  in  reply. 

"The  Master  of  the  Horse,"  said  Modeste  to  Canalis, 
"has  never  blamed  you  for  the  diffidence  you  have  learned 
from  your  fame;  why  then  grudge  him  his  modesty?" 

"Also,"  said  the  Duke's  aunt,  "we  have  not  yet  met 
with  a  wife  worthy  of  my  nephew's  rank.  Some  we  have 
seen  who  had  merely  the  fortune  that  might  suit  the  posi- 
tion; others  who,  without  the  fortune,  had  indeed  the  right 
spirit;  and  I  must  confess  that  we  have  done  well  to  wait 
till  God  should  give  us  the  opportunity  of  making  acquaint- 
ance with  a  young  lady  in  whom  should  be  united  both 
the  noble  soul  and  the  handsome  fortune  of  a  Duchesse 
d'Herouville!" 

"My  dear  Modeste,"  said  He*lene  d'Herouville,  walking 
away  a  few  steps  with  her  new  friend,  "there  are  a  thousand 
Barons  de  Canalis  in  the  kingdom,  and  a  hundred  poets  in 
Paris  who  are  as  good  as  he ;  and  he  is  so  far  from  being  a 
great  man,  that  I,  a  poor  girl,  fated  to  take  the  veil  for  lack 
of  a  dower,  would  have  nothing  to  say  to  him ! — And  you  do 
not  know,  I  dare  say,  that  he  is  a  man  who  has,  for  the  last 
ten  years,  been  at  the  beck  and  call  of  the  Duchesse  de 
Chaulieu.  Really,  none  but  an  old  woman  of  sixty  could 
put  up  with  the  endless  little  ailments  with  which,  it  is  said, 
the  poet  is  afflicted,  the  least  of  which  was  unendurable  in 
Louis  XVI.  Still,  the  Duchess,  of  course,  does  not  suffer 
from  them  as  his  wife  would;  he  is  not  so  constantly  with 
her  as  a  husband  would  be — " 

And  so  by  one  of  the  manoeuvres  peculiar  to  woman 
against  woman,  Helene  d'Hdrouville  whispered  in  every  ear 
the  calumnies  which  women,  jealous  of  Madame  de  Chau- 
lieu. propagated  concerning  the  poet.  This  trivial  detail,  not 
rare  in  the  gossip  of  young  girls,  shows  that  the  Comte  de 
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la  Bastie's  fortune  was  already  made  the  object  of  ardent 
rivalry. 

Within  ten  days,  opinions  at  the  Chalet  had  varied  con- 
siderably about  the  three  men  who  aspired  to  Modeste'a 
hand.  This  change,  wholly  to  the  disadvantage  of  Canalis, 
was  founded  on  considerations  calculated  to  make  the  hero 
of  any  form  of  fame  reflect  deeply.  When  we  see  the  pas- 
sion with  which  an  autograph  is  craved,  it  is  impossible  to 
doubt  that  public  curiosity  is  strongly  excited  by  celebrity. 
Most  provincials,  it  is  evident,  have  no  very  exact  idea  of 
the  manner  in  which  illustrious  persons  fasten  their  cravat, 
walk  on  the  boulevard,  gape  at  the  crows,  or  eat  a  cutlet; 
for,  as  soon  as  they  see  a  man  wearing  the  halo  of  fashion, 
or  resplendent  with  popularity — more  or  less  transient,  no 
doubt,  but  always  the  object  of  envy— they  are  ready  to  ex- 
claim, "Ah!  so  that  is  the  thing!"  or,  "Well,  that  is  odd!" 
or  something  equally  absurd.  In  a  word,  the  strange  charm 
that  is  produced  by  every  form  of  renown,  even  when  justly 
acquired,  has  no  permanence.  To  superficial  minds,  espe- 
cially to  the  sarcastic  and  the  envious,  it  is  an  impression 
as  swift  as  a  lightning-flash,  and  never  repeated.  Glory,  it 
would  seem,  like  the  sun,  is  hot  and  luminous  from  afar, 
but,  when  we  get  near,  it  is  as  cold  as  the  peak  of  an  Alp. 
Perhaps  a  man  is  really  great  only  to  his  peers;  perhaps 
the  defects  inherent  in  the  conditions  of  humanity  are  more 
readily  lost  to  their  eyes  than  to  those  of  vulgar  admirers. 
Thus,  to  be  constantly  pleasing,  a  poet  would  be  compelled 
to  display  the  deceptive  graces  of  those  persons  who  can  win 
forgiveness  for  their  obscurity  by  amiable  manners  and  agree- 
able speeches,  since,  besides  genius,  the  vapid  drawing-room 
virtues  and  harmless  domestic  twaddle  are  exacted  from  him. 

The  great  poet  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain,  who 
refused  to  yield  to  this  law  of  society,  found  that  insulting 
indifference  soon  took  the  place  of  the  fascination  at  first 
caused  by  his  conversation  at  evening  parties.  Cleverness 
too  prodigally  displayed  produces  the  same  effect  on  the 
mind  as  a  shop  full  of  cut-glass  has  on  the  eyes;  this  suf- 
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ficiently  explains  that  Canalis'  glitter  soon  wearied  those 
people  who,  to  use  their  own  words,  like  something  solid. 
Then,  under  the  necessity  of  appearing  an  ordinary  man,  the 
poet  found  many  rocks  ahead  where  La  Briere  could  win 
the  good  opinion  of  those  who,  at  first,  had  thought  him 
sullen.  They  felt  the  desire  to  be  revenged  on  Canalis  for 
his  reputation  by  making  more  of  his  friend.  The  most 
kindly  people  are  so  made.  The  amiable  and  unpretentious 
Beferendary  shocked  nobody's  vanity;  falling  back  on  him, 
every  one  discerned  his  good  heart,  his  great  modesty,  the 
discretion  of  a  strong-box,  and  delightful  manners.  On 
political  questions  the  Due  d'Herouville  held  Ernest  far 
above  Canalis.  The  poet,  as  erratic,  ambitious,  and  muta- 
ble as  Tasso,  loved  luxury  and  splendor,  and  ran  into  debt; 
while  the  young  lawyer,  even-minded,  living  prudently,  and 
useful  without  officiousness,  hoped  for  promotion  without 
asking  it,  and  was  saving  money  meanwhile. 

Canalis  had  indeed  justified  the  good  people  who  were 
watching  him.  For  the  last  two  or  three  days  he  had  given 
way  to  fits  of  irritability,  of  depression,  of  melancholy,  with- 
out any  apparent  cause — the  caprices  of  temper  that  come 
of  the  nervous  poetical  temperament.  These  eccentricities 
• — as  they  are  called  in  a  country  town — had  their  cause  in 
the  wrong,  which  each  day  made  worse,  that  he  was  doing 
to  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  to  whom  he  knew  he  ought 
to  write,  without  being  able  to  make  up  his  mind  to  do  it; 
they  were  anxiously  noted  by  the  gentle  American  and 
worthy  Madame  Latournelle,  and  more  than  once  came 
under  discussion  between  them  and  Madame  Mignon.  Ca- 
nalis, knowing  nothing  of  these  discussions,  felt  their  effect. 
He  was  no  longer  listened  to  with  the  same  attention,  the 
faces  round  him  did  not  express  the  rapture  of  the  first 
days,  while  Ernest  was  beginning  to  be  listened  to.  For 
the  last  two  days  the  poet  had,  therefore,  been  bent  on 
captivating  Modeste,  and  seized  every  moment  when  he 
could  be  alone  with  her  to  cast  over  her  the  tangles  of  the 
most  impassioned  language.  Modeste's  heightened  color 
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plainly  showed  the  two  Demoiselles  d'Hdrouville  with  what 
pleasure  the  heiress  heard  insinuating  conceits  charmingly 
spoken;  and,  uneasy  at  the  poet's  rapid  advances,  they  had 
recourse  to  the  ultima  ratio  of  women  in  such  predicaments 
— to  calumny,  which  rarely  misses  its  aim  when  it  appeals 
to  vehement  physical  repulsion. 

As  he  sat  down  to  dinner,  tlie  poet  saw  a  cloud  on  his 
Idol's  brow,  and  read  in  it  Mademoiselle  d'He*rouville's  per- 
fidy; so  he  decided  that  he  must  offer  himself  as  a  husband 
to  Modeste  at  the  first  opportunity  he  should  have  of  speak- 
ing to  her.  As  he  and  the  two  noble  damsels  exchanged 
some  subacid  though  polite  remarks,  Gobenheim  nudged 
Butscha,  who  sat  next  to  him,  to  look  at  the  poet  and  the 
Master  of  the  Horse. 

"They  will  demolish  each  other,"  said  he  in  a  whisper. 

"Canalis  has  genius  enough  to  demolish  himself  un- 
aided," said  the  dwarf. 

In  the  course  of  the  dinner,  which  was  extremely  splen- 
did, and  served  to  perfection,  the  Duke  achieved  a  great 
triumph  over  Canalis.  Modeste,  whose  riding-habit  had 
arrived  the  evening  before,  talked  of  the  various  rides  to 
be  taken  in  the  neighborhood.  In  the  course  of  the  con- 
versation that  ensued  she  was  led  to  express  a  strong  wish 
to  see  a  hunt — a  pleasure  she  had  never  known.  The  Duke 
at  once  proposed  to  arrange  a  hunt  for  Mademoiselle  Mi- 
gnon's  benefit  in  one  of  the  Crown  forest-lands  a  few  leagues 
from  le  Havre.  Thanks  to  his  connection  with  the  Master 
of  the  King's  Hounds,  the  Prince  de  Cadignan,  he  had  it  in 
his  power  to  show  Modeste  a  scene  of  royal  magnificence,  to 
charm  her  by  showing  her  the  dazzling  world  of  a  Court,  and 
making  her  wish  to  enter  it  by  marriage.  The  glances  ex- 
changed by  the  Duke  and  the  two  Demoiselles  d'Hdrouville, 
which  Canalis  happened  to  catch,  distinctly  said,  "The  heir- 
ess is  ours!" — enough  to  urge  the  poet,  who  was  reduced  to 
mere  personal  glitter,  to  secure  some  pledge  of  her  affection 
without  loss  of  time. 

Modeste,  somewhat  scared  at  having  gone  further  than 
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she  intended  with  the  d'Herouvilles,  after  dinner,  when  they 
were  walking  in  the  grounds,  went  forward  a  little  distance  in 
a  rather  marked  manner,  accompanied  by  Melchior.  With 
a  young  girl's  not  illegitimate  curiosity,  she  allowed  him 
to  guess  the  calumnies  repeated  by  Hdlene,  and  on  a  remon- 
strance from  Canalis  she  pledged  him  to  secrecy,  which  he 
promised. 

"These  lashes  of  the  tongue,"  said  he,  "are  fair  war  in 
the  world  of  fashion ;  your  simplicity  is  scared  by  them ;  for 
my  part,  I  can  laugh  at  them — nay,  I  enjoy  them.  Those 
ladies  must  think  his  lordship's  interests  seriously  imperilled 
or -they  would  not  have  recourse  to  them." 

Then,  profiting  by  the  opportunity  given  by  such  a  piece 
of  information,  Canalis  justified  himself  with  so  much  mock- 
ing wit,  and  passion  so  ingeniously  expressed,  while  thank- 
ing Modeste  for  her  confidence,  in  which  he  insisted  in 
seeing  a  slight  strain  of  love,  that  she  found  herself  quite 
as  deeply  compromised  toward  the  poet  as  she  was  toward 
the  Duke.  Canalis  felt  that  daring  was  necessary;  he  de- 
clared himself  in  plain  terms.  He  paid  his  vows  to  Modeste 
in  a  style  through  which  his  poetic  fancy  shone  like  a  moon 
ingeniously  staged,  with  a  brilliant  picture  of  herself — beau- 
tifully fair,  and  arrayed  to  admiration  for  this  family  festi- 
val. The  inspiration  so  cleverly  called  up,  and  encouraged 
by  the  complicity  of  the  evening,  the  grove,  the  sky,  and 
the  earth,  led  the  grasping  lover  beyond  all  reason ;  for  he 
even  talked  of  his  disinterestedness,  and  succeeded  by  the 
flowers  of  his  eloquence  in  giving  a  new  aspect  to  Diderot's 
stale  theme  of  "Five  hundred  francs  and  my  Sophie,"  or  the 
"Give  me  a  cottage  and  your  heart/1'  of  every  lover  who 
knows  that  his  father-in-law  has  a  fortune. 

"Monsieur,"  said  Modeste,  after  enjoying  the  music  of 
this  concerto  so  admirably  composed  on  "a  familiar  theme," 
"my  parents  leave  me  such  freedom  as  has  allowed  me  to 
hear  you;  but  you  must  address  yourself  to  them." 

"Well,  then,"  cried  Canalis,  "only  tell  me  that  if  I  get 
their  consent  you  will  be  quite  satisfied  to  obey  them." 
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"I  know  beforehand,"  said  she,  "that  my  father  has 
some  wishes  which  might  offend  the  legitimate  pride  of  a 
family  as  old  as  yours,  for  he  is  bent  on  transmitting  his 
title  and  his  name  to  his  grandsons." 

"Oh,  my  dear  Modeste,  what  sacrifice  would  I  not  make 
to  place  my  life  in  the  hands  of  such  a  guardian  angel  as 
you  are!" 

"You  must  allow  me  not  to  decide  my  fate  for  life  in 
one  moment,"  said  she,  going  to  join  the  Demoiselles 
d'He"rouville. 

These  two  ladies  were  at  that  minute  flattering  little 
Latournelle's  vanity  in  the  hope  of  securing  him  to  their 
interests.  Mademoiselle  d'He*rouville,  to  whom  we  must 
give  the  family  name  to  distinguish  her  from  her  niece 
He*lene,  was  conveying  to  the  notary  that  the  place  of 
President  of  the  Court  at  le  Havre,  which  Charles  X. 
would  give  to  a  man  recommended  by  them,  was  an  ap- 
pointment due  to  his  honesty  and  talents  as  a  lawyer. 
Butscha,  who  was  walking  with  La  Briere,  in  great  alarm 
at  Melchior's  audacity  and  rapid  progress,  found  means  to 
speak  to  Modeste  for  a  few  minutes  at  the  bottom  of  the 
garden  steps  as  the  party  went  indoors  to  give  themselves 
up  to  the  vexations  of  the  inevitable  rubber. 

"Mademoiselle,  I  hope  you  do  not  yet  address  him  as 
Melchior,"  said  he  in  an  undertone. 

"Not  far  short  of  it,  my  Mysterious  Dwarf,"  she  replied, 
with  a  smile  that  might  have  seduced  an  angel. 

"Good  God!"  cried  the  clerk,  dropping  his  hands,  which 
almost  touched  the  steps. 

"Well,  and  is  not  he  as  good  as  that  odious  gloomy  Ref- 
erendary in  whom  you  take  so  much  interest?"  cried  she, 
putting  on  for  Ernest  a  haughty  look  of  scorn,  such  as 
young  girls  alone  have  the  secret  of,  as  though  their 
maidenhood  lent  them  wings  to  soar  so  high.  "Would 
your  little  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  take  me  without  a  settle- 
ment?" she  added  after  a  pause. 

"Ask  your  father,"  replied  Butscha,  going  a  few  steps 
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on,  so  as  to  lead  Modeste  to  a  little  distance  from  the  win- 
dows. "Listen  to  me,  Mademoiselle.  You  know  that  I 
who  speak  to  you  am  ready  to  lay  down  not  my  life  only, 
but  my  honor  for  you,  at  any  time,  at  any  moment.  So 
you  can  believe  in  me,  you  can  trust  me  with  things  you 
would  not  perhaps  tell  your  father. — Well,  has  that  sub- 
lime Canalis  ever  spoken  to  you  in  the  disinterested  way 
that  allows  you  to  cast  such  a  taunt  at  poor  Ernest?" 

"Yes." 

"And  you  believe  him?" 

"That  Malignant  Clerk,"  said  she,  giving  him  one  of  the 
ten  or  twelve  nicknames  she  had  devised  for  him,  "is,  as 
it  seems  to  me,  casting  a  doubt  on  the  strength  of  my  self- 
respect." 

"You  can  laugh,  dear  Mademoiselle,  so  it  cannot  be 
serious.  I  can  only  hope  that  you  are  making  a  fool  of 
him." 

"What  would  you  think  of  me,  Monsieur  Butscha,  if  I 
thought  I  had  any  right  to  mock  at  either  of  the  gentlemen 
who  do  me  the  honor  to  wish  for  me  as  a  wife  ?  I  can  tell 
you,  Maitre  Jean,  that  even  when  she  appears  to  scorn  the 
most  contemptible  admiration,  a  girl  is  always  flattered  at 
having  it  offered  to  her." 

"Then  I  flatter  you—?"  said  the  clerk,  his  face  lighting 
up  as  a  town  is  illuminated  on  some  great  occasion. 

"You — ?"  said  she.  "You  give  me  the  most  precious 
kind  of  friendship,  a  feeling  as  disinterested  as  that  of  a 
mother  for  her  child  1  Do  not  compare  yourself  to  any 
one  else,  for  even  my  father  is  obliged  to  yield  to  me." 
She  paused.  "I  cannot  tell  you  that  I  love  you,  in  the 
sense  men  give  to  the  word;  but  what  I  feel  for  you  is 
eternal,  and  can  never  know  any  change." 

"Well,  then,"  said  Butscha,  stooping  to  pick  up  a 
pebble  that  he  might  leave  a  kiss  and  a  tear  on  the  tip 
of  Modeste's  shoe,  "let  me  watch  over  you  as  a  dragon 
watches  over  a  treasure. — The  poet  spreads  before  you 
just  now  all  the  filagree  of  his  elaborate  phrases,  the  tin- 
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sel  of  his  promises.  He  sang  of  love  to  the  sweetest  chorp 
of  his  lyre  no  doubt?  If  when  this  noble  lover  is  fully  as- 
sured of  your  having  but  a  small  fortune,  you  should  see 
his  demeanor  change;  if  you  then  find  him  cold  and  em* 
barrassed,  will  you  still  make  him  your  husband,  still  honor 
him  with  your  esteem?" 

"Can  he  be  a  Francisque  Althor?"  she  asked,  with  an 
expression  of  the  deepest  disgust. 

"Let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  working  this  transforma- 
tion scene,"  said  Butscha.  "Not  only  do  I  intend  that  it 
shall  be  sudden,  but  I  do  not  despair  of  restoring  your  poet 
to  you  afterward,  in  love  once  more,  of  making  him  blow 
hot  and  cold  on  your  heart  with  as  good  a  grace  as  when 
he  argues  for  and  against  the  same  thing  in  the  course  of  a 
single  evening,  sometimes  without  being  aware  of  it — " 

"And  if  you  are  right,"  said  she,  "whom  can  I  trust?" 

"The  man  who  truly  loves  you." 

"The  little  Duke?" 

Butscha  looked  at  Modeste.  They  both  walked  on  a  few 
steps  in  silence.  The  girl  was  impenetrable;  she  did  not 
wince. 

4 '  Mademoiselle,  will  you  allow  me  to  put  into  words  the 
thoughts  that  lurk  at  the  bottom  of  your  heart  like  water- 
mosses  in  a  pool,  and  that  you  refuse  to  explain  to  yourself 
even?" 

"Why,  indeedl"  cried  Modeste,  "is  my  privy  councillor- 
in-waiting  a  mirror  too?" 

"No,  but  an  echo,"  he  replied,  with  a  little  bow  stamped 
with  the  utmost  modesty.  "The  Duke  loves  you,  but  he 
loves  you  too  well.  I,  a  dwarf,  have  fully  understood  the 
exquisite  delicacy  of  your  soul.  You  would  hate  to  be 
adored  like  the  holy  wafer  in  a  monstrance.  But  being  so 
eminently  a  woman,  you  could  no  more  bear  to  see  a  man 
of  whom  you  were  always  secure  perpetually  at  your  feet, 
than  you  could  endure  an  egoist  like  Canalis,  who  would 
always  care  more  for  himself  than  for  you.  .  .  .  Why? 
I  know  not.  I  would  I  could  be  a  woman,  and  an  old 
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woman,  to  learn  the  reason  of  the  programme  I  can  read 
in  your  eyes,  which  is  perhaps  that  of  every  girl. 

"At  the  same  time,  your  lofty  soul  craves  for  adoration. 
When  a  man  is  at  your  feet  you  cannot  throw  yourself  at 
his.  'But  you  cannot  go  far  in  that  way,'  Voltaire  used  to 
say.  So  the  little  Duke  has,  morally  speaking,  too  many 
genuflexions,  and  Canalis  not  enough — not  to  say  none  at 
all.  And  I  can  read  the  mischief  hidden  in  your  smile 
when  you  are  speaking  to  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  when 
he  speaks  to  you  and  you  reply.  You  would  never  be  un- 
happy with  the  Duke;  everybody  would  be  pleased  if  you 
chose  him  for  your  husband;  but  you  would  not  love  him. 
The  coldness  of  egoism  and  the  excessive  fervor  of  peren- 
nial raptures  no  doubt  have  a  negative  effect  on  the  heart 
of  every  woman. 

"Obviously  this  is  not  the  perpetual  triumph  that  you 
would  enjoy  in  the  infinite  delights  of  such  a  marriage  as 
that  you  dream  of,  in  which  you  would  find  a  submission 
to  be  proud  of,  great  little  sacrifices  that  are  gladly  uncon- 
fessed,  successes  looked  forward  to  with  rapture,  and  unfore- 
seen magnanimity  to  which  it  is  a  joy  to  yield ;  in  which  a 
woman  finds  herself  understood  even  to  her  deepest  secrets, 
while  her  love  is  sometimes  a  protection  to  her  protector — " 

"You  are  a  wizard!"  cried  Modeste 

"Nor  will  you  meet  with  that  enchanting  equality  of 
feeling,  that  constant  sharing  of  life,  and  that  certainty  of 
giving  happiness  which  makes  marriage  acceptable,  if  you 
marry  a  Canalis,  a  man  who  thinks  only  of  himself,  to 
whom  /  is  the  only  note  in  the  scale,  and  whose  attention 
has  not  yet  condescended  so  low  as  to  listen  to  your  father 
or  the  Duke.  An  ambitious  man,  not  of  the  first  class,  to 
whom  your  dignity  and  supremacy  matter  little,  who  will 
treat  you  as  a  necessary  chattel  in  his  house,  who  insults 
you  already  by  his  indifference  on  points  of  honor.  Yes, 
if  you  allowed  yourself  to  go  so  far  as  to  slap  your  mother, 
Canalis  would  shut  his  eyes  that  he  might  not  see  your  guilt, 
so  hungry  is  he  for  your  fortune ! 
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"So,  Mademoiselle,  I  was  not  thinking  of  the  great  poet, 
who  is  but  a  little  actor,  nor  of  my  lord  Duke,  who  would  be 
for  you  a  splendid  match,  but  not  a  husband — " 

"Butscha,  my  heart  is  a  blank  page  on  which  you  your- 
self write  what  you  read,"  replied  Modeste.  "You  are  car- 
ried away  by  your  provincial  hatred  of  everything  that 
compels  you  to  look  above  your  head.  You  cannot  for- 
give the  poet  for  being  a  political  man,  for  having  an  elo- 
quent tongue,  and  a  splendid  future;  you  calumniate  his 
purpose — " 

"His,  Mademoiselle!  He  would  turn  his  back  on  you 
within  twenty-four  hours  with  the  meanness  of  a  "Vilquin." 

"Well,  make  him  play  such  a  farcical  scene,  and — " 

"Ay,  and  in  every  key;  in  three  days — on  Wednesday — 
do  not  forget.  Until  then,  Mademoiselle,  amuse  yourself  by 
making  the  musical  box  play  all  its  airs,  that  the  vile  discords 
of  the  antiphony  may  come  out  all  the  more  clearly." 

Modeste  gayly  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  where  of  all 
the  men  present  La  Briere  alone,  seated  in  the  recess  of  a 
window — whence,  no  doubt,  he  had  been  looking  at  his 
idol — rose  at  her  entrance,  as  if  an  usher  had  shouted, 
"The  Queen  I"  It  was  a  respectful  impulse,  full  of  the 
eloquence  peculiar  to  action,  which  surpasses  that  of 
the  finest  speech.  Spoken  love  is  not  to  be  compared 
with  love  in  action — every  girl  of  twenty  is  fifty  as  con- 
cerns this  axiom;  this  is  the  seducer's  strongest  argument. 

Instead  of  looking  Modeste  in  the  face,  as  Canalis  did, 
bowing  to  her  as  an  act  of  public  homage,  the  disdained 
lover  watched  her  with  a  slow  side  glance,  as  humble  as 
Butscha's,  almost  timid.  The  young  heiress  observed  this 
demeanor  as  she  went  to  place  herself  by  Canalis,  in  whose 
game  she  affected  an  interest.  In  the  course  of  the  con- 
versation, La  Bri&re  learned,  from  a  remark  she  made  to 
her  father,  that  Modeste  intended  to  begin  riding  again  on 
the  following  Wednesday,  and  she  mentioned  that  she  had 
no  riding-whip  suitable  to  match  with  her  handsome  new 
habit.  Ernest  flashed  a  glance  at  the  dwarf  like  a  spark 
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of  fire,  and  a  few  minutes  later  they  were  walking  together 
on  the  terrace. 

"It  is  now  nine  o'clock,"  said  La  Briere.  "I  am  off  to 
Paris  as  fast  as  my  horse  will  carry  me.  I  can  be  there  by 
ten  to-morrow  morning.  My  dear  Butscha,  from  you  she 
will  accept  a  gift  with  pleasure,  for  she  has  a  great  regard 
for  you;  let  me  give  her  a  riding-whip  in  your  name;  and, 
believe  me,  in  return  for  such  an  immense  favor  you  have  in 
me  not  indeed  a  friend,  but  a  slave!" 

"Go;  you  are  happy,"  said  the  clerk.  "You  have 
money. ' ' 

"Tell  Canalis  from  me  that  I  shall  not  be  in  to-night, 
and  that  he  must  invent  some  excuse  for  my  absence  for 
two  days." 

An  hour  later  Ernest  had  set  out  on  horseback  for  Paris, 
where  he  arrived  after  twelve  hours'  riding,  his  first  care 
being  to  secure  a  place  in  the  mail  coach  for  le  Havre  on 
the  following  day.  He  then  went  to  the  three  first  jewel- 
lers in  Paris,  comparing  handles  of  riding-whips,  and  seek- 
ing what  art  could  produce  of  the  most  royal  perfection.  He 
found  one  made  by  Stidmann  for  a  Russian  lady  who,  after 
ordering  it,  had  been  unable  to  pay  for  it — a  fox-hunt 
wrought  in  gold,  with  a  ruby  at  the  top,  and  exorbitantly 
expensive  as  compared  with  a  Referendary's  stipend;  all 
his  savings  were  swallowed  up,  amounting  to  seven  thou- 
sand francs.  Ernest  gave  a  sketch  of  the  arms  of  La 
Bastie,  allowing  twenty  hours  for  them  to  be  engraved 
instead  of  those  that  were  on  it.  This  handle,  a  master- 
piece of  workmanship,  was  fitted  to  an  India-rubber  whip, 
and  placed  in  a  red  morocco  case,  lined  with  velvet,  with  a 
monogram  of  two  M's  on  the  top. 

By  Wednesday  morning  La  Briere  had  returned  by  the 
mail,  in  time  to  breakfast  with  Canalis.  The  poet  had 
explained  his  secretary's  absence  by  saying  that  he  was 
busy  with  some  work  forwarded  from  Paris.  Butscha, 
who  had  gone  to  the  coach  office  to  hold  out  a  welcom- 
ing hand  to  Ernest  on  the  arrival  of  the  mail,  flew  to  give 
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this  work  of  art  to  Frar^oise  Cochet,  desiring  her  to  place 
it  on  Modes  te's  dressing-table. 

"You  are  going  out  riding,  no  doubt,  with  Mademoiselle 
Modeste,"  said  Butscha,  on  returning  to  Canalis'  villa  to 
inform  Ernest,  by  a  side  glance,  that  the  whip  had  safely 
reached  its  destination. 

"I!"  said  La  Briere.     "I  am  going  to  bed." 

"Well!"  exclaimed  Canalis,  looking  at  his  friend;  *'I  do 
not  understand  you  at  all." 

Breakfast  was  ready,  and  the  poet  naturally  invited  the 
clerk  to  sit  down  with  them.  Butscha  had  stayed,  intending 
to  get  himself  invited  if  necessary  by  La  Briere,  seeing  on 
Germain's  countenance  the  success  of  a  hunchback's  trick, 
of  which  his  promise  to  Modeste  may  have  given  a  hint. 

"Monsieur  was  very  wise  to  keep  Monsieur  Latournelle's 
clerk,"  said  Germain  in  his  master's  ear.  Canalis  and  Ger- 
main, on  a  hint  from  the  latter,  passed  into  the  drawing- 
room.  "This  morning  I  went  out  to  see  some  fishing,  an 
expedition  to  which  J  was  invited  the  day  before  yesterday 
by  the  owner  of  a  boat  I  have  made  acquaintance  with." 

Germain  did  not  confess  that  he  had  had  such  bad  taste 
as  to  play  billiards  in  a  cafe*  in  le  Havre,  where  Butscha  had 
surrounded  him  with  a  number  of  his  friends  in  order  to  be 
able  to  work  upon  him. 

"What  then?"  said  Canalis.  "Come  to  the  point,  and 
at  once." 

"Monsieur  le  Baron,  I  heard  a  discussion  about  Monsieur 
UJignon,  which  I  did  my  best  to  keep  going — no  one  knew 
who  I  lived  with.  I  tell  you,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  everybody 
in  le  Havre  says  that  you  are  running  your  head  against  a 
wall.  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie's  fortune  is,  like  her  name, 
very  modest.  The  ship  on  which  the  father  came  home  is 
not  his  own ;  it  belongs  to  some  China  merchants,  with  whom 
he  has  to  settle,  and  things  are  said  about  it  that  are  far  from 
flattering  to  the  Colonel. — Having  heard  that  you  and  Mon- 
sieur le  Due  were  rivals  for  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie,  I  take 
the  liberty  of  mentioning  it;  for,  between  you  and  him,  it  is 
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better  that  his  Lordship  should  swallow  the  bait.  On  my 
way  back  I  took  a  turn  on  the  quay,  past  the  theatre,  where 
the  merchants  walk  up  and  down,  and  I  pushed  my  way 
boldly  among  them.  These  worthy  folk,  seeing  a  well- 
dressed  man,  began  to  talk  about  the  affairs  of  the  town; 
from  one  thing  to  another  I  led  them  to  speak  of  Colonel 
Mignon;  and  they  were  so  much  of  the  same  mind  as  the 
fishermen  that  I  felt  it  my  duty  to  speak.  That  is  why  I 
left  you,  sir,  to  get  up  and  dress  alone  ..." 

"What  is  to  be  done?"  jcried  Canalis,  feeling  that  he  was 
too  deeply  pledged  to  withdraw  from  his  promises  to  Modeste. 

"You  know  my  attachment  to  you,  sir,"  said  Germain, 
seeing  that  the  poet  was  thunderstruck,  "and  you  will  not 
be  surprised  if  I  offer  a  piece  of  advice.  If  you  can  make 
this  clerk  drunk,  he  will  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag,  and  if  he 
won't  open  his  mouth  for  two  bottles  of  champagne,  he  cer- 
tainly will  for  the  third.  It  would  be  a  strange  thing,  too, 
if  Monsieur,  who  will  certainly  be  an  ambassador  one  day, 
for  Philoxene  heard  Madame  la  Duchesse  say  so — if  you,  sir, 
cannot  get  round  a  country  lawyer's  clerk." 

At  this  moment  Butscha,  the  unknown  author  of  this 
fishing  expedition,  was  begging  the  Keferendary  to  say 
nothing  about  his  journey  to  Paris,  and  not  to  interfere 
with  his  manoeuvres  at  breakfast.  Butscha  meant  to  take 
advantage  of  a  reaction  of  feeling  unfavorable  to  Charles 
Mignon,  which  had  set  in  at  le  Havre. 

This  was  the  cause  of  this  reaction.  Monsieur  le  Comte 
de  la  Bastie  had  entirely  ignored  those  of  his  former  friends 
who,  during  his  absence,  had  neglected  his  wife  and  chil- 
dren. On  hearing  that  a  dinner  was  to  be  given  at  the 
Villa  Mignon,  each  one  flattered  himself  he  would  be 
among  the  guests,  and  expected  an  invitation;  but  when 
it  was  known  that  only  Gobenheim,  the  Latournelles,  the 
Duke,  and  the  two  Parisians  were  to  be  asked,  there  was 
a  loud  outcry  at  the  merchant's  arrogance;  his  marked 
avoidance  of  seeing  anybody,  and  of  ever  going  down  to 
/e  Havre,  was  commented  on,  and  attributed  to  scorn,  on 
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which  the  whole  town  avenged  itself  by  casting  doubts  on 
Mignon's  sudden  wealth.  By  dint  of  gossip  everybody 
soon  ascertained  that  the  money  advanced  to  Vilquin  on 
the  Villa  had  been  found  by  Dumay.  This  fact  gave  the 
most  malignant  persons  grounds  for  the  libellous  supposi- 
tion that  Charles  had  confided  to  Dumay's  known  devotion 
the  funds  concerning  which  he  anticipated  litigation  on 
the  part  of  his  so-called  partners  in  Canton.  Charles's 
reticence,  for  his  constant  aim  was  to  conceal  his  wealth, 
and  the  gossip  of  his  servants,  who  had  been  put  on  their 
guard,  lent  an  appearance  of  truth  to  these  monstrous 
fables,  believed  by  all  who  were  governed  by  the  spirit  of 
detraction  that  animates  rival  traders.  In  proportion  as 
parochial  pride  had  formerly  cried  up  his  immense  fortune 
as  one  of  the  makers  of  le  Havre,  so  now  provincial  jeal- 
ousy cast  doubts  on  it. 

Butscha,  to  whom  the  fishermen  of  the  port  owed  more 
than  one  good  turn,  desired  them  to  be  secret,  and  to  cram 
their  new  friend.  He  was  well  served.  The  owner  of  the 
boat  told  Germain  that  a  cousin  of  his,  a  sailor,  was  coming 
from  Marseilles,  having  just  been  paid  off  in  consequence  of 
the  sale  of  the  brig  in  which  the  Colonel  had  come  home. 
The  vessel  was  being  sold  by  order  of  one  Castagnould,  and 
the  cargo — according  to  the  cousin — was  worth  only  three  or 
four  hundred  thousand  francs  at  most. 

"Germain,"  said  Canalis,  as  the  servant  was  leaving  the 
room,  "bring  us  up  some  Champagne  and  some  Bordeaux. 
A  member  of  the  legal  faculty  of  Normandy  must  carry 
away  some  memories  of  a  poet's  hospitality. — And  he  has 
the  wit  of  'le  Figaro,'  "  added  Canalis,  laying  his  hand  on 
the  dwarf's  shoulder;  "that  petit-journal  brilliancy  must  be 
made  to  sparkle  and  foam  with  the  wine  of  Champagne; 
we  will  not  spare  ourselves  either,  Ernest!  Why,  it  is 
two  years  at  least  since  I  last  got  tipsy,"  he  added,  turn- 
ing to  La  Briere. 

"With  wine? — That  I  can  quite  understand,"  replied 
the  clerk.  "You  get  tipsy  with  yourself  every  day!  In 
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the  matter  of  praise,  you  drink  your  fill.  You  are  hand- 
some; you  are  famous  during  your  lifetime;  your  conver- 
sation is  on  a  level  with  your  genius;  and  you  fascinate  all 
the  women,  even  my  master's  wife.  Loved  as  you  are  by 
the  most  beautiful  Sultana  Valideh  I  ever  saw — it  is  true, 
I  have  never  seen  another — you  can,  if  you  choose,  marry 
Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie. — Why,  merely  with  making  this 
inventory  of  your  present  advantages,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
future — a  fine  title,  a  peerage,  an  embassy! — I  am  quite 
fuddled,  like  the  men  who  bottle  wine  for  other  people  to 
drink." 

"All  this  social  magnificence  is  nothing,"  replied  Ca- 
nalis,  "without  that  which  gives  them  value — a  fortune! 
Here  we  are  men  among  men ;  fine  sentiments  are  delight- 
ful in  stanzas." 

"And  in  certain  circumsfanzas,"  said  Butscha,  with  a 
significant  shrug. 

"You,  a  master  of  the  mystery  of  settlements,"  said  the 
poet,  smiling  at  the  pun,  "must  know  as  well  as  I  do  that 
cottage  rhymes  to  nothing  better  than  pottage." 

At  table  Butscha  played  with  signal  success  the  part  of 
le  Eigaudin  in  "la  Maison  en  loterie,"  alarming  Ernest,  to 
whom  the  jests  of  a  lawyer's  office  were  unfamiliar;  they  are 
a  match  for  those  of  the  studio.  The  clerk  repeated  all  the 
scandal  of  le  Havre,  the  history  of  every  fortune,  of  every 
boudoir,  and  of  all  the  crimes  committed  just  outside  the 
pale  of  the  law,  what  is  called  sailing  as  close  hauled  as 
possible  (in  Normandy,  se  tirer  d' affaire  comme  on  peuf). 
He  spared  no  one,  and  his  spirits  rose  with  the  stream  of 
wine  he  poured  down  his  throat  like  storm  water  through 
a  gutter. 

"Do  you  know,  La  Briere,"  said  Canalis,  filling  up  But- 
scha's  glass,  "that  this  brave  boy  would  be  a  first-rate  secre- 
tary to  an  Ambassador?" 

"And  cut  out  his  master!"  retorted  the  dwarf  with  a  look 
at  Canalis,  of  insolence  redeemed  by  the  sparkle  of  carbonic 
acid  gas.  *'I  have  enough  spirit  of  intrigue  and  little  enough 
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gratitude  to  climb  on  to  your  shoulders.  A  poet  supporting 
an  abortion! — Well,  it  has  been  seen,  and  pretty  frequently 
— in  libraries.  Why,  you  are  staring  at  me  as  if  I  were 
swallowing  swords.  Heh!  my  dear,  great  genius,  you  are 
a  very  superior  man ;  you  know  full  well  that  gratitude  is 
a  word  for  idiots;  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  dictionary,  but 
not  in  the  human  heart.  I  O  U  is  a  formula  unhonored 
on  the  green  banks  of  Parnassus  or  Pindus.  Do  you  sup- 
pose I  feel  the  debt  to  my  master's  wife  for  having  brought 
me  up?  Why,  the  whole  town  has  paid  it  off  in  esteem, 
praise,  and  admiration,  the  most  precious  of  all  coin.  I  do 
not  see  the  virtue  that  is  merely  an  investment  for  the 
benefit  of  one's  vanity.  Men  make  a  trade  of  reciprocal 
services;  the  word  gratitude  represents  the  debit  side,  that 
is  all. 

"As  to  intrigue,  I  adore  it! — What!"  he  went  on,  in 
reply  to  a  gesture  from  Canalis,  "do  you  not  delight  in  the 
faculty  which  enables  a  crafty  man  to  get  the  upper  hand 
of  a  man  of  genius,  which  requires  constant  observation  of 
the  vices  and  weaknesses  of  our  'betters,  and  a  sense  of  the 
nick  of  time  for  everything?  Ask  diplomacy  whether 
the  triumph  of  cunning  over  strength  is  not  the  most  de- 
lightful success  there  is.  If  I  were  your  secretary,  Mon- 
sieur le  Baron,  you  would  soon  be  Prime  Minister,  because 
it  would  be  to  my  interest! — Now,  would  you  like  a  sample 
of  my  little  talents  of  that  kind  ?  Hearken !  You  love  Mad- 
emoiselle Modeste  to  distraction,  and  you  are  very  right.  In 
my  opinion,  the  girl  is  a  genuine  Parisienne,  for  here  and 
tkere  a  Parisienne  sprouts  in  the  country.  Our  Modeste 
would  be  a  wife  to  push  a  man.  She  has  that  sort  of 
thing,"  said  he,  giving  his  hand  a  twirl  in  the  air.  "You 
have  a  formidable  rival  in  the  Duke.  Now,  what  will  you 
give  me  to  pack  him  off  within  three  days?" 

"Let  us  finish  this  bottle,"  said  the  poet,  refilling  But- 
scha's  glass. 

"You  will  make  me  drunk!"  said  the  clerk,  "swallow- 
ing down  his  ninth  glass  of  champagne.  "Is  there  a  bed 
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where  I  may  sleep  for  an  hour?  My  master  is  as  sober 
as  a  camel,  the  old  fox,  and  Madame  Latournelle  too. 
They  would  both  be  hard  upon  me,  and  they  would  have 
good  reason,  while  I  should  have  lost  mine,  and  I  have 
some  work  to  do." 

Then  going  back  to  a  former  subject  without  any  transi- 
tion, after  the  manner  of  a  man  when  he  is  screwed,  he  ex- 
claimed: "And  then,  what  a  memory  I  have!  It  is  a  match 
for  my  gratitude." 

"Butscha!"  exclaimed  the  poet,  "just  now  you  said 
that  you  had  no  gratitude;  you  are  contradicting  your- 
self." 

"Not  at  all,"  said  the  clerk.  "Forgetting  almost  always 
means  remembering! — Now,  then,  on  we  go!  I  am  made  to 
be  a  secretary." 

"And  how  will  you  set  to  work  to  get  rid  of  the  Duke?" 
asked  Canalis,  charmed  to  find  the  conversation  tending  nat- 
urally to  the  subjects  he  aimed  at. 

"That — is  no  concern  of  yours,"  said  Butscha,  with  a  tre- 
mendous hiccup. 

Butscha  rolled  his  head  on  his  shoulders,  and  his  eyes 
from  Germain  to  La  Briere,  and  from  La  Briere  to  Canalis, 
in  the  manner  of  a  man  who  feels  intoxication  creeping  over 
him,  and  wants  to  know  in  what  esteem  he  is  held;  for  in 
the  wreck  of  drunkenness  it  may  be  noted  that  self-esteem 
is  the  last  sentiment  to  float. 

"Look  here,  great  poet,  you  are  a  jolly  fellow,  you  are. 
Do  you  take  me  for  one  of  your  readers,  you  who  sent  your 
friend  to  Paris  to  procure  information  concerning  the  house 
of  Mignon.  I  humbug,  you  humbug,  we  humbug.  "Well 
and  good ;  but  do  me  the  honor  to  believe  that  I  am  clear- 
headed enough  always  to  keep  as  much  conscience  as  I  need 
in  my  sphere  of  life.  As  head  clerk  to  Maitre  Latournelle 
my  heart  is  a  padlocked  despatch-box,  my  lips  never  breathe 
a  word  of  any  paper  concerning  the  clients.  I  know  every- 
thing, and  I  know  nothing.  And  then,  passion  is  no  secret: 
J  love  Modeste,  she  is  a  pupil  of  mine,  she  must  marry  well; 
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and  I  could  get  round  the  Duke  if  necessary.  But  you  are 
going  to  marry — " 

"Germain,  coffee  and  liqueurs,"  said  Canalis. 

"Liqueurs?"  repeated  Butscha,  holding  up  a  forbidding 
hand  like  a  too  knowing  maiden  putting  aside  some  little 
temptation.  "Oh,  my  poor  work!  By  the  way,  there  is  a 
marriage  contract  to  be  drawn  up,  and  my  second  clerk  is 
as  stupid  as  a  matrimonial  bargain,  and  quite  capable  of 
p-p-poking  a  penknife  through  the  bride's  personal  prop- 
erty. He  thinks  himself  a  fine  fellow  because  he  measures 
nearly  six  feet — the  idiot!" 

"Here,  this  is  Creme  de  The',  a  West  Indian  liqueur," 
said  Canalis.  —  "You  who  are  Mademoiselle  Modeste's 
adviser — " 

"Her  adviser?—" 

"Well,  do  you  think  she  loves  me?" 

"Ye-e-es,  more  than  she  loves  the  Duke,"  drawled  the 
dwarf,  rousing  himself  from  a  sort  of  torpor,  which  he 
acted  to  admiration.  "She  loves  you  for  your  disinter- 
estedness. She  told  me  that  for  you  she  felt  equal  to  the 
greatest  sacrifices,  to  giving  up  dress,  spending  only  a  thou- 
sand francs  a  year,  devoting  her  life  to  prove  to  you  that 
in  marrying  her  you  would  have  done  a  stroke  of  business. 
And  she  is  devilish  honest  (hiccup)  I  can  tell  you,  and  well 
informed;  there  is  nothing  that  girl  does  not  know." 

"That  and  three  hundred  thousand  francs,"  said  Canalis. 

"Oh !  there  may  be  as  much  as  you  say, "  replied  the  clerk 
with  enthusiasm.  "Mignon  Papa — and  you  see  he  is  really 
a  Mignon,  a  dear  papa,  that's  what  I  like  him  for — to  marry 
his  only  daughter — well,  he  would  strip  himself  of  every- 
thing. The  Colonel  has  been  accustomed  under  your  Res- 
toration to  live  on  half -pay  (hiccup),  and  he  will  be  quite 
happy  living  with  Dumay,  speculating  in  a  small  way  at  le 
Havre;  he  will  be  sure  to  give  the  child  his  three  hundred 
thousand  francs. — Then  we  must  not  forget  Dumay,  who 
means  to  leave  his  fortune  to  Modeste.  Dumay,  you  know, 
is  a  Breton ;  his  birth  gives  security  to  the  bargain ;  he  never 
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changes  his  mind,  and  his  fortune  is  quite  equal  to  his  mas- 
ter's. At  the  same  time,  since  they  listen  to  me  at  least  as 
much  as  to  you,  though  I  do  not  talk  so  much  nor  so  well, 
I  said  to  them,  'You  are  putting  too  much  money  into  your 
house;  if  Vilquin  leaves  it  on  your  hands,  there  are  two  hun- 
dred thousand  francs  that  will  bring  you  no  return.  There 
will  be  only  a  hundred  thousand  francs  left  to  turn  over, 
and  that,  in  my  opinion,  is  not  enough.' — At  this  moment 
the  Colonel  and  Dumay  are  talking  it  over.  Take  my  word 
for  it,  Modeste  is  rich.  The  people  of  the  town  talk  non- 
sense, they  are  envious.  Why,  who  in  the  department  has 
such  a  portion?"  said  Butscha,  holding  up  his  fingers  to 
count.  "Two  to  three  hundred  thousand  francs  in  hard 
cash!"  said  he,  folding  down  his  left  thumb  with  the 
forefinger  of  his  right  hand.  "That  is  for  one.  The 
freehold  of  the  Villa  Mignon,"  and  he  doubled  down  his 
left  forefinger,  "for  two;  Dumay 's  fortune  for  three,"  he 
added,  ticking  it  off  on  the  middle  finger.  "Why,  little 
Mother  Modeste  is  a  lady  with  six  hundred  thousand  francs 
of  her  own  when  the  two  old  soldiers  shall  have  gone  aloft 
to  take  further  orders  from  God  Almighty." 

This  blunt  and  artless  communication,  broken  by  sips  of 
liqueur,  sobered  Canalis  as  much  as  it  seemed  to  intoxicate 
Butscha.  To  the  lawyer's  clerk,  a  mere  provincial,  this  for- 
tune was  evidently  colossal.  He  let  his  head  drop  on  the 
palm  of  his  right  hand,  and  with  the  elbow  majestically 
resting  on  the  table,  he  sat  blinking  and  talking  to  him- 
self:  "In  twenty  years,  at  the  pace  the  Code  is  taking  us, 
melting  down  fortunes  by  the  process  of  subdivision,  an 
heiress  with  six  hundred  thousand  francs  will  be  as  rare 
as  disinterestedness  in  a  money-lender.  You  may  say  that 
Modeste  will  spend  at  least  twelve  thousand  francs  a  year, 
the  interest  of  her  fortune;  but  she  is  a  very  nice  girl — 
very  nice — very  nice.  She  is  as  you  may  say — a  poet  must 
have  imagery — she  is  an  ermine  as  knowing  as  a  monkey." 

"And  what  did  you  tell  me?"  cried  Canalis  in  an  under- 
tone to  La  Briere.  "That  she  had  six  millions?" 
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"My  dear  fellow,"  said  Ernest,  "allow  me  to  remark 
that  I  could  say  nothing.  I  am  bound  by  an  oath,  and  it 
is  perhaps  saying  more  than  I  ought  to  tell  you — " 

"An  oath?  and  to  whom?" 

"To  Monsieur  Mignon." 

"Why,  Ernest!  when  you  know  how  indispensable  for- 
tune is  to  me" — Butscha  was  snoring — "you  who  know  my 
position,  and  all  I  should  lose  in  the  Rue  de  Grenelle  by 
marrying — you  would  have  coolly  allowed  me  to  plunge 
in?"  said  Canalis,  turning  pale.  "But  this  is  a  matter  be- 
tween friends;  and  our  friendship,  my  boy,  is  a  compact 
of  a  far  older  date  than  this  that  the  wily  Proven9al  has 
required  of  you." 

"My  dear  fellow,"  said  Ernest,  "I  love  Modeste  too 
well  to—" 

"Idiot,  take  her  I"  cried  the  poet.  "So  break  your 
oath—" 

"Do  you  solemnly  promise,  on  your  honor  as  a  man,  to 
forget  what  I  tell  you,  and  to  be  just  the  same  to  me  as  though 
\  had  never  confided  it  to  you,  come  what  may?" 

"I  swear  it  by  the  sacred  memory  of  my  mother!'* 

"Well,  when  1  was  in  Paris,  Monsieur  Mignon  told  me 
that  he  was  very  far  from  having  such  a  colossal  fortune  as 
the  Mongenods  had  spoken  of.  The  Colonel  intends  to  give 
his  daughter  two  hundred  thousand  francs.  But  then,  Mel- 
chior,  was  the  father  suspicious  ?  or  was  he  sincere  ?  It  is 
no  concern  of  mine  to  solve  that  question.  If  she  should 
condescend  to  choose  me,  Modeste,  with  nothing,  should  be 
my  wife." 

"A  blue-stocking,  appallingly  learned,  who  has  read 
everything  and  knows  everything — in  theory,"  cried  Ca- 
nalis, in  reply  to  a  protesting  gesture  of  La  Briere's;  "a 
spoiled  child,  brought  up  in  luxury  during  her  early  years, 
and  weaned  from  it  for  the  last  five !  Oh,  my  poor  friend, 
pause,  consider — " 

"Ode  and  Code!"  said  Butscha,  rousing  himself.  "You 
go  in  for  the  Ode,  and  I  for  the  Code;  there  is  only  a  C 
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between.  Code,  from  coda,  a  tail!  You  have  treated  me 
handsomely,  and  I  like  you — don't  have  anything  to  do 
with  the  Code. — Listen;  a  piece  of  good  advice  is  not  a 
bad  return  for  your  wine  and  your  Creme  de  The".  Old 
Mignon  is  cream  too,  the  cream  of  good  fellows.  Well, 
trot  out  your  horse,  he  is  riding  out  with  his  daughter ;  you 
can  speak  frankly  to  him;  ask  him  about  her  marriage  por- 
tion; he  will  give  you  a  plain  answer,  and  you  will  see  to 
the  bottom  of  things  as  sure  as  I  am  tipsy,  and  you  are 
a  great  man ;  but  then  there  must  be  no  mistake,  we  leave 
le  Havre  together,  I  suppose  ?  I  am  to  be  your  secretary, 
since  this  little  chap,  who  thinks  I  am  drunk,  and  is  laugh- 
ing at  me,  is  going  to  leave  you. — Go  ahead.  March! — and 
leave  him  to  marry  the  girl. ' ' 

Canalis  went  to  dress. 

"Not  a  word;  he  is  rushing  on  suicide,"  said  Butscha, 
as  cool  as  Gobenheim,  to  La  Briere,  very  quietly;  and  he 
telegraphed  behind  Canalis  a  signal  of  scorn  familiar  to  the 
Paris  street  boy.  "Good-by,  Master,"  he  went  on  at  the 
top  of  his  voice,  "may  I  go  and  get  forty  winks  in  Madame 
Amaury's  summer-house?" 

"Make  yourself  at  home,"  replied  the  poet. 

The  clerk,  loudly  laughed  at  by  Canalis'  three  servants, 
made  his  way  to  the  summer-house,  plunging  into  flower- 
beds and  baskets  with  the  perverse  grace  of  an  insect  de- 
scribing its  endless  zigzags  as  it  tries  to  escape  through  a 
closed  window.  He  scrambled  up  into  the  gazeebo,  and  when 
the  servants  had  got  indoors,  he  sat  down  on  a  wooden 
bench  and  gave  himself  up  to  the  joys  of  triumph.  He  had 
fooled  the  superior  man;  not  only  had  he  snatched  off  his 
mask,  but  he  had  seen  him  untie  the  strings,  and  he  laughed 
as  an  author  laughs  at  his  piece,  with  a  full  appreciation  of 
the  value  of  this  vis  comica. 

"Men  are  tops!"  cried  he;  "you  have  only  to  find  the 
end  of  the  string  that  is  wound  round  them.  Why,  any  one 
could  make  me  faint  away  by  simply  saying,  'Mademoiselle 
Modeste  has  fallen  off  her  horse  and  broken  her  leg.'  " 
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A  few  minutes  later,  Modeste,  wearing  a  bewitching  habit 
of  dark-green  kerseymere,  a  little  hat  with  a  green  veil,  doe- 
Bkin  gloves,  and  velvet  boots,  over  which  the  lace  frills  of 
her  drawers  fell  gracefully,  had  mounted  her  handsomely- 
saddled  pony,  and  was  showing  to  her  father  and  the  Due 
d'Herouville  the  pretty  gift  she  had  just  received;  she  was 
delighted  with  it,  seeing  in  it  one  of  those  attentions  which 
most  flatter  a  woman. 

"Was  it  you,  Monsieur  le  Due?"  said  she,  holding  out 
the  sparkling  end  of  her  whip.  "There  was  a  card  on  it 
with  the  words,  'Guess  if  you  can,'  and  a  row  of  dots. 
Franchise  and  Madame  Dumay  ascribe  this  charming  sur- 
prise to  Butscha;  but  my  dear  Butscha  is  not  rich  enough 
to  pay  for  such  fine  rubies !  And  my  father,  on  my  saying 
on  Sunday  evening  that  I  had  no  whip,  sent  for  that  one 
from  Rouen." 

Modeste  pointed  to  a  whip  in  her  father's  hand  with  a 
handle  set  closely  with  turquoises,  a  fashionable  novelty 
then,  but  now  rather  common. 

"I  only  wish,  Mademoiselle — I  would  give  ten  years  of 
my  life  to  have  the  right  of  offering  such  a  magnificent 
jewel,"  replied  the  Duke  politely. 

"Ah!  then  here  is  the  audacious  man,"  cried  Modeste, 
seeing  Canalis  come  up  on  horseback.  "None  but  a  poet 
can  find  such  exquisite  things. — Monsieur,"  she  went  on 
to  Melchior,  "my  father  will  be  angry  with  you;  you  are 
justifying  those  who  blame  you  for  your  extravagance." 

"Hah!"  cried  Canalis  simply,  "then  that  is  what  took 
La  Briere  from  le  Havre  to  Paris  as  fast  as  he  could 
ride." 

"Your  secretary  took  such  a  liberty  1"  said  Modeste, 
turning  pale,  and  flinging  the  whip  to  Fran§oise  Cochet 
with  a  vehemence  expressive  of  the  deepest  contempt. 
"Give  me  back  that  whip,  father!" 

"The  poor  boy  is  lying  on  his  bed  broken  with  fatigue  1" 
Melchior  went  on,  as  they  followed  the  girl,  who  had  gone 
off  at  a  gallop.  "You  are  hard,  Mademoiselle.  'I  have  this 
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chance  alone  of  reminding  her  of  my  existence,'  was  what 
he  said." 

"And  could  you  esteem  a  woman  who  was  capable  of 
preserving  keepsakes  from  every  comer  ?"  said  Modeste. 

Mode§te.  who  was  surprised  at  receiving  no  reply  from 
Canalis,  ascribed  his  inattention  to  the  sound  of  the  horse's 
hoofs. 

"HQw  you  delight  in  tormenting  those  who  are  in  love 
with  you!"  said  the  Duke.  "Your  pride  and  dignity  sc 
entirely  belie  your  vagaries  that  I  am  beginning  to  suspect 
that  you  do  yourself  injustice  by  deliberately  planning  your 
malicious  tricks." 

"What!  you  have  just  discovered  that,  Monsieur  le 
Due?"  said  she,  with  a  laugh.  "You  have  exactly  as 
much  insight  as  a  husband!" 

For  about  a  kilometre  they  rode  on  in  silence.  Modeste 
was  surprised  at  being  no  longer  aware  of  the  flaming  glances 
of  Canalis,  whose,  admiration  for  the  beauties  of  the  land- 
scape seemed  rather  more  than  was  natural.  On  the  preced- 
ing evening  Modeste  had  pointed  out  to  the  poet  a  beautiful 
effect  of  color  in  the  sunset  over  the  sea,  and,  finding  .him 
as  speechless  as  a  mute,  had  said : 

"Well,  do  not  you  see  it  all?" 

"I  see  nothing  but  your  hand,"  he  had  replied. 

"Does  Monsieur  de  la  Briere  know  how  to  ride?" 
Modeste  asked,  to  pique  him. 

"He  is  not  a  very  good  horseman,  but  he  goes,"  replied 
the  poet,  as  cold  as  Gobenheim  had  been  before  the  Colonel's 
return. 

As  they  went  along  a  crossroad,  down  which  Monsieur 
Mignon  turned  to  go  through  a  pretty  valley  to  a  hill  over 
looking  the  course  of  the  Seine,  Canalis  let  Modeste  and  the 
Duke  go  forward,  slackening  his  speed  so  as  to  bring  his 
horse  side  by  side  with  the  Colonel's. 

"Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  he,  "you  are  a  frank  soldier, 
so  you  will  regard  my  openness  as  a  claim  to  your  esteem. 
When  an  offer  of  marriage,  with  all  the  too  barbarous,  or, 
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if  you  will,  too  civilized  discussions  to  which  it  gives  rise, 
is  made  through  a  third  person,  every  one  suffers.  You  and 
I  are  both  men  of  perfect  discretion,  and  you,  like  me,  are 
past  the  age  for  surprises,  so  let  us  speak  as  man  to  man. — 
I  will  set  the  example.  I  am  nine-and-twenty,  I  have  no 
landed  estate,  I  am  an  ambitious  man.  That  I  ardently 
admire  Mademoiselle  Modeste  you  must  have  seen.  Now, 
in  spite  of  the  faults  your  charming  daughter  delights  in 
affecting — " 

"To  say  nothing  of  those  she  really  has,"  said  the 
Colonel,  smiling. 

"I  should  be  glad  indeed  to  make  her  my  wife,  and  I 
believe  I  could  make  her  happy.  The  whole  question  of 
my  future  life  turns  on  the  point  of  fortune.  Every  girl 
who  is  open  to  marriage  must  be  loved  whatever  comes  of 
it;  at  the  same  time,  you  are  not  the  man  to  get  rid  of  your 
dear  Modeste  without  a  portion,  and  my  position  would  no 
more  allow  of  my  marrying  'for  love,'  as  the  phrase  is,  than 
of  my  proposing  to  a  girl  without  a  fortune  at  least  equal  to 
my  own.  My  salary,  and  some  sinecures,  with  what  I  get 
from  the  Academy  and  my  writings,  come  to  about  thirty 
thousand  francs  a  year,  a  fine  income  for  a  bachelor.  If  my 
wife  and  I  between  us  have  sixty  thousand  francs  a  year, 
I  could  continue  to  live  on  much  the  same  footing  as  at 
present.  Have  you  a  million  francs  to  give  Mademoiselle 
Modeste?" 

"Oh!  Monsieur,  we  are  very  far  from  any  agreement," 
said  the  Colonel  jesuitically. 

"Well,  then,  we  have  said  nothing  about  the  matter — 
only  whistled,"  said  Canalis  anxiously.  "You  will  be  quite 
satisfied  with  my  conduct,  Monsieur  le  Comte;  I  shall  be 
one  more  of  the  unfortunate  men  crushed  by  that  charming 
young  lady.  Give  me  your  word  that  you  will  say  nothing 
of  this  to  anybody,  not  even  to  Mademoiselle  Modeste; 
for,"  he  added,  by  way  of  consolation,  "some  change  might 
occur  in  my  position  which  would  allow  of  my  asking  her 
hand  without  a  settlement." 
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"I  swear  it,"  said  the  Colonel.  "You  know,  Monsieur, 
with  what  exaggerated  language  the  public,  in  the  provinces 
as  in  Paris,  talk  of  fortunes  made  and  lost.  Success  and 
failure  are  alike  magnified,  and  we  are  never  so  lucky  or 
so  unlucky  as  report  says.  In  business  there  is  no  real 
security  but  investment  in  land  when  cash  transactions  are 
settled.  I  am  awaiting  with  anxious  impatience  the  reports 
of  my  various  agents ;  nothing  is  as  yet  concluded — neither 
the  sale  of  my  merchandise  and  my  ship,  nor  my  account 
with  China.  I  shall  not  for  the  next  ten  months  know  the 
amount  of  my  capital.  However,  in  Paris,  when  talking  to 
Monsieur  de  la  Briere,  I  guaranteed  a  settlement  on  my 
daughter  of  two  hundred  thousand  francs  in  money  down. 
I  intend  to  purchase  a  landed  estate  and  settle  it  in  tail  on 
my  grandchildren,  obtaining  for  them  a  grant  of  my  titles 
and  coat-of-arms." 

After  the  first  words  of  this  speech  Canalis  had  ceased 
to  listen. 

The  four  riders  now  came  out  on  a  wide  road  and  rode 
abreast  up  to  the  plateau,  which  commands  a  view  of  the 
rich  valley  of  the  Seine  toward  Rouen,  while  on  the  other 
horizon  they  could  still  see  the  line  of  the  sea. 

"Butscha  was  indeed  right,  God  is  a  great  landscape 
maker,"  said  Canalis,  as  he  looked  down  on  the  panorama, 
unique  among  those  for  which  the  hills  above  the  Seine  are 
justly  famous. 

"But  it  is  when  out  hunting,  my  dear  Baron,"  said  the 
Duke,  "when  nature  is  roused  by  a  voice,  by  a  stir  in  the 
silence,  that  the  scenery,  as  we  fly  past,  seems  most  really 
sublime  with  the  rapid  change  of  effect." 

"The  sun  has  an  inexhaustible  palette,"  said  Modeste, 
gazing  at  the  poet  in  a  sort  of  bewilderment.  On  her  mak- 
ing a  remark  as  to  the  absence  of  mind  she  observed  in  Ca- 
nalis, he  replied  that  he  was  revelling  in  his  own  thoughts, 
an  excuse  which  writers  can  make  in  addition  to  thosi1 
common  to  other  men. 

"Are  we  really  blest  when  we  transfer  our  life  to  the 
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centre  of  the  world,  and  add  to  it  a  thousand  factitious 
needs  and  overwrought  vanities?"  said  Modeste,  as  she 
contemplated  the  calm  and  luxuriant  champaign  which 
seemed  to  counsel  philosophical  quietude. 

"Such  bucolics,  Mademoiselle,  are  always  written  on 
tables  of  gold,"  said  the  poet. 

"And  imagined,  perhaps,  in  a  garret,"  replied  the 
Colonel. 

Modeste  gave  Canalis  a  piercing  look,  and  saw  him 
flinch;  there  was  a  sound  of  bells  in  her  ears;  for  a  mo- 
ment everything  grew  dark  before  her;  then,  in  a  hard, 
cold  tone,  she  exclaimed: 

"Ah!  it  is  Wednesday!" 

"It  is  not  with  the  idea  of  flattering  a  merely  transient 
fancy  of  yours,  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  Due  d'He'rouville 
solemnly — for  this  little  scene,  so  tragical  to  Modeste,  had 
given  him  time  for  thought — "but,  I  assure  you,  I  am  so 
utterly  disgusted  with  the  world,  the  Court,  and  Paris  life, 
that,  for  my  part,  with  a  Duchesse  d'He'rouville  so  full  of 
charms  and  wit  as  you  are,  I  could  .pledge  myself  to  live 
like  a  philosopher  in  my  chateau,  doing  good  to  those  about 
me,  reclaiming  my  alluvial  flats,  bringing  up  my  children — " 

"This  shall  be  set  down  to  your  credit,  Duke,"  said  Mo- 
deste, looking  steadily  at  the  noble  gentleman.  "You  flatter 
me,"  she  added,  "for  you  do  not  think  me  frivolous,  and 
you  believe  that  I  have  enough  resources  in  myself  to  live 
in  solitude. — And  that  perhaps  will  be  my  fate,"  she  added, 
looking  at  Canalis  with  a  compassionate  expression. 

"It  is  the  lot  of  all  small  fortunes,"  replied  the  poet. 
"Paris  requires  Babylonian  luxury.  I  sometimes  wonder 
how  I  have  managed  to  live  till  now." 

"The  King  is  Providence  to  you  and  me,"  said  the  Duke 
frankly,  "for  we  both  live  on  His  Majesty's  bounty.  If, 
since  the  death  of  Monsieur  le  Grand,  as  Cinq-Mars  was 
called,  we  had  not  always  held  his  office  in  our  family,  we 
should  have  had  to  sell  He*rouville  to  be  demolished  by 
the  Bande  Noire.  Believe  me,  Mademoiselle,  it  is  to  me  a 
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terrible  humiliation  to  mix  up  financial  considerations  with 
the  thought  of  marriage — " 

The  candor  of  this  avowal,  which  came  from  the  heart, 
and  the  sincerity  of  this  regret,  touched  Modeste. 

"In  these  days,"  said  the  poet,  "nobody  in  France,  Mon- 
sieur le  Due,  is  rich  enough  to  commit  the  folly  of  marrying 
a  woman  for  her  personal  merits,  her  charm,  her  character, 
or  her  beauty — ' ' 

The  Colonel  looked  at  Canalis  with  a  strange  expression, 
after  studying  his  daughter,  whose  face  no  longer  expressed 
any  astonishment. 

"Then  for  a  man  of  honor,"  he  said,  "it  is  a  noble  use 
of  riches  to  devote  them  to  repair  the  ravages  that  time  has 
wrought  on  our  old  historical  families." 

"Yes,  papa,"  said  the  girl  gravely. 

The  Colonel  asked  the  Duke  and  Canalis  to  dine  at  the 
villa,  without  ceremony,  in  their  riding  dress,  and  set  them 
the  example  by  not  changing  his  for  dinner.  When,  on 
their  return,  Modeste  went  to  change  her  dress,  she  looked 
curiously  at  the  trinket  that  had  come  from  Paris,  and  that 
she  had  so  cruelly  disdained. 

"How  exquisitely  such  work  is  done  nowadays,"  said 
she  to  FranQoise  Cochet,  who  was  now  her  maid. 

"And  that  poor  young  gentleman,  Mademoiselle,  ill  of 
a  fever — " 

"Who  told  you  so?" 

"Monsieur  Butscha.  He  came  here  just  now  to  bid  me 
say  you  had  no  doubt  found  out  that  he  had  kept  his  word 
on  the  day  he  named." 

Modeste  went  downstairs,  dressed  with  queenly  sim- 
plicity. 

"My  dear  father,"  said  she,  quite  audibly,  taking  the 
Colonel's  arm,  "will  you  go  and  ask  after  Monsieur  de  la 
Briere,  and  oblige  me  by  taking  back  his  present.  You  may 
put  it  to  him  that  my  small  fortune,  as  well  as  my  own  taste, 
prohibits  my  using  such  toys  as  are  fit  only  for  a  queen  or  a 
courtesan.  Besides,  I  can  only  accept  presents  from  the  man 
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I  may  hope  to  marry.  Beg  our  excellent  young  friend  to 
keep  the  whip  till  you  find  yourself  rich  enough  to  buy  it 
of  him." 

"Then  my  little  girl  is  full  of  good  sense!"  said  the 
Colonel,  kissing  her  on  the  forehead. 

Canalis  took  advantage  of  a  conversation  between  the 
Duo  d'Herouville  and  Madame  Mignon  to  go  out  on  the 
terrace,  where  Modeste  presently  joined  him,  urged  by 
curiosity,  while  he  believed  it  was  by  her  desire  to  be- 
come Madame  Canalis.  Somewhat  alarmed  at  his  own 
audacity  in  thus  executing  what  a  soldier  would  call  "right 
about  face,"  though,  according  to  the  jurisprudence  of  am- 
bitious souls,  every  man  in  his  place  would  have  done  the 
same,  and  just  as  suddenly,  he  tried  to  find  some  plausible 
reasons  as  he  saw  the  ill-starred  Modeste  come  out  to  him. 

"Dear  Modeste,"  said  he,  in  insinuating  tones,  "as  we 
are  on  such  terms  of  friendship,  will  you  be  offended  if  I 
point  out  to  you  how  painful  your  replies  with  regard  to 
Monsieur  d'Hdrouville  must  be  to  a  man  who  loves  you, 
and,  above  all,  to  a  poet,  whose  soul  is  a  woman,  is  all 
nerves,  and  suffering  from  the  myriad  jealousies  of  a  gen- 
uine passion.  I  should  be  a  poor  diplomat  indeed  if  I  had 
not  understood  that  your  preliminary  flirtations,  your  elab- 
orate recklessness,  were  the  outcome  of  a  plan  to  study  our 
characters — " 

Modeste  raised  her  head  with  a  quick,  intelligent,  and 
pretty  movement,  of  a  type  that  rnay  perhaps  be  traced  to 
certain  animals  to  which  instinct  gives  wonderful  grace. 

"And  so,  thrown  back  on  myself,  I  was  no  longer 
deceived  by  them.  I  marvelled  at  your  subtle  wit,  in  har- 
mony with  your  character  and  your  countenance.  Be  sat- 
isfied that  I  never  imagined  your  assumed  duplicity  to  be 
anything  but  an  outer  wrapper,  covering  the  most  adorable 
candor.  No,  your  intelligence,  your  learning,  have  left 
untainted  the  exquisite  innocence  we  look  for  in  a  wife. 
You  are  the  very  wife  for  a  poet,  a  diplomatist,  a  thinker, 
a  man  fated  to  live  through  hazardous  moments,  and  I  ad- 
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mire  you  as  much  as  I  feel  attached  to  you.  I  entreat  you, 
unless  you  were  merely  playing  with  me  yesterday  when 
you  accepted  the  pledges  of  a  man  whose  vanity  will  turn 
to  pride  if  he  is  chosen  by  you,  whose  faults  will  turn  to 
virtues  at  your  divine  touch — I  beseech  you,  do  not  crush 
the  feeling  he  has  indulged  till  it  is  a  vice  I 

"Jealousy  in  me  is  a  solvent,  and  you  have  shown  me  what 
its  violence  is;  it  is  fearful;  it  eats  into  everything!  Oh!  it 
is  not  the  jealousy  of  Othello!"  said  he,  in  reply  to  a  move- 
ment on  Modeste's  part.  "No,  no!  I  myself  am  in  question; 
I  am  spoiled  in  this  regard.  You  know  of  the  one  affection 
to  which  I  owe  the  only  form  of  happiness  I  have  ever 
known — and  that  very  incomplete"  (he  shook  his  head). 

"Love  is  depicted  as  a  child  by  every  nation,  because 
it  cannot  be  conceived  of  but  as  having  all  life  before  it. 
Well,  this  love  of  mine  had  its  term  fixed  by  nature;  it  was 
still-born.  The  most  intuitive  motherliness  discerned  and 
soothed  this  aching  spot  in  my  heart,  for  a  woman  who  feels 
— who  sees — that  she  is  dying  to  the  joys  of  love,  has  angelic 
consideration ;  the  duchess  has  never  given  me  a  pang  of  that 
kind.  In  ten  years  not  a  word,  not  a  look,  has  failed  of  its 
mark.  I  attach  more  importance  than  ordinary  people  do 
to  words,  thoughts,  and  looks.  To  me  a  glance  is  an  infinite 
possession,  the  slightest  doubt  is  a  mortal  poison,  and  acts 
instantaneously:  I  cease  to  love.  In  my  opinion — which  is 
opposed  to  that  of  the  vulgar,  who  revel  in  trembling,  hop- 
ing, waiting — love  ought  to  dwell  in  absolute  assurance, 
childlike,  infinite.  To  me  the  enchanting  purgatory  which 
women  delight  in  inflicting  on  us  with  their  caprices  is  an 
intolerable  form  of  happiness  which  I  will  have  nothing  to 
say  to;  to  me,  love  is  heaven  or  hell.  Hell  I  will  not  have; 
I  feel  that  I  am  strong  enough  to  endure  the  sempiternal 
blue  of  Paradise.  I  give  myself  unreservedly,  I  will  have 
no  secrets,  no  doubts,  no  delusions,  in  my  future  life,  and 
I  ask  for  reciprocity.  Perhaps  I  offend  you  by  doubting 
you!  But,  remember,  I  am  speaking  only  of  myself — " 

"And  a  great  deal,"  said  Modeste,  hurt  by  all  the  lancet 


XODESTE   MIGNOX  647 

points  of  this  harangue,  in  which  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu 
was  used  as  a  sladge-hammer,  "but  it  can  never  be  too 
much;  I  have  a  habit  of  admiring  you,  my  dear  poet." 

"Well,  then,  can  you  promise  me  the  doglike  fidelity 
I  offer  you?  Is  it  not  fine?  Is  it  not  what  you  wish 
for?" 

"But  why,  my  dear  poet,  do  you  not  look  for  a  wife  who 
is  dumb  and  blind  and  something  of  a  fool  ?  I  am  quite  pre- 
pared to  please  my  husband  in  all  things;  but  you  threaten 
to  deprive  a  girl  of  the  very  happiness  you  promise  her,  to 
snatch  it  from  her  at  the  slightest  movement,  the  slightest 
word,  the  slightest  look!  You  cut  the  bird's  wings  and 
want  to  see  it  fly !  I  knew  that  poets  were  accused  of  incon- 
sistency— Oh!  quite  unjustly,"  she  added,  as  Canalis  pro- 
tested by  a  gesture,  "for  the  supposed  fault  is  merely  the 
result  of  a  vulgar  misapprehension  of  the  suddenness  of 
their  impulses.  Still,  I  had  not  thought  that  a  man  of 
genius  would  devise  the  contradictory  conditions  of  such 
a  game,  and  then  call  it  life!  You  insist  on  impossibilities 
just  to  have  the  pleasure  of  putting  me  in  the  wrong,  like 
those  enchanters  who  in  fairy  tales  set  tasks  to  persecuted 
damsels  whom  good  fairies  rescue — " 

"In  this  case  true  love  will  be  the  fairy,"  said  Canalis, 
rather  dryly,  seeing  that  his  motive  for  a  separation  had 
been  detected  by  the  acute  and  delicate  intelligence  which 
Butscha  had  put  on  the  scent. 

"You,  at  this  moment,  my  dear  poet,  are  like  those 
parents  who  inquire  as  to  a  girl's  fortune  before  mention- 
ing what  their  son's  will  be.  You  make  difficulties  with  me, 
not  knowing  whether  you  have  any  right  to  do  so.  Love 
cannot  be  based  on  agreements  discussed  in  cold  blood. 
The  poor  Duke  allows  himself  to  be  managed  with  all  the 
Bubmissiveness  of  Uncle  Toby  in  Sterne's  novel,  with  this 
difference,  that  I  am  not  the  widow  Wad  man,  though  be- 
reaved at  this  moment  of  many  illusions  concerning  poetry. 
— Yes!  we  hate  to  believe  anything,  we  girls,  that  can  over- 
throw our  world  of  fancy ! — I  had  been  told  all  this  before- 
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hand! — Oh!  you  are  trying  to  quarrel  with  me  in  a  way 
unworthy  of  you!  I  cannot  recognize  the  Melchior  of 
yesterday." 

"Because  Melchior  has  detected  in  you  an  ambition  you 
still  cherish — " 

Modeste  looked  at  Canalis  from  he*d  to  foot  with  an 
imperial  glance. 

"But  I  shall  some  day  be  an  ambassador  and  a  peer  as 
he  is—" 

"You  take  me  for  a  vulgar  schoolgirl!"  she  said,  as  she 
went  up  the  steps.  But  she  turned  hastily,  and  added  in 
some  confusion,  for  she  felt  suffocating:  "That  is  less  inso- 
lent than  taking  me  for  a  fool.  The  change  in  your  de- 
meanor is  due  to  the  nonsense  current  in  le  Havre,  which 
Fran9oise,  my  maid,  has  just  repeated  to  me." 

"Oh,  Modeste,  can  you  believe  that?"  cried  Canalis,  with 
theatrical  emphasis.  "Then  you  think  that  I  want  to  marry 
you  only  for  your  fortune!" 

"If  I  do  you  this  injustice  after  your  edifying  remarks 
on  the  hills  by  the  Seine,  it  lies  with  you  to  undeceive  me, 
and  thenceforth  I  will  be  what  you  would  wish  me  to  be," 
said  she,  blighting  him  with  her  scorn. 

"If  you  think  you  can  catch  me  in  that  trap,  my  lady," 
said  the  poet  to  himself  as  he  followed  her,  "you  fancy  me 
younger  than  I  am.  What  an  ado,  to  be  sure,  for  a  little 
slut  for  whose  esteem  I  care  no  more  than  for  that  of  the 
King  of  Borneo.  However,  by  ascribing  to  me  an  ignoble 
motive  she  justifies  my  present  attitude.  Isn't  she  cunning'/ 
— La  Briere  will  be  saddled,  like  the  little  fool  that  he  is; 
and  five  years  hence  we  shall  laugh  at  him  well,  she  and  I." 

The  coolness  produced  by  this  dispute  between  Modeste 
and  Canalis  was  obvious  to  all  eyes  that  evening.  Canalis 
withdrew  early,  on  the  pretext  of  La  Briere's  illness,  leaving 
the  field  free  to  the  Master  of  the  Horse.  At  about  eleven 
Butscha,  who  had  come  to  escort  Madame  Latournelle  home, 
said  in  an  undertone  to  Modeste:  "Was  I  right?" 

"Alas,  yes!"  said  she. 
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"But  have  you  done  as  we  agreed,  and  left  the  door  ajar 
so  that  he  may  return?" 

"My  anger  was  too  much  for  me,"  replied  Modeste. 
"Such  meanness  brought  the  blood  to  my  head,  and  I  told 
him  my  mind." 

"Well,  so  much  the  better!  When  you  have  quarrelled 
so  that  you  cannot  speak  civilly  to  each  other,  even  then  I 
undertake  to  make  him  so  devoted  and  pressing  that  you 
yourself  are  taken  in  by  him." 

"Come,  come,  Butscha;  he  is  a  great  poet,  a  gentleman, 
and  a  man  of  intellect. ' ' 

"Your  father's  eight  millions  will  be  more  than  all  that." 

"Eight  millions!"  said  Modeste. 

"My  master,  who  is  selling  his  business,  is  setting  out 
for  Provence  to  look  into  Castagnould's  investments  as  your 
father's  agent.  The  sum-total  of  the  contracts  for  repur- 
chasing the  lands  of  la  Bastie  amounts  to  four  millions  of 
francs,  and  your  father  has  consented  to  every  item.  Your 
settlement  is  to  be  two  millions,  and  the  Colonel  allows  one 
for  establishing  you  in  Paris  with  a  house  and  furniture. 
Calculate." 

"Ah,  then  I  may  be  Duchesse  d'He*rouville,"  said 
Modeste,  looking  at  Butscha. 

"But  for  that  ridiculous  Canalis,  you  wonld  have  kept 
his  whip,  as  sent  by  me,"  said  Butscha,  putting  in  a  word 
for  La  Briere. 

"Monsieur  Butscha,  do  you  really  expect  me  to  marry 
the  man  you  may  choose?"  said  Modeste,  laughing. 

"That  worthy  young  fellow  loves  as  truly  as  I  do;  you 
loved  him  yourself  for  a  week,  and  he  is  a  man  of  genuine 
heart,"  replied  the  clerk. 

"And  can  he  compete  with  a  Crown  appointment,  do  you 
think?  There  are  but  six — the  High  Almoner,  the  Chan- 
cellor, the  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  the 
High  Constable,  the  High  Admiral. — But  there  are  no  more 
Lords  High  Constable." 

"But  in  six  months,  Mademoiselle,  the  people,  composed 
Vol.  a  BALZAC— BB 
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of  an  infinite  number  of  malignant  Butschas,  may  blow  upon 
all  this  grandeur.  Besides,  what  does  nobility  matter  in 
these  days?  There  are  not  a  thousand  real  noblemen  in 
France.  The  d'Herouvilles  are  descended  from  an  Usher 
of  the  Rod  under  Kobert  of  Normandy.  You  will  have 
many  a  vexation  from  those  two  knife-faced  old  maids. — If 
you  are  bent  on  being  a  Duchess — well,  you  belong  to 
Franche  Comte*,  the  Pope  will  have  at  least  as  much  con- 
sideration for  you  as  for  the  tradespeople,  he  will  sell  you 
a  duchy  ending  in  nia  or  agno. — Do  not  trifle  with  your 
happiness  for  the  sake  of  a  Crown  appointment!" 

The  reflections  indulged  in  by  Canalis  during  the  night 
were  all  satisfactory.  He  could  imagine  nothing  in  the  world 
worse  than  the  situation  of  a  married  man  without  a  fortune. 
Still  tremulous  at  the  thought  of  the  danger  he  had  been  led 
into  by  his  vanity,  which  he  had  pledged,  as  it  were,  to  Mo- 
deste  by  his  desire  to  triumph  over  the  Due  d'He"rouville, 
and  by  his  belief  in  Monsieur  Mignon's  millions,  he  began 
to  wonder  what  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  must  be  thinking 
of  his  stay  at  le  Havre,  aggravated  by  five  days'  cessation 
from  letter-writing,  whereas  in  Paris  they  wrote  each  other 
four  or  five  notes  a  week. 

"And  the  poor  woman  is  struggling  to  get  me  promoted 
to  be  Commander  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  to  the  place 
of  Minister  to  the  Grandduchy  of  Baden!"  cried  he. 

Forthwith,  with  the  prompt  decisiveness  which  in  poets, 
as  in  speculators,  is  the  result  of  a  clear  intuition  of  the  fu- 
ture, he  sat  down  and  wrote  the  following  letter: 

To  Madame  la  Duchesse  de   Chaulieu 

"MY  DEAR  ELEONORE — You  are  no  doubt  astonished  at 
having  had  no  news  of  me,  but  my  stay  here  is  not  merely  a 
matter  of  health;  I  also  have  had  to  do  my  duty  in  some  de- 
gree to  our  little  friend  La  Briere.  The  poor  boy  has  fallen 
desperately  in  love  with  a  certain  Demoiselle  Modeste  de  la 
Bastie,  a  little  pale-faced,  insignificant  thread-paper  of  a  girl, 
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who,  by  the  way,  "has  as  a  vice  a  mania  for  literature,  and 
calls  herself  poetical  to  justify  the  whims,  the  tantrums, 
and  changes  of  a  pretty  bad  temper.  You  know  Ernest, 
he  is  so  easily  made  a  fool  of,  that  I  would  not  trust  him 
alone.  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  set  up  a  strange  flirta- 
tion with  your  Melchior;  she  was  very  well  inclined  to  be 
your  rival,  though  she  has  lean  arms  and  scraggy  shoul- 
ders, like  most  young  girls,  hair  more  colorless  than  Ma- 
dame de  Rochefide's,  and  a  very  doubtful  expression  in  her 
little  gray  eye.  I  pulled  up  this  Immodeste's  advances 
pretty  short — perhaps  rather  too  roughly;  but  that  is  the 
way  of  an  absorbing  passion.  What  do  I  care  for  all 
the  women  on  earth,  who,  all  put  together,  are  not 
worth  you? 

"The  people  with  whom  we  spend  our  time,  who  sur- 
round this  heiress,  are  bourgeois  enough  to  make  one  sick. 
Pity  me;  I  spend  my  evenings  with  notaries'  clerks,  their 
wives,  their  cashiers,  and  a  provincial  money-lender;  wide 
indeed  is  the  gulf  between  this  and  the  evenings  in  the 
Rue  de  Grenelle.  The  father's  trumped-up  fortune — he 
has  just  come  home  from  China — has  secured  us  the  com- 
pany of  that  omnipresent  suitor  the  Master  of  the  Horse, 
hungrier  for  millions  than  ever,  since  it  will  cost  six  or 
seven,  they  say,  to  reclaim  and  work  the  much-talked-of 
alluvion  of  He'rouville.  The  King  has  no  idea  what  a 
fatal  gift  he  has  made  to  the  little  Duke.  His  Grace, 
who  does  not  suspect  how  small  a  fortune  his  hoped-for 
father-in-law  possesses,  is  jealous  only  of  me.  La  Briere 
is  making  his  way  with  his  idol  under  cover  of  his  friend, 
who  serves  as  a  screen. 

"In  spite  of  Ernest's  raptures,  I,  the  poet,  think  of  the 
substantial;  and  the  information  I  have  gathered  as  to 
the  gentleman's  wealth  casts  a  gloomy  hue  over  our  sec- 
retary's prospects,  for  his  lady-love  has  sharp  enough  teeth 
to  eat  a  hole  in  any  fortune.  Now,  if  my  angel  would  re- 
deem some  of  our  sins,  she  would  try  to  find  out  the  truth 
about  this  matter,  by  sending  for  her  banker,  Mongenod, 
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and  cross-questioning  him  with  the  skill  that  distinguishes 
her.  Monsieur  Charles  Mignon,  formerly  a  Colonel  in  the 
Cavalry  of  the  Imperial  Guard,  has  for  seven  years  been 
in  constant  communication  with  Mongenod's  house.  They 
talk  here  of  two  hundred  thousand  francs  in  settlement,  at 
most;  and  before  making  an  offer  in  form  for  the  young 
lady  on  Ernest's  behalf,  I  should  be  glad  to  have  positive 
data.  As  soon  as  the  good  folk  are  agreed,  I  return  to 
Paris.  I  know  a  way  of  bringing  the  business  to  a  satis- 
factory conclusion  for  our  lover.  All  that  is  needed  is  to 
secure  permission  for  Monsieur  Mignon's  son-in-law  to  take 
his  title  of  Count,  and  no  man  is  more  likely  to  obtain  such 
a  grant  than  Ernest,  in  view  of  his  services,  especially  when 
seconded  by  us  three — you,  the  Duke,  and  myself.  With 
his  tastes,  Ernest,  who  will  undoubtedly  rise  to  be  a  Master 
of  t^e  Exchequer,  will  be  perfectly  happy  living  in  Paris  if 
he  is  certain  of  twenty-five  thousand  francs  a  year,  a  perma- 
nent office,  and  a  wife — poor  wretch ! 

"Oh,  my  dear!  how  I  long  to  see  the  Rue  de  Grenelle 
again!  A  fortnight's  absence,  when  it  does  not  kill  love, 
revives  the  ardor  of  its  early  days,  and  you  know,  better 
perhaps  than  I,  all  the  reasons  that  make  my  love  eternal. 
My  bones  in  the  tomb  will  love  you  still!  Indeed,  I  can- 
not hold  out !  If  I  am  compelled  to  remain  ten  days  longer, 
I  must  go  to  Paris  for  a  few  hours. 

"Has  the  Duke  got  me  rope  to  hang  myself?  And  you, 
dear  life,  shall  you  have  to  take  the  Baden  waters  this  sea- 
son? The  cooing  of  our  beau  tin'ebreux,  as  compared  with 
the  accents  of  happy  love — always  the  same,  and  true  to 
itself  for  nearly  ten  years  past — has  given  me  a  deep  con- 
tempt of  marriage ;  I  had  never  seen  all  this  so  close  to  my 
eyes  before.  Ah !  my  dear,  what  is  called  wrongdoing  is  a 
far  closer  tie  between  two  souls  than  the  law — is  it  not  ?" 

This  idea  served  as  the  text  for  two  pages  of  reminiscences 
and  of  aspirations  of  too  private  a  nature  for  publication. 
OP  the  day  before  Canalis  posted  this  letter,  Butscha, 
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who  wrote  under  the  name  of  Jean  Jacmin  to  his  imaginary 
cousin  Philoxene,  had  sent  off  his  answer  twelve  hours  in 
advance  of  the  poet's  letter.  The  Duchess,  for  the  last 
fortnight  extremely  alarmed  and  offended  by  Melchior's 
silence,  had  dictated  Philoxene's  letter  to  her  cousin;  and 
now,  after  reading  the  clerk's  reply — somewhat  too  decis- 
ive for  the  vanity  of  a  lady  of  fifty — had  made  minute  in- 
quiries as  to  Colonel  Mignon's  fortune.  Finding  herself 
betrayed,  deserted  for  money,  Ele'onore  gave  herself  up 
to  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  hatred,  and  cold  malignancy. 
Philoxene,  knocking  at  the  door  of  her  mistress's  lux- 
urious room,  on  going  in,  found  her  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  and  stood  amazed  at  this  unprecedented  phenom- 
enon, which  she  had  never  before  seen  during  fifteen 
years  of  service. 

"We  expiate  the  happiness  of  ten  years  in  ten  min- 
utes!" exclaimed  the  Duchess. 

"A  letter  from  le  Havre,  Madame." 

Ele'onore  read  Canalis'  effusion  of  prose  without  ob- 
serving Philoxene's  presence,  and  the  maid's  surprise  was 
heightened  as  she  saw  the  Duchess's  face  recover  its  seren- 
ity as  she  read  the  letter.  If  you  hold  out  to  a  drowning 
man  a  pole  as  thick  as  a  walking-stick,  he  will  regard  it  as 
the  king's  highway  to  safety;  and  so  the  happy  Ele'onore  be- 
lieved in  the  poet's  good  faith  as  she  perused  these  sheets  in 
which  love  and  business,  lies  and  truth,  elbowed  each  other. 

Just  now,  when  the  banker  had  left  her,  she  had  sent 
for  her  husband  to  hinder  Melchior's  promotion  if  there 
were  time  yet;  but  a  generous  regret  came  over  her  that 
rose  to  a  sublime  impulse. 

"Poor  boy!"  thought  she,  "he  has  not  the  smallest 
thought  of  ill.  He  loves  me  as  he  did  the  first  day;  he 
tells  me  everything.— Philoxene!"  said  she,  noticing  her 
head  maid  loitering  about,  and  affecting  to  arrange  the 
toilet-table. 

"Madame  la  Duchesse?" 

"My  hand-glass,  child." 
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Ele*onore  looked  at  herself,  noted  the  razor-fine  lines 
grooving  her  forehead,  but  invisible  at  a  distance;  and 
she  sighed,  for  she  believed  that  in  that  sigh  she  was 
taking  leave  of  love.  Then  she  had  a  man's  thought, 
above  the  pettiness  of  woman — a  thought  which  is  some- 
times intoxicating;  an  intoxication  which  may  perhaps  ac- 
count for  the  clemency  of  the  Semiramis  of  the  North  when 
she  made  her  young  and  lovely  rival  Momonoff's  wife. 

"Since  he  has  not  failed  me,  I  will  get  the  millions  and 
the  girl  for  him,"  thought  she,  "if  this  little  Mademoiselle 
Mignon  is  as  plain  as  he  says  she  is." 

Three  knocks,  delicately  rapped  out,  announced  the 
Duke,  for  whom  his  wife  herself  opened  the  door. 

"Ah!  you  are  better,  my  dear,"  cried  he,  with  the  as- 
sumed gladness  that  courtiers  so  well  know  how  to  put  on^ 
and  by  which  simpletons  are  taken  in. 

"My  dear  Henri,"  said  she,  "it  is  really  inconceivable 
that  you  should  not  by  this  time  have  secured  Melchior's 
appointment,  after  sacrificing  yourself  for  the  King  during 
your  year's  ministry,  knowing  that  it  would  scarcely  en- 
dure so  long!" 

The  Duke  glanced  at  Philoxene;  and  the  maid,  by  an 
almost  imperceptible  jerk  of  the  head,  showed  him  the  let- 
ter from  le  Havre  on  the  dressing-table.  "You  would  be 
bored  to  death  in  Germany,  and  quarrel  with  Melchior  be- 
fore your  return,"  said  the  Duke  artlessly. 

"Why?" 

"Well,  would  you  not  always  be  together?"  replied  the 
erewhile  Ambassador  with  comical  candor. 

"Oh!  no,"  said  she;  "I  mean  to  get  him  married." 

"If  d'HeVouville  is  to  be  believed,  our  dear  Canalis  has 
not  waited  for  your  good  offices,"  replied  the  Duke,  smiling. 
"Grandlieu  yesterday  read  me  some  passages  of  a  letter  to 
him  from  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  which  was  no  doubt 
edited  by  his  aunt  to  come  to  your  ears;  for  MademoiselU 
d'Herouville,  always  on  the  lookout  for  a  fortune,  knows 
that  Grandlieu  and  I  play  whist  together  almost  every  even- 
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ing.  That  good  little  d'HeVouville  invites  the  Prince  de 
Cadignan  to  a  Royal  Hunt  in  Normandy,  begging  him  to 
persuade  the  Kipg  to  go,  so  as  to  turn  the  damsel's  head 
when  she  finds  herself  the  object  6f  such  a  chivalrous  pro- 
cession. In  fact,  two  words  from  Charles  X.  would  settle 
everything.  D'He*rouville  says  the  girl  is  incomparably 
lovely." 

"Henri,  let  us  go  to  le  Havre!"  cried  the  Duchess,  inter- 
rupting her  husband. 

"But  on  what  excuse?"  said  he  gravely — a  man  who 
had  been  in  the  intimate  confidence  of  Louis  XVIII. 

"I  never  saw  a  hunt." 

"That  would  be  all  very  well  if  the  King  should  be 
there,  but  to  go  so  far  for  a  hunt  would  be  ridiculous;  and 
he  will  not  go,  I  have  just  spoken  to  him  about  it." 

"MADAME  perhaps  would  go — " 

"That  is  a  better  plan,"  said  the  Duke;  "and  the  Duch- 
esse  de  Maufrigneuse  may  help  you  to  get  her  away  from 
Rosny.  Then  the  King  would  make  no  objection  to  his 
hounds  being  taken  out. — But  do  not  go  to  le  Havre,  my 
dear,"  said  the  Duke,  in  a  paternal  tone;  "it  would  make 
you  conspicuous.  Look  here;  this,  I  think,  will  be  a  bet- 
ter plan.  Gaspard  has  his  Chateau  of  Rosembray  on  the 
further  side  of  the  forest  of  Brotonne;  why  not  give  him  a 
hint  to  receive  all  the  party  there?" 

"Through  whom?" 

"Why,  his  wife  the  Duchess,  who  attends  the  Holy 
Table  with  Mademoiselle  d'He'rouville,  might  ask  Gaspard 
to  do  it  if  the  old  maid  hinted  it  to  her." 

"You  are  the  dearest  man!"  said  Eldonore.  "I  will 
write  two  lines  to  the  old  lady,  and  to  Diane;  for  we  must 
have  hunting-suits  made.  The  little  hat,  now  I  think  of 
it,  makes  one  look  very  much  younger. — Did  you  win  yes- 
terday at  the  English  Embassy?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  Duke;  "I  wiped  out  my  score." 

"And,  above  all,  Henri,  set  everything  aside  till  Mel- 
chior's  two  promotions  are  settled." 
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After  writing  a  few  lines  to  the  fair  Diane  de  Maufri- 
gneuse,  and  a  note  to  Mademoiselle  d'Herouville,  Eleonore 
flung  this  reply  like  the  smack  of  a  horse-whip  across  Ca- 
nalis' lies-- 

To  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Canalis 

"MY  DEAR  POET — Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  is  beauti- 
ful; Mongenod  assures  me  that  her  father  has  eight  millions 
of  francs;  1  had  thought  of  making  her  your  wife,  so  I  am 
deeply  annoyed  by  your  want  of  confidence  in  me.  If,  be- 
fore you  started  for  le  Havre,  you  aimed  at  getting  La 
Bri&re  married  to  her,  I  cannot  imagine  your  not  telling 
me  so  plainly  before  you  went.  And  why  pass  a  fortnight 
without  writing  a  line  to  a  friend  so  easily  alarmed  as  I  am  ? 

"Your  letter  came  a  little  late;  I  had  already  seen  the 
banker.  You  are  a  child,  Melchior;  you  try  to  be  cunning 
with  us.  That  is  not  right.  Even  the  Duke  is  amazed  at 
your  behavior;  he  thinks  you  not  quite  gentlemanly — which 
casts  a  doubt  on  the  virtue  of  your  lady  mother. 

"Now,  I  want  to  see  things  for  myself.  I  shall,  I  believe, 
have  the  honor  of  attending  MADAME  to  the  hunt  arranged 
by  the  Due  d'Herouville  for  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie.  I 
will  contrive  that  you  shall  be  invited  to  stay  at  Eosembray, 
as  the  hunt  will  probably  take  place  at  the  Due  de  Verneuil's. 

"Believe  me,  none  the  less,  my  dear  poet,  your  friend  for 
life,  ELEONORE." 

"There,  Ernest,"  said  Canalis,  tossing  this  letter,  which 
arrived  at  breakfast  time,  across  the  table  in  La  Bri&re's 
face.  "That  is  the  two  thousandth  love-letter  I  have  re- 
ceived from  that  woman,  and  there  is  not  one  single  tu.  The 
noble  Ele*onore  never  compromised  herself  further  than  what 
you  find  there. — Get  married,  and  make  haste  about  it! 
The  worst  marriage  in  the  world  is  more  tolerable  than  the 
lightest  of  these  halters. — Well,  I  am  the  veriest  Nicodemus 
that  ever  dropped  from  the  moon.  Modeste  has  millions; 
she  is  lost  to  me  forever;  for  no  one  ever  comes  back  from 
the  poles,  where  we  now  are,  to  the  tropics,  where  we  dwelt 
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three  days  ago!     Besides.  I  have  all  the  more  reason  to  wish 
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for  your  triumph  over  the  little  Duke,  because  I  told  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  that  I  came  here  only  for  your  sake; 
so  now  I  shall  work  for  you." 

"Alas!  Melchior,  Modesto  must  need  have  so  superior, 
BO  mature  a  character,  and  such  a  noble  mind,  to  resist  the 
spectacle  of  the  Court,  and  all  the  splendor  so  skilfully  dis- 
played in  her  honor  and  glory  by  the  Duke,  that  I  cannot 
believe  in  the  existence  of  such  perfection;  and  yet — if  she 
is  still  the  Modeste  of  her  letters,  there  may  be  a  hope — " 

"You  are  a  happy  fellow,  young  Boniface,  to  see  the 
world  and  your  lady-love  through  such  green  spectacles!" 
exclaimed  Canalis,  going  out  to  walk  in  the  garden. 

The  poet,  caught  between  two  falsehoods,  could  not  make 
up  his  mind  what  to  do  next. 

"Play  the  game  by  the  rules,  and  you  lose!"  cried  he, 
as  he  sat  in  the  summer-house.  "Every  man  of  sense  would 
undoubtedly  have  acted  as  I  did  four  days  ago,  and  have 
crept  out  of  the  trap  in  which  I  found  myself.  For  in  such 
a  case  you  don't  wait  to  untie  the  knots;  you  break  through 
everything! — Come,  I  must  be  cold,  calm,  dignified,  hurt. 
Honor  will  not  allow  of  any  other  demeanor.  English  rigid- 
ity is  the  only  way  to  recover  Modeste's  respect.  After  all, 
if  I  only  get  out  of  the  scrape  by  falling  back  on  my  old 
felicity,  my  ten  years'  fidelity  will  be  rewarded.  Ele*onore 
will  find  me  a  suitable  match." 

The  hunt  was  destined  to  be  the  rallying  point  of  all  the 
passions  brought  into  play  by  the  Colonel's  fortune  and  his 
daughter's  beauty.  There  was  a  sort  of  truce  among  the 
contending  parties  during  the  few  days  needed  to  prepare 
this  solemn  act  of  forestry;  the  drawing-room  in  the  Villa 
Mignon  had  the  peaceful  appearance  of  a  very  united  family 
party.  Canalis,  intrenched  in  his  part  of  a  much-injured 
man,  made  a  display  of  courtesy;  he  put  aside  his  preten- 
tiousness, gave  no  more  specimens  of  oratorical  talent,  and 
was  charming,  as  clever  men  are  when  they  shed  their  affec- 
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tations.  He  discussed  the  money-market  with  Gobenheim, 
war  with  the  Colonel,  Germany  with  Madame  Mignon,  and 
housekeeping  with  Madame  Latournelle,  trying  to  win  them 
over  to  La  Bri&re.  The  Due  d'He'rouville  frequently,  left 
the  field  free  to  the  two  friends,  as  he  was  obliged  to  go  to 
Rosembray  to  consult  the  Due  de  Yerneuil  and  superintend 
the  execution  of  the  orders  issued  by  the  Master  of  the 
Hounds,  the  Prince  de  Cadignan. 

Meanwhile,  the  comic  element  was  not  lacking.  Modeste 
found  herself  between  the  disparagement  Canalis  tried  to  cast 
on  the  Duke's  gallant  attentions,  and  the  exaggerated  views 
of  the  two  demoiselles  d'HeVouville,  who  came  every  evening. 
Canalis  pointed  out  to  Modeste  that,  far  from  being  the  hero- 
ine of  the  day,  she  would  be  scarcely  noticed.  MADAME 
would  be  attended  by  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  the 
daughter-in-law  of  the  Master  of  the  Hounds,  by  the  Duch- 
esse de  Chaulieu,  and  some  other  ladies  of  the  Court,  and 
among  them  a  mere  girl  would  produce  no  sensation.  Some 
officers  would,  no  doubt,  be  invited  from  the  garrison  at 
Rouen,  etc.  Hdlene  was  never  tired  of  repeating  to  the  girl, 
whom  she  looked  upon  as  her  sister-in-law,  that  she  would, 
of  course,  be  presented  to  MADAME;  that  the  Due  de  Ver- 
neuil  would  certainly  invite  her  and  her  father  to  stay  at 
Rosembray;  that  if  the  Colonel  had  any  favor  to  ask  of  the 
King — such  as  a  peerage — this  would  be  a  unique  oppor- 
tunity, for  they  did  not  despair  of  getting  the  King  there 
on  the  third  day;  that  she  would  be  surprised  at  the  charm- 
ing reception  she  would  meet  with  from  the  handsomest 
women  of  the  Court,  the  Duchesses  de  Chaulieu,  de  Maufri- 
gneuse, de  Lenoncourt-Chaulieu,  etc. ;  Modeste's  prejudices 
against  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain  would  disappear — and 
so  forth,  and  so  forth.  It  was  a  most  amusing  little  warfare, 
with  its  marches  and  countermarches  and  strategy,  which  the 
Dumays,  the  Latournelles,  Gobenheim  and  Butscha  looked 
on  at,  and  enjoyed,  saying  among  themselves  all  manner  of 
hard  things  about  the  nobility,  as  they  watched  their  elabo- 
rate, cruel,  and  studied  meanness. 
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The  assurances  of  the  d'He'rouville  faction  were  justified 
by  an  invitation,  in  the  most  flattering  terms,  from  the  Due 
de  Verneuil  and  the  Master  of  the  King's  Hounds  to  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte  de  la  Bastie  and  his  daughter  to  be  present 
at  a  Royal  Hunt  at  Bosembray  on  the  7th,  8th,  9th,  and  10th 
of  November. 

La  Bri&re,  oppressed  by  gloemy  presentiments,  revelled- 
in  Modeste's  presence  in  that  spirit  of  concentrated  avidity 
whose  bitter  joys  are  known  only  to  lovers  irrevocably  and 
forever  discarded.  The  flashes  of  happiness  in  his  inmost 
self,  mingled  with  melancholy  reflections  on  the  same  theme, 
"She  is  lost  to  me!"  made  the  poor  youth  apathetic  spec- 
tacle, all  the  more  touching  because  his  countenance  and 
person  were  in  harmony  with  this  depth  of  feeling.  There 
is  nothing  more  poetical  than  such  a  living  elegy  that  has 
eyes,  that  walks,  and  sighs  without  rhyming. 

Finally,  the  Due  d'He'rouville  came  to  arrange  for  Mo- 
deste's journey.  After  crossing  the  Seine,  she  was  to  pro- 
ceed in  the  Duke's  travelling  carriage  with  his  aunt  and 
sister.  The  Duke  was  perfect  in  his  courtesy;  he  invited 
Canalis  and  La  Bri&re,  telling  them,  as  he  told  Monsieur 
Mignon,  that  they  would  find  hunters  at  their  service. 

The  Colonel  asked  his  daughter's  three  lovers  to  breakfast 
on  the  day  of  the  departure.  Then  Canalis  tried  to  execute 
a  scheme  that  had  ripened  in  his  mind  during  the  last  few 
days — namely,  to  reconquer  Modeste,  and  to  trick  the  Duch- 
ess, the  Master  of  the  Horse,  and  La  Briere.  A  graduate  in 
diplomacy  could  not  remain  bogged  in  such  a  position  as 
that  in  which  he  found  himself.  La  Briere,  on  his  part, 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  bid  Modeste  an  eternal  farewell. 
Thus  each  suitor,  as  he  foresaw  the  conclusion  of  a  struggle 
that  had  been  going  on  for  three  weeks,  proposed  to  put  in 
a  last  word,  like  a  pleader  to  the  judge  before  sentence  is 
pronounced. 

After  dinner  the  day  before,  the  Colonel  took  his  daugh- 
ter by  the  arm  and  impressed  on  her  the  necessity  for  com- 
ing to  a  decision.  "Our  position  with  the  d'He'rouville 
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family  would  be  intolerable  at  Eosembray.  Do  you  want 
to  be  a  duchess?"  he  asked  Modeste. 

"No,  father,"  she  replied. 

"Then  do  you  really  love  Canalis — ?" 

"Certainly  not,  papa;  a  thousand  times,  no!"  said  she, 
with  childish  irritability. 

The  Colonel  looked  at  Jier  with  a  sort  of  glee. 

"Ah!  I  have  not  influenced  you,"  cried  the  kind  father. 
"But  I  may  tell  you  now  that  even  in  Paris  I  had  chosen  my 
son-in-law  when,  on  my  impressing  on  him  that  I  had  no  for- 
tune, he  threw  his  arms  round  me,  saying  that  I  had  lifted  a 
hundredweight  from  his  heart. ' ' 

"Of  whom  are  you  speaking?"  asked  Modeste,  coloring. 

"Of  the  man  of  solid  virtues  and  sound  morals,"  said  he, 
mockingly  repeating  the  phrase  which,  on  the  day  after  his 
return,  had  scattered  Modeste's  dreams. 

"Oh,  I  am  not  thinking  of  him,  papa!  Leave  me  free  to 
refuse  the  Duke  myself;  I  know  him,  I  know  how  to  soothe 
him—" 

"Then  your  choice  is  not  made?" 

"Not  yet.  I  still  have  to  guess  a  few  syllables  in  the 
riddle  of  my  future;  but  after  having  had  a  glimpse  of  the 
Court,  I  will  tell  you  all  my  secret  at  Eosernbray." 

"You  will  join  the  hunt,  will  you  not?"  said  the  Col- 
onel to  Ernest,  whom  he  saw  coming  down  the  path  where 
he  was  walking  with  Modeste. 

"No,  Colonel,"  replied  Ernest.  "I  have  come  to  take  leave 
of  you  and  of  Mademoiselle.  I  am  going  back  to  Paris." 

"You  have  no  curiosity?"  said  Modeste,  interrupting 
him,  and  looking  at  the  bashful  youth. 

"Nothing  is  needed  to  keep  me,"  said  he,  "but  the  ex- 
pression of  a  wish  I  hardly  hope  for." 

"If  that  is  all,  it  will  give  me  pleasure,  at  any  rate,"  said 
the  Colonel,  as  he  went  forward  to  meet  Canalis,  leaving  his 
daughter  alone  for  a  moment  with  the  hapless  Ernest. 

"Mademoiselle,"  said  the  young  man,  looking  up  at  her 
with  the  courage  of  despair;  "I  have  a  petition  to  make.' 
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"Tome?" 

"Let  me  depart  forgiven!  My  life  can  never  be  happy; 
I  must  endure  the  remorse  of  having  lost  my  happiness,  by 
my  own  fault  no  doubt;  but  at  least — " 

"Before  we  part  forever,"  replied  Modeste,  interrupting 
him  d  la  Canalis,  "I  want  to  know  one  thing  only;  and 
though  you  once  assumed  a  disguise,  I  do  not  think  that 
you  will  now  be  such  a  coward  as  to  deceive  me — " 

At  the  word  "coward"  Ernest  turned  pale. 

"You  are  merciless!"  he  exclaimed. 

"Will  you  be  frank  with  me?" 

"You  have  the  right  to  ask  me  such  a  humiliating  ques- 
tion," said  he,  in  a  voice  made  husky  by  the  violent  beating 
of  his  heart. 

"Well,  then,  did  you  read  my  letters  out  to  Monsieur  de 
Canalis?" 

"No,  Mademoiselle;  and  though  I  gave  them  to  the  Col- 
onel to  read,  it  was  only  to  justify  my  love,  by  showing  him 
how  my  affection  had  had  birth,  and  how  genuine  my  efforts 
had  been  to  cure  you  of  your  fancy." 

"But  what  put  this  ignoble  masquerading  into  your 
head?"  she  asked,  with  a  kind  of  impatience. 

La  Briere  related,  in  all  its  details,  the  scene  to  which 
Modeste's  first  letter  had  given  rise,  and  the  challenge 
which  had  resulted  from  Ernest's  high  opinion  in  favor  of 
a  young  lady  yearning  for  glory,  as  a  plant  strives  for  its 
share  of  the  sunshine. 

'  'Enough, ' '  said  Modeste,  concealing  her  agitation.  "If  you 
have  not  my  heart,  Monsieur,  you  have  my  highest  esteem." 

This  simple  speech  made  La  Briere  quite  dizzy.  He  felt 
himself  totter,  and  leaned  against  a  shrub,  like  a  man  whose 
senses  are  failing  him.  Modeste,  who  had  walked  away, 
turned  her  head  and  hastily  came  back. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  she  exclaimed,  taking  him  by 
the  hand  to  save  him  from  falling. 

Modeste  felt  his  hand  like  ice,  and  saw  a  face  as  white  as 
a  lily;  all  the  blood  had  rushed  to  his  heart. 
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"Forgive  me,  Mademoiselle — I   had  fancied  myself  so 

despised — " 

"Well,"  said  she,  with  haughty  scorn,  "I  did  not  say 
that  I  loved  you." 

And  she  again  left  La  Briere,  who,  notwithstanding 
this  hard  speech,  thought  he  was  walking  on  the  upper 
air.  The  earth  felt  soft  beneath  his  feet,  the  trees  seemed 
decked  with  flowers,  the  sky  was  rosy,  and  the  air  blue,  as 
in  the  temples  of  Hymen  at  the  close  of  a  fairy  drama  that 
ends  happily.  In  such  circumstances,  women  are  Janus- 
like,  they  see  what  is  going  on  behind  them  without  turn- 
ing round;  and  Modeste  saw  in  her  lover's  expression  the 
unmistakable  symptoms  of  a  love  such  as  Butscha's,  which 
is  beyond  a  doubt  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  a  woman's  desire. 
And  the  high  value  attached  by  La  Briere  to  her  esteem 
was  to  Modeste  an  infinitely  sweet  experience. 

"Mademoiselle,"  said  Canalis,  leaving  the  Colonel,  and 
coming  to  meet  Modeste,  "in  spite  of  the  small  interest  you 
take  in  my  sentiments,  it  is  a  point  of  honor  with  me  to  wipe 
out  a  stain  from  which  I  have  too  long  suffered.  Here  is  what 
the  Duchess  wrote  to  me  five  days  after  my  arrival  here." 

He  made  Modeste  read  the  first  few  lines  of  the  letter, 
in  which  the  Duchess  said  that  she  had  seen  Mongenod, 
and  wished  that  Melchior  should  marry  Modeste ;  then  hav- 
ing torn  off  the  rest,  he  placed  them  in  her  hand. 

"I  cannot  show  you  the  remainder,"  said  he,  putting  the 
paper  in  his  pocket;  "but  I  intrust  these  few  lines  to  your 
delicacy,  that  you  may  be  able  to  verify  the  handwriting. 
The  girl  who  could  ascribe  to  me  such  ignoble  sentiments 
is  quite  capable  of  believing  in  some  collusion,  some  strat- 
agem. This  may  prove  to  you  how  much  I  care  to  con- 
vince you  that  the  difference  between  us  was  not  based  on 
the  vilest  interest  on  my  part.  Ah !  Modeste, ' '  he  went  on, 
with  tears  in  his  voice,  "your  poet — Madame  de  Chaulieu's 
poet — has  not  less  poetry  in  his  heart  than  in  his  mind.  You 
will  see  the  Duchess;  suspend  your  judgment  of  me  till 
then."  And  he  left  Modeste  quite  disconcerted. 
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"On  ray  word  I  They  are  all  angels,"  said  she  to  her- 
self. "All  too  fine  for  marriage!  Only  the  Puke  is  a 
human  being." 

"Mademoiselle  Modeste,  this  hunt  makes  me  very  un- 
easy," said  Butscha,  appearing  on  the  scene  with  a  parcel 
under  his  arm.  "I  dreamed  that  your  horse  ran  away  with 
you,  so  I  have  been  to  Rouen  to  get  you  a  Spanish  snaffle; 
I  have  been  told  that  a  horse  can  never  get  it  between  his 
teeth.  I  implore  you  to  use  it;  I  have  shown  it  to  the 
Colonel,  who  has  thanked  me  more  than  the  thing  is 
worth." 

"Poor  dear  Butscha!"  cried  Modeste,  touched  to  tears 
by  this  motherly  care. 

Butscha  went  off  skipping  like  a  man  who  has  suddenly 
heard  of  the  death  of  an  old  uncle  leaving  a  fortune. 

"My  dear  father,"  said  Modeste,  on  returning  to  the 
drawing-room,  "I  should  like  very  much  to  have  that 
handsome  whip;  supposing  you  were  to  offer  to  exchange 
with  Monsieur  de  la  Briere — that  whip  for  your  picture  by 
Ostade?" 

Modeste  cast  a  side  glance  at  Ernest  while  the  Colonel 
made  this  proposal,  standing  in  front  of  the  picture — the 
only  thing  he  possessed  as  a  memorial  of  the  campaigns  he 
had  fought  in;  he  had  bought  it  of  a  citizen  of  Ratisbon. 
And  seeing  the  eagerness  with  which  Ernest  rushed  from 
the  room,  "He  will  attend  the  hunt,"  said  she  to  herself. 

Thus,  strange  to  say,  Modeste's  three  lovers  all  went  to 
Rosembray  with  hearts  full  of  hope,  and  enraptured  by  her 
adorable  charms. 

Rosembray,  an  estate  recently  purchased  by  the  Due  de 
Verneuil  with  the  money  that  fell  to  his  share  of  the  thou- 
sand million  francs  voted  to  legitimize  the  sale  of  national 
property,  is  remarkable  for  a  chateau  comparable  for  mag- 
nificence with  those  of  Mesniere  and  Balleroy.  This  noble 
and  imposing  mansion  is  reached  by  an  immense  avenue  of 
ancestral  elms  four  rows  deep,  and  across  a  vast  courtyard 
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on  a  slope,  like  that  of  Versailles,  with  a  splendid  iron 
screen  and  two  gate  lodges,  and  surrounded  by  large 
orange  trees  in  tubs.  The  fagade  to  this  cour  dhonneur 
displays  two  stories  of  nineteen  windows  in  each,  between 
two  wings  at  right  angles — tall  windows  with  small  panes, 
set  in  carved  stone  arches,  and  separated  by  reeded  pilas- 
ters. A  cornice  and  balustrade  screen  an  Italian  roof, 
whence  rise  stone  chimneys  marked  by  trophies  of  arms, 
Kosembray  having  been  built  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV. 
by  a  farmer-general  named  Cottin.  The  front  toward  the 
park  differs  from  this,  having  a  centre  block  of  five  win- 
dows projecting  from  the  main  building,  with  columns  and 
a  noble  pediment.  The  Marigny  family,  to  whom  the  pos- 
sessions of  this  Cottin  came  by  marriage  with  his  sole  heir- 
ess, had  a  group  representing  Dawn  executed  for  this 
pediment  by  Coysevox.  Below  it  two  genii  support  a 
scroll,  on  which  this  motto  is  inscribed  in  honor  of  the 
King,  instead  of  the  old  family  device:  Sol  nobis  benignus. 
The  great  Louis  had  made  a  Duke  of  the  Marquis  de  Ma- 
rigny, one  of  his  most  insignificant  favorites. 

From  the  top  of  the  semicircular  double  flight  of  steps 
there  is  a  view  over  a  large  lake,  as  long  and  wide  as  the 
grand  canal  of  Versailles,  starting  from  the  bottom  of  a 
slope  of  turf  worthy  of  the  most  English  lawn,  its  banks 
dotted  with  clumps  displaying  the  brightest  autumn  flow- 
ers. Beyond,  on  each  side,  a  French  formal  parterre 
spreads  its  squared  beds  and  paths — pages  written  in  the 
most  majestic  style  of  Le  Notre.  These  two  gardens  are 
set  in  a  border  of  wood  and  shrubbery,  extending  the 
whole  length  to  the  extent  of  thirty  acres,  and  cleared  in 
places  in  the  English  fashion  under  Louis  XV.  The  view 
from  the  terrace  is  shut  in  beyond  by  a  forest  belonging  to 
Kosembray,  adjoining  two  demesnes,  one  belonging  to  the 
nation,  and  one  to  the  Crown.  It  would  be  hard  to  find  a 
more  beautiful  landscape. 

Modeste's  arrival  caused  some  sensation  in  the  avenue 
when  the  carriage  was  seen  with  the  royal  livery  of  France, 
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escorted  by  the  Master  of  the  Horse,  the  Colonel,  Canalis, 
and  La  Briere,  all  riding,  and  preceded  by  an  outrider  in 
the  Royal  livery;  behind  them  came  ten  servants,  among 
them  the  Colonel's  negro  and  mulatto,  and  his  elegant 
britzska,  in  which  were  the  two  ladies' -rnaids  and  the  lug- 
gage. The  first  carriage  was  drawn  by  four  horses  mounted 
by  tigers,  dressed  with  the  spruce  perfection  insisted  on  by 
the  Master  of  the  Horse — often  better  served  in  such  mat- 
ters than  the  King  himself. 

Modeste,  as  she  drove  up  and  saw  this  minor  Versailles, 
was  dazzled  by  the  magnificence  of  these  great  folk;  she 
was  suddenly  conscious  of  having  to  meet  these  famous 
Duchesses;  she  dreaded  seeming  affected,  provincial,  or 
parvenu,  lost  her  head  completely,  and  repented  of  ever 
having  wished  for  this  hunting  party. 

When  the  carriage  stopped,  Modeste  happily  saw  before 
her  an  old  man  in  a  fair,  frizzy  wig,  with  small  curls,  whose 
calm,  smooth,  full  face  wore  a  paternal  smile  and  an  expres- 
sion of  monastic  joviality,  to  which  a  half  downcast  look  lent 
something  like  dignity.  The  Duchess,  a  woman  of  deep  de- 
votion, the  only  daughter  of  a  very  wealthy  President  of  the 
Supreme  Court,  who  had  died  in  1800,  was  the  mother  of  four 
children ;  very  thin  and  erect,  she  bore  some  resemblance  to 
Madame  Latournelle,  if  imagination  could  be  persuaded  to 
embellish  the  lawyer's  wife  with  the  graces  of  a  noble  lady- 
Prioress. 

"Ah!  how  do  you  do,  dear  Hortense?"  said  Mademoi- 
selle d'Hdrouville,  embracing  the  Duchess  with  all  the 
sympathy  that  was  a  tie  between  these  two  proud  spirits; 
"allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  and  to  our  dear  Duke, 
Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie,  who  is  a  little  angel." 

"We  have  heard  so  much  about  you,  Mademoiselle," 
said  the  Duchess,  "that  we  have  been  most  eager  to  have 
you  here." 

"We  can  but  regret  our  lost  time,"  added  the  Due  de 
Verneuil,  bowing  with  gallant  admiration. 

"Monsieur  le  Comte  de  la  Bastie,"  added  the  Master  of 
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the  Horse,  taking  the  Colonel  by  the  arm,  and  leading  him 
up  to  the  Duke  and  Duchess  with  a  tinge  of  respect  in  his 
tone  and  manner. 

The  Colonel  bowed  to  the  Duchess,  the  Duke  gave  him 
his  hand. 

"You  are  very  welcome,  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  Mon- 
sieur de  Verneuil.  "You  are  the  owner  of  many  treasures," 
he  added,  glancing  at  Modeste. 

The  Duchess  drew  Modeste's  hand  through  her  arm  and 
led  her  into  a  vast  drawing-room,  where  half  a  score  of 
women  were  sitting  in  groups  round  the  fire.  The  men,  led 
by  the  Duke,  went  to  walk  on  the  terrace,  excepting  only 
Canalis,  who  went  in  to  pay  his  respects  to  the  superb 
Eleonore.  She,  seated  before  a  tapestry  frame,  was  giving 
Mademoiselle  de  Verneuil  some  hints  as  to  shading. 

If  Modeste  had  thrust  her  finger  through  with  a  needle 
when  laying  her  hand  on  a  cushion,  she  could  not  have  felt 
a  keener  shock  than  she  received  from  the  icy  glance, 
haughty  and  contemptuous,  that  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu 
bestowed  on  her.  From  the  first  instant  she  saw  no  one  but 
this  woman,  and  guessed  who  she  was.  To  know  to  what  a 
pitch  the  cruelty  can  go  of  those  sweet  creatures  who  are 
exalted  by  our  passion,  women  must  be  seen  together. 
Modeste"  might  have  disarmed  any  one  but  Eleonore  by  her 
amazed  and  involuntary  admiration;  for  if  she  had  not 
known  her  rival's  age,  she  would  have  taken  her  to  be  a 
woman  of  six-and-thirty;  but  there  were  greater  surprises 
in  store  for  her! 

The  poet  found  himself  flung  against  the  wrath  of  a  great 
lady.  Such  anger  is  the  most  ruthless  Sphinx;  the  face  is 
beaming,  all  else  is  savage.  Even  kings  do  not  know  how 
to  reduce  the  stronghold  of  exquisitely  cold  politeness  which 
a  mistress  can  then  hide  under  steel  armor.  The  lovely  wo- 
man's countenance  smiles,  and  at  the  same  time  the  steel 
strikes  home:  the  hand  is  of  steel,  the  arm,  the  body,  all 
is  steel.  Canalis  tried  to  clutch  this  steel,  but  his  fingers 
slipped  over  it  as  his  words  slipped  from  her  heart.  And 
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the  gracious  face,  the  gracious  phrases,  the  gracious  manners 
of  the  Duchess,  concealed  from  every  eye  the  steel  of  her 
cold  fury — down  to  twenty-five  degrees  below  zero.  The 
sight  of  Modeste's  supreme  beauty,  heightened  by  her  jour- 
ney, the  appearance  of  the  girl,  as  well  dressed  as  Diane  de 
Maufrigneusc,  had  fired  the  powders  that  reflection  had 
stored  up  in  Ele"onore's  brain. 

All  the  women  had  gone  to  the  window  to  see  the  wonder 
of  the  day  step  out  of  the  carriage,  followed  by  her  three 
lovers. 

"Do  not  let  us  show  that  we  are  so  curious,"  said  Madame 
de  Chaulieu,  struck  to  the  heart  by  Diane's  exclamation,  "She 
is  divine!  Where  can  such  a  creature  have  dropped  from?" 

And  they  had  fled  back  to  the  drawing-room,  where  each 
one  had  composed  her  countenance,  while  the  Duchesse  de 
Chaulieu  felt  in  her  heart  a  thousand  vipers  all  crying  at 
once  to  be  satisfied. 

Mademoiselle  d'He*rouville  remarked  in  an  undertone, 
and  with  marked  meaning,  to  the  Duchesse  de  Verneuil: 
"Eldonore  is  not  cordial  in  her  reception  of  her  great 
Melchior." 

"The  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  thinks  that  there  is  a 
coolness  between  them,"  replied  Laure  de  Yerneuil  simply. 
This  phrase,  so  often  spoken  in  the  world  of  fashion,  is  full 
of  meaning.  We  feel  in  it  the  icy  polar  blast. 

"Why?"  asked  Modeste  of  the  charming  girl  who  had 
left  the  Convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart  not  more  than  two 
months  since. 

"The  great  man,"  replied  the  Duchess,  signing  to  her 
daughter  to  be  silent,  "left  her  for  a  fortnight  without 
writing  a  word  to  her,  after  setting  out  for  le  Havre,  and 
saying  that  he  had  gone  for  his  health." 

Modeste  gave  a  little  start  which  struck  Laure,  Hdldne, 
and  Mademoiselle  d'Hdrouville. 

"And  meanwhile,"  the  devout  Duchess  went  on,  "she 
was  getting  him  appointed  Commander  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor  and  Minister  to  Baden." 


668  BALZAC'S   WORKS 

"Oh,  it  is  very  wrong  of  Canalis,  for  he  owes  everything 
to  her,"  said  Mademoiselle  d'He'rouville. 

"Why  did  not  Madame  de  Chaulieu  come  to  le  Havre?" 
asked  Modeste  guilelessly  of  Helene. 

"My  child,"  said  the  Duchesse  de  Verneuil,  "she  would 
let  herself  be  killed  without  speaking  a  word.  Look  at  her. 
What  a  queen !  With  her  head  on.  the  block  she  would  still 
smile,  like  Mary  Stuart — indeed,  our  handsome  Eleonore  has 
the  same  blood  in  her  veins." 

"And  she  did  not  write  to  him?"  said  Modeste. 

"Diane  told  me,"  replied  the  Duchess,  prompted  to 
further  confidences  by  an  elbow  nudge  from  Mademoiselle 
d'He'rouville,  "that  she  had  sent  a  very  cutting  answer  to 
the  first  letter  Canalis  wrote  to  her  about  ten  days  ago." 

This  statement  made  Modeste  color  with  shame  for  Ca- 
nalis; she  longed  not  to  crush  him  under  her  feet,  but  to 
revenge  herself  by  a  piece  of  mischief  more  cruel  than  a 
poniard  thrust.  She  looked  proudly  at  Madame  de  Chau- 
lieu. That  glance  was  gilded  with  eight  millions  of  francs. 

"Monsieur  Melchior!"  said  she. 

All  the  women  looked  up,  first  at  the  Duchess,  who  was 
talking  to  Canalis  over  the  work-frame,  then  at  this  young 
girl,  so  ill-bred  as  to  disturb  two  lovers  who  were  settling 
their  quarrel — a  thing  which  is  never  done  in  any  rank  of 
life. 

Diane  de  Maufrigneuse  gave  her  head  a  little  toss,  as 
much  as  to  say,  "The  child  is  in  her  rights." 

Finally,  the  twelve  women  smiled  at  each  other,  for  they 
were  all  jealous  of  a  woman  of  fifty-six  who  was  still  hand- 
some enough  to  dip  her  hand  in  the  common  treasury  and 
steal  a  young  woman's  share.  Melchior  glanced  at  Modeste 
with  feverish  irritability,  the  hasty  look  of  a  master  to  a 
servant,  while  the  Duchess  bent  her  head  with  the  air  of 
a  lioness  interrupted  at  her  meal;  her  eyes,  fixed  on  the 
canvas,  shot  flames  of  fire,  almost  red-hot,  at  the  poet  while 
she  sifted  his  very  soul  with  her  epigrams,  for  each  sentence 
was  a  vengeance  for  a  triple  injury. 


MODESTE  MIGNON  669 

"Monsieur  Melohior!"  repeated  Modeste,  in  a  roice  that 
asserted  its  right  to  be  heard. 

44  What  is  it,  Mademoiselle?"  asked  the  poet. 

He  was  obliged  to  rise,  but  he  stood  still  half-way  between 
the  work-frame,  which  was  near  the  window,  and  the  fire- 
place, by  which  Modeste  was  sitting  on  the  Duchesse  de 
Verneuil's  sofa.  What  cruel  reflections  were  forced  on  the 
ambitious  man  when  he  met  Ele"onore's  steady  eye.  If  he 
should  obey  Modeste,  all  was  over  forever  between  the  poet 
and  his  protectress.  If  he  paid  no  heed  to  the  girl,  it  would 
be  an  avowal  of  his  serfdom,  he  would  lose  the  advantages 
gained  by  five-and-twenty  days  of  meanness,  and  fail  in  the 
simplest  rules  of  gentlemanly  politeness.  The  greater  the 
folly,  the  more  imperatively  the  Duchess  insisted  on  it. 
Modeste 's  beauty  and  fortune,  set  in  the  opposite  scale  to 
Ele*onore's  influence  and  established  rights,  made  this  hesi- 
tancy between  the  man  and  his  honor  as  terrible  to  watch  as 
the  peril  of  a  matador  in  the  ring.  A  man  never  knows  such 
frightful  palpitations  as  those  that  seemed  to  threaten  Canalis 
with  an  aneurism,  anywhere  but  in  front  of  the  gaming-table, 
where  his  fortune  or  his  ruin  is  settled  within  five  minutes. 

4 'Mademoiselle  d'Herouville  made  me  get  out  of  the  car- 
riage in  such  a  hurry,"  said  Modeste  to  Canalis,  tlthat  I 
dropped  my  handkerchief — " 

Canalis  gave  a  highly  significant  shrug. 

4 'And,"  she  went  on,  in  spite  of  this  impatient  gesture, 
"I  had,  tied  to  it,  the  key  of  a  blotting  case,  containing  an 
important  fragment  of  a  letter;  will  you  be  good  enough, 
Melchior,  to  ask  for  it — " 

Between  an  angel  and  a  tigress,  equally  irate,  Canalis, 
who  had  turned  pale,  hesitated  no  longer;  the  tigress  seemed 
the  less  dangerous.  He  was  on  the  point  of  committing  him- 
self when  La  Briere  appeared  in  the  doorway,  seeming  to 
Canalis  something  like  the  archangel  Michael  descended 
from  heaven. 

4 'Here,  Ernest,  Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie  wants  you,"  said 
the  poet,  hastily  retreating  to  his  chair  by  the  work-frame. 
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Ernest,  on  his  part,  went  at  once  to  Modeste  without 
bowing  to  any  one  else;  he  saw  her  alone,  received  her  in- 
structions with  visible  joy,  and  ran  off  with  the  unconfessed 
approbation  of  every  woman  present. 

"What  a  position  for  a  poet!"  said  Modeste  to  Helene, 
pointing  to  the  worsted  work  at  which  the  Duchess  was 
stitching  furiously. 

"If  you  speak  to  her,  if  you  once  look  at  her,  all  is 
ended,"  said  Ele\>nore  to  Melchior  in  a  low  tone,  for  his 
mezzo  termine  had  not  satisfied  her.  "And,  mind,  when  I 
am  absent  I  shall  leave  other  eyes,  to  watch  you." 

As  she  spoke,  Madame  de  Chaulieu,  a  woman  of  medium 
height,  but  rather  too  fat — as  all  women  are  who  are  still 
handsome  when  past  fifty — rose,  walked  toward  the  group 
with  which  Diane  de  Maufrigneuse  was  sitting,  stepping  out 
with  small  feet  as  firm  and  light  as  a  fawn's.  Under  her  full 
forms  the  exquisite  refinement  was  conspicuous  with  which 
women  of  that  type  are  gifted,  and  which  gives  them  that 
vigorous  nervous  system  that  controls  and  animates  the 
development  of  the  flesh.  It  was  impossible  otherwise  to 
account  for  her  light  step,  which  was  amazingly  dignified. 
Only  those  women  whose  quarterings  of  nobility  date  back 
to  Noah,  like  Eldonore's,  know  how  to  be  majestic  in  spite 
of  being  as  large  as  a  farmer's  wife.  A  philosopher  might, 
perhaps,  have  pitied  Pkiloxene,  while  admiring  the  happy 
arrangement  of  the  bodice  and  the  careful  details  of  a  morn- 
ing dress  worn  with  the  elegance  of  a  queen  and  the  ease  of 
a  girl.  Boldly  wearing  her  own  abundant  and  undyed  hair, 
plaited  on  the  top  of  her  head  in  a  coronet  like  a  tower, 
Eldonore  proudly  displayed  her  white  neck,  her  finely 
shaped  bust  and  shoulders,  her  dazzling  bare  arms,  ending 
in  hands  famous  for  their  beauty.  Modeste,  like  all  the 
Duchess's  rivals,  saw  in  her  one  of  those  women  of  whom 
the  others  say,  "She  is  past  mistress  of  us  all!" 

In  fact,  every  one  recognized  her  as  one  of  those  few  great 
ladies  who  are  now  become  so  rare  in  France.  Any  attempt 
k>  describe  how  majestic  was  the  carriage  of  her  head,  how 
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»jefined  and  delicate  this  or  that  curve  of  her  neck,  what  har- 
mony there  was  in  her  movements,  what  dignity  in  her  mien, 
what  nobleness  in  the  perfect  agreement  of  every  detail  with 
the  whole  result  in  the  little  arts  that  are  a  second  nature, 
and  make  a  woman  holy  and  supreme — this  would  be  to  try 
to  analyze  the  sublime.  We  delight  in  such  poetry,  as  in 
that  of  Paganini,  without  seeking  the  means,  for  the  cause 
is  a  soul  making  itself  visible. 

The  Duchess  bowed,  saluting  Hel&ne  and  her  aunt;  then 
she  said  to  Diane  in  a  clear,  bright  voice  without  a  trace  of 
emotion:  "Is  it  not  time  to  dress,  Duchess?" 

And  she  swept  out  of  the  room,  accompanied  by  her 
daughter-in-law  and  Mademoiselle  d'He*rouville,  each  giving 
her  an  arm.  She  was  speaking  in  a  low  voice  as  she  went 
away  with  the  old  maid,  who  pressed  her  to  her  heart,  say- 
ing, "You  are  quite  charming!"  which  was  as  much  as  to 
say,  "I  am  wholly  yours  in  return  for  the  service  you  have 
just  done  us." 

Mademoiselle  d'Herouville  returned  to  the  drawing-room 
to  play  her  part  as  spy,  and  her  first  glance  told  Canalis  that 
the  Duchess's  last  words  were  no  vain  threat.  The  appren- 
tice to  diplomacy  felt  he  knew  too  little  of  this  minor  science 
for  so  severe  a  struggle,  and  his  wit  served  him  at  any  rate 
so  far  as  to  enable  him  to  assume  a  straightforward,  if  not  a 
dignified,  attitude.  When  Ernest  returned  with  Modeste's 
handkerchief,  he  took  him  by  the  arm  and  led  him  out  on 
the  lawn. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  said  he,  "I  am,  of  all  men,  not  the 
most  unhappy,  but  the  most  ridiculous.  So  I  have  recourse 
to  you  to  help  me  out  of  the  wasps'  nest  I  have  got  into. — 
Modeste  is  a  demon ;  she  saw  my  embarrassment,  she  mocks 
at  it;  she  has  just  spoken  to  me  of  two  lines  of  a  letter  of 
Madame  de  Chaulieu's  that  I  was  fool  enough  to  trust  her 
with.  If  she  were  to  show  them,  I  could  never  make  it  up 
again  with  Ele*onore.  So,  pray,  at  once  ask  Modeste  for  that 
paper,  and  tell  her  from  me  that  I  have  no  views — no  preten- 
sions to  her  hand;  I  rely  on  her  delicacy,  on  her  honesty 
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as  a  lady,  to  behave  to  me  as  though  we  had  never  met;  I 
entreat  her  not  to  speak  to  me;  I  beseech  her  to  vouchsafe 
to  be  implacable,  though  I  dare  not  hope  that  her  spite  will 
move  her  to  a  sort  of  jealous  wrath  that  would  serve  my  ends 
to  a  miracle.  .  .  .  Go,  I  will  wait  here." 

On  re-entering  the  room,  Ernest  de  la  Briere  saw  there 
a  young  officer  of  Havre's  company  of  the  Guards,  the  Vi- 
comte  de  Se*rizy,  who  had  just  arrived  from  Bosny  to  an- 
nounce that  MADAME  was  obliged  to  be  present  at  the  open- 
ing of  the  session.  This  constitutional  solemnity  was,  as  is 
well  known,  a  very  important  function.  Charles  X.  pro- 
nounced a  speech  in  the  presence  of  his  whole  family,  the 
Dauphiness  and  MADAME  being  present  in  their  seats.  The 
choice  of  the  envoy  charged  with  expressing  the  Princess's 
regrets  was  a  compliment  to  Diane.  She  was  supposed  to  be 
the  immediate  object  of  this  fascinating  youth's  adoration; 
he  was  the  son  of  a  Minister  of  State,  gentleman-in  waiting, 
and  hopeful  of  high  destinies,  as  being  an  only  son  and  heir 
to  an  immense  fortune.  The  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse, 
however,  only  accepted  the  Viscount's  attentions  in  order 
to  throw  light  on  the  age  of  Madame  de  Se"rizy,  who,  accord- 
ing to  the  chronicle  repeated  behind  fans,  had  won  from  her 
the  heart  of  handsome  Lucien  de  Kubempre*. 

"You,  I  hope,  will  do  us  the  pleasure  of  remaining  at 
Rosembray,"  said  the  severe  Duchess  to  the  young  man. 

While  keeping  her  ears  open  to  evil-speaking,  the  pious 
lady  shut  her  eyes  to  the  peccadilloes  of  her  guests,  who  were 
carefully  paired  by  the  Duke ;  for  no  one  knows  what  such 
excellent  women  will  tolerate  on  the  plea  of  bringing  a  lost 
sheep  back  to  the  fold  by  treating  it  with  indulgence. 

"We  reckoned  without  the  Constitutional  Government," 
said  the  Due  d'He'rouville,  "and  Eosembray  loses  a  great 
honor,  Madame  la  Duchesse — " 

"We  shall  feel  all  the  more  at  our  ease,"  observed  a  tall, 
lean  old  man  of  about  seventy-five,  dressed  in  blue  cloth, 
and  keeping  on  his  hunting  cap  by  leave  of  the  ladies. 

This  personage,  who  was  very  like  the  Due  de  Bourbon, 
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was  no  less  a  man  than  the  Prince  de  Cadignan,  the  Master 
of  the  Hounds,  and  one  of  the  last  of  the  French  Grands 
Seigneurs. 

Just  as  La  Briere  was  about  to  slip  behind  the  sofa  to  beg 
a  minute's  speech  with  Modeste,  a  man  of  about  eight-and- 
thirty  came  in,  short,  fat,  and  common-looking. 

"My  son,  the  Prince  de  Loudon,"  said  the  Duchesse  de 
Verneuil  to  Modeste,  who  could  not  control  an  expression  of 
amazement  on  her  youthful  features  as  she  saw  the  man  who 
now  bore  the  name  which  the  General  of  the  Vendee  Cavalry 
had  made  so  famous  by  his  daring  and  by  his  execution. 

The  present  Due  de  Verneuil  was  the  third  son  taken  by 
his  father  into  exile,  and  the  only  survivor  of  four  children. 

"Gaspard,"  said  the  Duchess,  calling  her  son  to  her.  The 
Prince  obeyed  his  mother,  who  went  on  as  she  introduced 
Modeste:  "Mademoiselle  de  la  Bastie,  my  dear." 

The  heir  presumptive,  whose  marriage  to  Desplein's  only 
daughter  was  a  settled  thing,  bowed  to  the  girl  without  seem- 
ing struck  by  her  beauty,  as  his  father  had  been.  Modeste 
thus  had  an  opportunity  of  comparing  the  young  men  of  to- 
day with  the  old  men  of  the  past;  for  the  old  Prince  de 
Cadignan  had  already  made  her  two  or  three  very  pretty 
speeches,  proving  that  he  was  not  less  devoted  to  women 
than  to  royalty.  The  Due  de  Rhe'tore,  Madame  de  Chaulieu's 
elder  son,  noted  for  the  style  which  combines  impertinence 
with  easy  freedom,  had,  like  the  Prince  de  Loudon,  greeted 
Modeste  almost  cavalierly. 

The  reason  of  this  contrast  between  the  sons  and  the  fath- 
ers may,  perhaps,  lie  in  the  fact  that  the  heirs  no  longer  feel 
themselves  to  be  objects  of  importance,  as  their  ancestors 
were,  and  excuse  themselves  from  the  duties  of  power,  since 
they  no  longer  have  anything  but  its  shadow.  The  fathers 
still  have  the  fine  manners  inherent  in  their  vanished  grand- 
eur, like  mountains  gilded  by  the  sunshine,  when  all  around 
them  is  in  darkness. 

At  last  Ernest  succeeded  in  saying  two  words  to  Modeste, 
who  rose.  "My  little  beauty!"  said  the  Duchess,  as  she 
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pulled  a  bell,  thinking  that  Modeste  was  going  to  change 
her  dress,  "you  shall  be  taken  to  your  rooms." 

Ernest  went  with  Modeste  to  the  foot  of  the  great  stair- 
case to  make  the  unhappy  Melchior's  request,  and  he  tried 
to  touch  her  by  describing  the  poet's  miseries. 

"He  loves  her,  you  see!  He  is  a  captive  who  thought  he 
could  break  his  chain." 

' '  Love !  In  a  man  who  calculates  everything  so  closely  ? ' ' 
retorted  Modeste. 

"Mademoiselle,  you  are  at  the  beginning  of  your  life;  you 
do  not  know  its  narrow  places.  Every  sort  of  inconsistency 
must  be  forgiven  to  a  man  who  places  himself  under  the 
dominion  of  a  woman  older  than  himself,  for  he  is  not 
responsible.  Consider  how  many  sacrifices  Canalis  has 
offered  to  that  divinity!  how  he  has  sown  too  much  seed 
to  scorn  the  harvest;  the  Duchess  represents  to  him  ten  years 
of  devotion  and  of  happiness.  You  had  made  the  poet  forget 
everything,  for,  unhappily,  he  has  more  vanity  than  pride; 
he  knew  not  what  he  was  losing  till  he  saw  Madame  de  Chau- 
lieu  again.  If  you  knew  Canalis,  you  would  help  him.  He 
is  a  mere  child,  and  is  spoiling  his  life  forever. — You  say  he 
calculates  everything,  but  he  calculates  very  badly,  like  all 
poets  indeed — creatures  of  impulse,  full  of  childishness,  daz- 
zled, like  children,  by  all  that  shines,  and  running  after  it! 
He  has  been  fond  of  horses,  of  pictures;  he  has  yearned  for 
glory;  he  sells  his  pictures  to  get  armor  and  furniture  of  the 
style  of  the  Eenaissance  and  of  Louis  XV. ;  he  now  has  a 
grudge  against  the  Government.  Admit  that  his  whims  are 
on  a  grand  scale?" 

"That  will  do,"  said  Modeste.  "Come,"  she  added,  as 
she  saw  her  father,  and  beckoned  to  hinvto  ask  him  to  accom- 
pany her,  ''I  will  give  you  that  scrap  of  paper;  you  can  take 
it  to  the  great  man,  and  assure  him  of  my  entire  consent  to 
all  he  wishes,  but  on  one  condition.  I  beg  you  to  give  him 
my  best  thanks  for  the  pleasure  I  have  enjoyed  in  seeing  him 
perform  for  my  sole  benefit  one  of  the  finest  pieces  of  the 
German  theatre.  I  know  now  that  Goethe's  chef-d'oeuvre  is 
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neither  'Faust'  nor  'Egraont'  " — and,  as  Ernest  looked  at  the 
sprightly  girl  with  a  puzzled  expression — "it  is  'Torquato 
Tasso,'  "  she  added.  "Desire  Monsieur  Canalis  to  read  it 
once  more,"  she  went  on,  smiling.  "I  particularly  desire 
that  you  will  repeat  this  to  your  friend  word  for  word,  for 
it  is  not  an  epigram;  it  is  the  justification  of  his  conduct — 
with  this  difference,  that  I  hope  he  will  become  quite  sane, 
thanks  to  his  Ele'onore's  folly." 

The  Duchess's  head  waiting-maid  led  Modeste  and  her 
father  to  their  rooms,  where  Francpise  Cochet  had  already 
arranged  everything.  Their  choice  elegance  surprised  the 
Colonel,  and  Fran9oise  told  him  that  there  were  thirty 
guest  chambers  in  the  same  style  in  the  Chateau. 

"That  is  my  idea  of  a  country-house,"  said  Modeste. 

"The  Comte  de  la  Bastie  will  have  such  another  built 
for  you,"  replied  the  Colonel. 

"Here,  Monsieur,"  said  Modeste,  handing  the  scrap  of 
paper  to  Ernest,  "go  and  reassure  our  friend." 

The  words  "our  friend"  struck  the  young  man.  He 
looked  at  Modeste  to  see  if  there  were  seriously  some  com- 
munity of  sentiment  such  as  she  seemed  to  acknowledge;  and 
the  girl,  understanding  the  implied  question,  added:  "Well, 
go;  your  friend  is  waiting." 

La  Briere  colored  violently,  and  went,  in  a  state  of  doubt, 
anxiety,  and  disturbance  more  terrible  than  despair.  The 
approach  to  happiness  is  to  true  lovers  very  like  what  the 
poetry  of  Catholicism  has  called  the  Straits  of  Paradise,  to 
express  a  dark,  difficult,  and  narrow  way,  echoing  with  the 
last  cries  of  supreme  anguish. 

An  hour  later  the  distinguished  party  had  all  met  again 
in  the  drawing-room,  some  playing  at  whist,  others  chatting, 
the  women  busy  with  fancy-work,  while  awaiting  the  dinner- 
hour.  The  Master  of  the  Hounds  led  Monsieur  Mignon  to 
talk  of  China,  of  his  campaigns,  of  the  great  Provrm;ul  fami- 
lies; and  he  remonstrated  with  him  on  not  asking  for  em- 
ployment, assuring  him  that  nothing  would  be  easier  than 
to  obtain  a  post  in  the  Guards  with  his  full  rank  as  Colonel. 
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"A  man  of  your  birth  and  fortune  can  never  class  himself 
with  the  present  Opposition,"  said  the  Prince  with  a  smile. 

This  aristocratic  society  pleased  Modeste;  and  not  only 
that,  during  her  visit  she  gained  a  perfection  of  manner 
which,  but  for  this  revelation,  she  would  never  in  her  life 
have  acquired.  If  you  show  a  clock  to  a  natural  mechanic, 
it  is  always  enough  to  reveal  to  him  what  mechanism  means; 
the  germs  within  him  are  at  once  developed.  In  the  same 
way,  Modeste  intuitively  assimilated  everything  that  gave 
distinction  to  the  Duchesses  de  Maufrigneuse  and  de  Chau- 
lieu.  To  her  each  detail  was  a  lesson,  where  a  commonplace 
woman  would  have  fallen  into  absurdity  by  imitating  mere 
manners.  A  girl  of  good  birth,  well  informed,  with  the 
instincts  of  Modeste,  fell  naturally  into  the  right  key,  and 
discerned  the  differences  which  divide  the  aristocratic  from, 
the  middle  class,  and  provincial  life  from  that  of  the  Fau- 
bourg Saint-Germain;  she  caught  the  almost  imperceptible 
shades;  in  short,  she  recognized  the  grace  of  a  really  fine 
lady,  and  did  not  despair  of  acquiring  it. 

In  the  midst  of  this  Olympus  she  saw  that  her  father  and 
La  Briere  were  infinitely  superior  to  Canalis.  The  great 
poet,  abdicating  his  real  and  indisputable  power,  that  of  the 
intellect,  was  nothing  but  a  Master  of  Appeals,  eager  to 
become  a  Minister,  anxious  for  the  collar  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor,  and  obliged  to  subserve  every  constellation.  Ernest 
de  la  Briere,  devoid  of  ambition,  was  simply  himself ;  while 
Melchior,  eating  humble  pie,  to  use  a  vulgar  phrase,  paid 
court  to  the  Prince  de  Loudon,  the  Due  de  Khetore',  the 
Vicomte  de  Serizy,  the  Due  de  Maufrigneuse,  as  though  he 
had  no  liberty  of  speech  like  Colonel  Mignon,  Comte  de  la 
Bastie,  proud  of  his  services  and  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon's 
esteem.  Modeste  saw  the  continued  pre-occupation  of  a  wit 
seeking  a  point  to  raise  a  laugh,  a  brilliant  remark  to  sur- 
prise, or  a  compliment  to  flatter  the  high  and  mighty  person- 
ages, on  whose  level  he  aimed  at  keeping  himself.  In  short, 
here  the  peacock  shed  his  plumes. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  Modeste  went  to  sit  with  the 
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Master  of  the  Horse  in  a  recess  of  the  drawing-room;  she 
took  him  there  to  put  an  end  to  a  struggle  she  could  no 
longer  encourage  without  lowering  herself  in  her  own  eyes. 

"Monsieur  le  Due,"  she  began,  "if  you  knew  me  well, 
you  would  know  how  deeply  I  am  touched  by  your  atten- 
tions. It  is  precisely  the  high  esteem  I  have  for  your  char- 
acter, the  friendship  inspired  by  such  a  nature  as  yours, 
which  makes  me  anxious  not  to  inflict  the  smallest  wound 
on  your  self-respect.  Before  you  came  to  le  Havre  I  loved 
sincerely,  deeply,  and  forever  a  man  who  is  worthy  to  be 
loved,  and  from  whom  my  affection  is  still  a  secret;  but  I 
may  tell  you,  and  in  this  I  am  more  sincere  than  most  girls, 
that  if  I  had  not  been  bound  by  this  voluntary  engagement, 
you  would  have  been  my  choice,  so  many  and  so  great  are 
the  good  qualities  I  have  found  in  you.  A  few  words 
dropped  by  your  sister  and  aunt  compel  me  to  say  this.  If 
you  think  it  necessary,  by  to-morrow,  before  the  hunt,  my 
mother  shall  recall  me  home  under  the  excuse  of  serious 
indisposition.  I  will  not  be  present  without  your  consent 
at  an  entertainment  arranged  by  your  kind  care,  where,  if 
my  secret  should  escape  me,  I  might  aggrieve  you  by  an 
insult  to  your  legitimate  pretensions. 

"  'Why  did  I  come?'  you  may  ask.  I  might  have  de- 
clined. Be  so  generous  as  not  to  make  a  crime  of  an  inevi- 
table curiosity.  This  is  not  the  most  delicate  part  of  what 
I  have  to  communicate.  You  have  firmer  friends  than  you 
know  of  in  my  father  and  me;  and  as  my  fortune  was  the 
prime  motor  in  your  mind  when  you  came  to  seek  me,  with- 
out wishing  to  treat  it  as  a  solace  to  the  grief  your  gallantry 
requires  of  you,  I  may  tell  you  that  my  father  is  giving  his 
mind  to  the  matter  of  the  He'rouville  lands.  His  friend 
Dumay  thinks  the  scheme  feasible,  and  has  been  feeling  his 
way  to  the  formation  of  a  company.  Gobenheim,  Dumay, 
and  my  father  are  each  ready  with  fifteen  hundred  thousand 
francs,  and  undertake  to  collect  the  remainder  by  the  confi- 
dence they  will  inspire  in  the  minds  of  capitalists  by  taking 
substantial  interest  in  the  business. 
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"Though  I  may  not  have  the  honor  of  being  the  Duchesse 
d'Herouville,  I  am  almost  certain  of  putting  you  in  the  posi- 
tion to  choose  her  one  day  with  perfect  freedom  in  the  exalted 
sphere  to  which  she  belongs. — Oh,  let  me  finish,"  said  she, 
at  a  gesture  of  the  Duke's. 

"It  is  easy  to  see  from  my  brother's  agitation,"  said 
Mademoiselle  d'He'rouville  to  her  niece,  "that  you  have 
gained  a  sister. ' ' 

"Monsieur  le  Due,  I  decided  on  this  on  the  day  of  our 
first  ride  together,  when  I  heard  you  lamenting  your  posi- 
tion. This  is  what  I  wanted  to  tell  you;  on  that  day  my 
fate  was  sealed.  If  you  have  not  won  a  wife,  you  have,  at 
any  rate,  found  friends  at  Ingouville,  if,  indeed,  you  will 
accept  us  as  friends." 

This  little  speech  which  Modeste  had  prepared  was  uttered 
with  such  soul-felt  charm  that  tears  rose  to  the  Duke's  eyes. 
He  seized  Modeste's  hand  and  kissed  it. 

"Kemain  here  for  the  hunt,"  said  he.  "My  small  merit 
has  accustomed  me  to  such  refusals.  But  while  I  accept 
your  friendship  and  the  Colonel's,  allow  me  to  assure  my- 
self, by  inquiring  of  the  most  competent  experts,  that  the 
reclaiming  of  the  marsh  lands  of  Herouville  will  involve 
the  Company  of  which  you  speak  in  no  risks,  but  may 
bring  in  some  profits,  before  I  accept  the  liberality  of  your 
friends. 

"You  are  a  noble  girl,  and  though  it  breaks  my  heart 
to  be  no  more  than  your  friend,  1  shall  glory  in  the  title, 
and  prove  it  to  you  whenever  and  wherever  I  find 
occasion." 

"At  any  rate,  Monsieur  le  Due,  let  us  keep  the  secret 
to  ourselves.  My  choice  will  not  be  announced,  unless  I 
am  greatly  mistaken,  till  my  mother  is  completely  cured; 
for  it  is  my  desire  that  my  plighted  husband  and  I  should 
be  blessed  with  her  first  glances." 

"Ladies,"  said  the  Prince  de  Cadignan  at  the  moment 
when  all  were  going  to  bed,  "I  remember  that  several  of 
you  proposed  to  follow  the  hunt  with  us  to-morrow;  now 
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I  think  it  my  duty  to  inform  you,  that  if  you  are  bent  on 
being  Dianas,  you  must  rise  with  the  dawn.  The  meet  is 
fixed  for  half -past  eight.  I  have  often  in  the  course  of  my 
life  seen  women  display  greater  courage  than  men,  but  only 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  you  will  all  need  a  certain  modicum 
of  determination  to  remain  on  horseback  for  a  whole  day 
excepting  during  the  halt  called  for  luncheon — a  mere 
snack,  as  beseems  sportsmen  and  sportswomen. — Are  you 
still  all  resolved  to  prove  yourselves  gallant  horsewomen?" 

"I,  Prince,  cannot  help  myself,"  said  Modeste  slyly. 

"I  can  answer  for  myself,"  said  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu. 

"I  know  my  daughter  Diane;  she  is  worthy  of  her  name," 
replied  the  Prince.  "Well,  then,  you  are  all  primed  for  the 
sport.  However,  for  the  sake  of  Madame  and  Mademoiselle 
de  Verneuil,  who  remain  at  home,  I  shall  do  my  best  to  turn 
the  stag  to  the  further  end  of  the  pool." 

"Do  not  be  uneasy,  ladies,  the  hunters'  snack  will  be 
served  under  a  splendid  marquee,"  said  the  Prince  de  Lou- 
don  when  the  Master  of  the  Hounds  had  left  the  room. 

Next  morning  at  daybreak  everything  promised  fine 
weather.  The  sky,  lightly  veiled  with  gray  mist,  showed 
through  it  here  and  there  in  patches  of  pure  blue,  and  it 
would  be  entirely  cleared  before  noon  by  a  northwest 
breeze,  which  was  already  sweeping  up  some  little  fleecy 
clouds.  As  they  left  the  Chateau,  the  Master  of  the 
Hounds,  the  Prince  de  Loudon,  and  the  Due  de  Rhe'tore', 
who,  having  no  ladies  under  their  care,  started  first  for  the 
meet,  saw  the  chimneys  of  the  house  piercing  through 
the  veil-mist  in  white  masses  against  the  russet  foliage, 
which  the  trees  in  Normandy  never  lose  till  quite  the  end 
of  a  fine  autumn. 

"The  ladies  are  in  luck,"  said  the  Prince  to  the  Due  de 
Rhe'tore'. 

"Oh,  in  spite  of  their  bravado  last  night,  I  fancy  they  will 
leave  us  to  hunt  without  them,"  replied  the  Due  de  Verneuil. 

"Yes,  if  they  had  not  each  a  gentleman-in-waiting,"  re- 
torted the  Duke. 
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At  this  moment  these  determined  sportsmen — for  the 
Prince  de  London  and  the  Due  de  Khe"tor£  are  of  the  race 
of  Nimrod,  and  supposed  to  be  the  finest  shots  of  the  Fau- 
bourg Saint-Germain — heard  the  noise  of  an  altercation,  and 
rode  forward  at  a  gallop  to  the  clearing  appointed  for  the 
meet,  at  one  of  the  openings  into  the  Forest  of  Bosembray, 
and  remarkable  for  a  mossy  knoll.  This  was  the  subject 
of  the  quarrel.  The  Prince  de  London,  bitten  by  Anglo- 
mania, had  placed  at  the  Due  de  Verneuil's  orders  the 
whole  of  his  stable  and  kennel,  in  the  English  style 
throughout.  On  one  side  of  the  clearing  stood  a  young 
Englishman,  short,  fair,  insolent-looking,  and  cool,  speak- 
ing French  after  a  fashion,  and  dressed  with  the  neatness 
that  characterizes  Englishmen  even  of  the  lowest  class. 
John  Barry  had  a  tunic-coat  of  scarlet  cloth  belted  round 
the  waist,  silver  buttons  with  the  arms  of  Verneuil,  white 
doeskin  breeches,  topboots,  a  striped  waistcoat,  and  a  black 
velvet  collar  and  cap.  In  his  right  hand  he  held  a  hunt- 
ing-crop, and  in  his  left,  hanging  by  a  silk  cord,  was  a 
brass  horn.  This  chief  huntsman  had  with  him  two  large 
thoroughbred  hounds,  pure  fox-hounds  with  white  coats 
spotted  with  tan,  high  on  their  legs,  with  keen  noses, 
small  heads,  and  short  ears,  high  up.  This  man,  one  of 
the  most  famous  huntsmen  of  the  county  whence  the 
Prince  had  sent  for  him  at  great  expense,  ruled  over 
fifteen  hunters  and  sixty  English-bred  dogs,  which  cost 
the  Due  de  Verneuil  enormous  sums;  though  he  cared 
little  for  sport,  he  indulged  his  son  in  this  truly  royal 
taste.  The  subordinates,  men  and  horses,  stood  some 
little  way  off,  and  kept  perfect  silence. 

Now,  on  arriving  on  the  ground,  John  found  there  three 
huntsmen  with  three  packs  of  the  King's  hounds  that  had 
arrived  before  him  in  carts;  the  Prince  de  Cadignan's  three 
best  men,  whose  figures,  both  in  character  and  costume, 
were  a  perfect  contrast  with  the  representative  of  insolent 
Albion.  These,  the  Prince's  favorites,  all  wearing  three- 
cornered  cocked  hats,  very  low  and  flat,  beneath  which, 
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grinned  tanned,  wrinkled,  weather-beaten  faces,  lighted  up 
as  it  were  by  their  twinkling  eyes,  were  curiously  dry, 
lean,  and  sinewy  men,  burned  up  with  the  passion  for 
sport.  Each  was  provided  with  a  large  bugle  hung  about 
with  green  worsted  cords  that  left  nothing  visible  but  the 
bell  of  the  trumpet;  they  kept  their  dogs  in  order  by 
the  eye  and  voice.  The  noble  brutes,  all  splashed  with 
liver-color  and  black,  each  with  his  individual  expression, 
as  distinct  as  Napoleon's  soldiers,  formed  a  posse  of  sub- 
jects more  faithful  than  those  whom  the  King  was  at  that 
moment  addressing — their  eyes  lighting  up  at  the  slightest 
sound  with  a  spark  that  glittered  like  a  diamond — this  one 
from  Poitou,  short  in  the  loins,  broad-shouldered,  low  on 
the  ground,  long-eared,  that  one  an  English  dog,  white, 
slim  in  the  belly,  with  short  ears,  and  made  for  coursing: 
all  the  young  hounds  eager  to  give  tongue,  while  their 
elders,  seamed  with  scars,  lay  quiet,  at  full  length,  their 
heads  resting  on  their  fore-paws,  and  listening  on  the 
ground  like  wild  men  of  the  woods. 

On  seeing  the  English  contingent,  the  dogs  and  the 
King's  men  looked  at  each  other,  asking  without  saying 
a  word:  "Are  we  not  to  hunt  by  ourselves?  Is  not  this 
a  slur  on  His  Majesty's  Royal  Hunt?" 

After  beginning  with  some  banter,  the  squabble  had 
grown  warm  between  Monsieur  Jacquin  La  Boulie,  the 
old  Chief  Huntsman  of  the  French  force,  and  John  Barry 
the  young  Briton. 

While  still  at  some  distance  the  princes  guessed  what 
had  given  rise  to  the  quarrel,  and  the  Master  of  the  Hounds, 
putting  spurs  to  his  horse,  ended  the  matter  by  asking  in  a 
commanding  tone:  "Who  beat  the  wood?" 

"I,  Monseigneur, "  said  the  Englishman. 

"Very  good,"  said  the  Prince  de  Cadignan,  listening  to 
John  Barry's  report. 

Men  and  dogs,  all  alike,  were  respectful  in  the  presence 
of  the  Master  of  the  Hounds,  as  though  all  alike  recognized 
his  supreme  authority.  The  Prince  planned  the  order  of  the 
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day;  for  a  hunt  is  like  a  battle,  and  Charles  X.'s  Master  of 
the  Hounds  was  a  Napoleon  of  the  forest.  Thanks  to  the 
admirable  discipline  carried  out  by  his  orders  in  stable  and 
kennel,  he  could  give  his  whole  mind  to  strategy  and  the 
science  of  the  chase.  He  assigned  a  place  in  the  proceed- 
ings of  the  day  to  the  Prince  de  London's  hounds  and  men, 
reserving  them,  like  a  cavalry  corps,  to  turn  the  stag  back 
on  the  pool,  in  the  event  of  the  King's  packs  succeeding,  as 
he  hoped,  in  forcing  the  game  into  the  Royal  demesne  lying 
in  the  distance  in  front  of  the  Chateau.  He  gratified  the  self- 
respect  of  his  own  old  retainers  by  giving  them  the  hardest 
work,  and  that  of  the  Englishman,  whom  he  employed  in 
his  own  special  line,  by  giving  him  an  opportunity  of  dis- 
playing the  strength  of  limb  of  his  dogs  and  horses.  Thus 
the  two  methods  would  work  against  each  other,  and  do 
wonders  to  excite  reciprocal  emulation. 

"Are  we  to  wait  any  longer,  Monseigneur?"  asked  La 
Koulie  respectfully. 

"I  understand  you,  old  friend,"  replied  the  Prince.  "It 
is  late,  but — " 

"Here  come  the  ladies,  for  Jupiter  scents  the  fetish 
odors,"  said  the  second  huntsman,  observing  the  nose  of 
his  favorite  hound. 

"Fetish?"  repeated  the  Prince  de  Loudon  with  a  smile. 

"He  probably  means  fetid,"  said  the  Due  de  Ehdtord. 

"That  is  it,  no  doubt,  for  everything  that  does  not  smell 
of  the  kennel  is  poisonous,  according  to  Monsieur  Lara  vine," 
replied  the  Prince. 

In  point  of  fact,  the  three  gentlemen  could  see  in  the 
distance  a  party  of  sixteen  riders,  and  fluttering  at  their  head 
the  green  veils  of  four  ladies.  Modeste,  with  her  father,  the 
Due  d'He*rouville,  and  little  La  Briere,  was  in  front,  with 
the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  attended  by  the  Vicomte  de 
Serizy.  Then  came  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu  with  Canalis 
at  her  side,  she  smiling  at  him  with  no  sign  of  rancor.  On 
reaching  the  clearing,  where  the  huntsmen,  dressed  in  red, 
holding  their  hunting  horns,  and  surrounded  by  dogs  and 
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beaters,  formed  a  group  worthy  of  the  brush  of  Van  der 
Meulen,  the  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  an  admirable  figure  on 
horseback,  though  somewhat  too  stout,  drew  up  close  to  M<> 
deste,  feeling  it  beneath  her  dignity  to  sulk  with  the  young 
person  to  whom,  the  day  before,  she  had  not  spoken  a  word. 

Just  at  the  moment  when  the  Master  of  the  Hounds  had 
ended  his  compliments  on  such  fabulous  punctuality,  Eleo- 
uore  condescended  to  remark  the  splendid  whip  handle  that 
sparkled  in  Modeste's  little  hand,  and  graciously  begged  to 
examine  it.  "It  is  the  finest  thing  in  its  way  that  I  have 
ever  seen,"  said  she,  showing  the  gem  to  Diane  de  Mau- 
frigneuse;  "but,  indeed,  it  is  in  harmony  with  the  owner's 
whole  person,"  she  added,  as  she  returned  it  to  Modeste. 

"You  will  confess,  Madame,"  replied  Mademoiselle  de 
la  Bastie,  with  a  mischievous  but  tender  glance  at  La 
Briere,  in  which  he  could  read  an  avowal,  "that  it  is  a 
very  strange  gift  as  coming  from  a  future  husband — " 

"Indeed,"  exclaimed  Madame  de  Maufrigneuse,  "I 
should  regard  it  as  a  recognition  of  my  rights,  remem- 
bering Louis  XIV." 

There  were  tears  in  La  Briere's  eyes;  he  dropped  his 
bridle,  and  was  ready  to  fall;  but  another  look  from  Mo- 
deste recalled  him  to  himself,  by  warning  him  not  to  be- 
tray his  happiness.  The  cavalcade  set  out. 

The  Due  d'Herouville  said  in  a  low  voice  to  La  Briere: 
"I  hope,  Monsieur,  that  you  will  make  your  wife  happy, 
and  if  I  can  in  any  way  serve  you,  command  me;  for  I 
should  be  delighted  to  contribute  to  the  happiness  of  two 
such  charming  people." 

This  great  day,  when  such  important  interests  of  hearts 
and  fortunes  were  definitely  settled,  to  the  Master  of  the 
Hounds  offered  no  other  problem  but  that  as  to  whether 
the  stag  would  cross  the  pool,  and  be  killed  on  the  grass 
slope  within  sight  of  the  Chateau;  for  huntsmen  of  such 
experience  are  like  chess  players,  who  can  foresee  a  check- 
mate many  moves  ahead.  The  fortunate  old  gentleman  suc- 
ceeded to  the  height  of  his  wishes;  the  run  was  splendid, 
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and  the  ladies  relieved  him  of  their  presence  on  the  next 
day  but  one,  which  proved  to  be  rainy. 

The  Due  de  Verneuil's  guests  remained  three  days  at 
Eosembray.  On  the  last  morning  the  "Gazette  de  France" 
contained  the  announcement  that  M.  le  Baron  de  Canalis 
was  appointed  to  the  rank  of  Commander  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor  and  the  post  of  Minister  at  Carlsruhe. 

When,  early  in  the  month  of  December,  the  Comtesse  de 
la  Bastie  was  operated  on  by  Desplein,  and  could  at  last  see 
Ernest  de  la  Briere,  she  pressed  Modeste's  hand,  and  said  in 
her  ear:  "I  should  have  chosen  him." 

Toward  the  end  of  February  all  the  documents  relating 
to  the  acquisition  of  the  estates  were  signed  by  the  worthy 
and  excellent  Latournelle,  Monsieur  Mignon's  attorney  in 
Provence.  At  this  time  the  family  of  La  Bastie  obtained 
from  His  Majesty  ~the  distinguished  honor  of  his  signature 
to  the  marriage  contract,  and  the  transmission  of  the  title 
and  the  arms  of  La  Bastie  to  Ernest  de  la  Briere,  who  was 
authorized  to  call  himself  the  Vicomte  de  la  Bastie-La 
Briere.  The  estate  of  La  Bastie,  reconstituted  to  yield 
more  than  a  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year,  was  entailed 
by  letters  patent  registered  by  the  Court  in  April. 

La  Bribe's  witnesses  were  Canalis  and  the  Minister 
whose  private  secretary  he  had  been  for  five  years.  Those 
who  signed  for  the  bride  were  the  Due  d'Herouville  and 
Desplein,  for  whom  the  Mignons  cherished  enduring  grati- 
tude, after  giving  him  magnificent  proofs  of  it. 

By  and  by,  perhaps,  in  this  long  record  of  our  manners, 
we  may  meet  again  with  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  la 
Briere-La  Bastie,  and  connoisseurs  will  then  perceive  how 
easy  and  sweet  a  tie  is  marriage  when  the  wife  is  well  in- 
formed and  clever;  for  Modeste,  who  kept  her  promise  of 
avoiding  all  the  absurdities  of  pedantry,  is  still  the  pride 
and  delight  of  her  husband,  of  her  family,  and  of  her 
circle  of  friends. 

PARIS,  March-July,  1844. 
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